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HELEN, 



A TALE. 



BY UASIA EDOEWOSTH. 



HELEN. 



CHAPTER I. 

''Thsrs is Helen in the lime-walk,'' lald Mn. Col« 
Hngwood to her husband, as she looked out of the 
window. The slight figure of a young person in deep 
mourning appeared between the trees, — " How dowly 
she walEs ! She looks very unhappy V^ 

" Yes,'' said Mr. Collingwood, with a sighi^" she is young 
to know sorrow, and to struggle with difficulties to 
which she is quite unsuited both by nature and b^ educa- 
tion, difficulties which no one could ever have foreseen. 
How changed are all her prospects !" 

^ Changed indeed !" said Mrs. Collingwood, ^ pretty 
young creature ! — Do you recollect how gay she was 
when first we came to Cecilhurst ? and even last year* 
when she had hopes of her uncle's recovery, and when 
he talked of taking her to London, how she enjoyed the 
thoughts of going there ! The world was bright before 
ber then. How cruel of that uncle, with all his fond- 
ness for her, never to think what was to become of her 
the moment he was dead : to breed her up as an heiress, 
and leave her a beggar !" 

*' But what is to be done, my dear t" said her husband. 

^^ I am sure I do not know ; I can only feel for h^r^ 
you must think for her." 

'* Then I think I must tell her directly of the state in 
which her uncle's affairs are left, and that there is no 
provision for her." 

^ Not yet, my dear," said Mrs. Collingwood ; " I don't 
mean about there being no provision for her8elf,-^that 
would not strike her ; but her uncle^s debts, there is the 
point: she would feel dreadfully the disgrace to his 
memory^— ^e loved him so tenderly !" 

** Yet it must be told," said Mr. Collingwood, resolutely, 
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''andperaapB it will be better now; she will feel it leas 
while ner mind is absorbed by grief for him." 

Helen was the only dauffhter of Colonel and Lady 
Anne Stanley ; her parents had both died when she was 
too young to know her loss, nor had she ever felt till 
now, that she was an.orphan, Ibr she nad been adopted 
and brought up witbi the greatest tenderness by her 
uncle, Dean Stanley, a man of genius, learning, and 
sincere piety, with the most affectionate heart and a 
highly cultivated understanding. But on one subject he 
really had not common sense ; in money matters he was 
inconceivably imprudent and extravagant : extravagant 
from charity, from taste, from habit. He ])0S8essed rich 
benefices in the church, and an ample private fortune, 
smd it was expected that his niece would be a mat 
iieiress-^he had often said so himself, and his fon&ess 
for her confirmed every one in this belief. But the 
dean's taste warred against his affection ; his too hos- 
pitable, magnificent establishment had exceeded his 
income ; he had too much indulged his passion for all 
the toe arts, of which he vras a liberal patron ; he had 
made a splendid collection of pictures — ^a magn^ent 
library; and on buildings and improvements he had 
lavished immense sums of money. Cursed with too 
fine a taste, and with too soft a heart — a heart too well 
knowing how to yield, never could he deny himself, 
much less any otner human being, any gratification 
which money can command ; and eoon the necessaij 
eonseqnenoe was that he had no money to command, Ins 
affairs f^into embarrassment— his estate was sold; bat 
as he continued to live with his accustomed hospitality 
aid splendonr, the world be^eved him to be as rich as 
ever. 

Some rise superior from the pressure of peemiiary 
difficulties, but that was not the case with DeanlStanley, 
not from want of elasticity of mind, but perhaps be- 
cause has ingenuity continnaU^rsug^sted resources, and 
his sanguine character led him, m his difiiculties, to 
plunge into speculations — they failed, and in the anxiety 
and agitation which his embarrassments occasioined him, 
'he feu into bad health ; his physicians ordered him to 
Italy. Helen, his devoted nurse, the object upon which 
all his affections centered, accompanied him to Florence. 
There his health and spirits seemed at first, b^ tte 
duttge of dunatoy to be renfivaled ; but in Italy he 



ibimd frevh tempti^tiow to oxtntvaganee, kte karniaf 
and ilk fancy combinfid to lead hiai on iioai day to day 
to new expense, and he satisfied his cooscieace by say* 
ing to hioiself that all the purchases which he now made 
were only so much capital which woaitd, whan aold in 
England, bring more than their original priee, and woald» 
he flattered himself, increase the fortune he intended te 
his niece. But one day, while he was actually banain* 
ing for an antique, he was seized with a fit of apopbzy. 
From this fit he recovered, and was Me to return to 
Bngiand with his niece. Here he found his debts and 
difficulties had been increanng : he was hsrassed with 
doubts aa to the moneyed Talne of his last chosen chef* 
d'osuvres ; his mind preyed upon his weakened frame, 
he was seized ¥rith another fit, lost his ^[>eech, and after 
stmgaies the most melancholy for Helen to see, feeliiy 
that Ae could do nothing for him— he expired— -his eyes 
fixed on her face, and his poweriess hand held between 
both hers. 

Afl was desolation and dismay at the deanery ; Helen 
was removed to the vicarage by the kindness of the 
good vicar and his wife, Mr. and Mr^. Collin^ood. 

It was found that the dean, instead of leaving a hiiige 
fortune, had nothing to leave. All he had laid out at 
the deanery was simk and gone ; his real property all 
sold; his imagmary wealth, his pictures, statues-Hiia 
whple collection, even his books, his unmense librarv, 
tbrunk so much in value when estimated after his death, 
that the demands of the creditors could not he nearly 
answered : as to any provision for Miss Stanley, that 
was out of the question. 

These were the circumstances which Mrs. CoUiog* 
wood feared to reveal, and which Mr. CoUingwood 
tiiought should be told immediately to Helen; but 
hitherto she had been so much absoihed in sorrow for 
the uncle she had loved, that no one had ventured on 
the task. 

Though Mr. and ICrs. Oollingwood had not known her 
long (for they had but lately come to the neighbourhood), 
thev had the greatest sympathy for her orphan state; 
and they had seen enough of her during her uncle's ill^ 
ness to make them wanmlr attached to her. Every- 
body loved her that knew her, rich or poor, for in her 
yoong prosperity, from hor eaudiest childhood, she had 



been always Bweet4enipered and kind-hearted ; for 
though she had been bred up in the greatest luxury, 
^educated as heiress to a large fortune, taught every ac- 
complishment, used to every fashionable refinement, she 
was not spoiled-— she was not in the least selfish. In- 
deed her uncle's indulgence, excessive though it was, 
had been always Joined with so much affection, that it 
had early touched her heart, and filled her whole soul 
with ardent gratitude. 

It is said, that the ill men do, lives after them — ^the 
good is oft interred with their bones. It was not so 
with Dean Stanley : the good he had intended for Helen, 
his large fortune, was lost and gone ; but the real good 
he had done for his niece remained in full force, and to 
the honour of his memory ; the excellent education he 
had given her — ^it was excellent not merely in the 
worl£y meaning of the word, as regards accomplish- 
ments and elegance of manners, but excellent in having 
given her a firm sense of duty, as the great principle of 
action, and as the guide of her naturally warm, generous 
affections. 

And now, when Helen returned from her walk, Mr. 
ColUngwood, in the gentlest and kindest manner he was 
able, informed her of the confusion in her uncle's affairs, 
the debts, the impossibility of paying the creditors, the 
total loss of all fortune for herself. 

Mrs. CoUingwood had well foreseen the effect this 
intelligence would have on Helen. At first, with fixed 
incredulous eyes, she could not believe that her uncle 
could have been in any way to blame. Twice she 
asked— "Are you sure — are you certain — ^is there no 
mistake V* And when the conviction was forced upon 
her, still her mind did not take in any part of the facts, 
as they regarded herself Astonished and shocked, she 
could feel nothing but the disgrace that would fall upon 
the memory of her beloved uncle. 

Then she exclaimed — " One part of it is not true, I 
am certain ;^' and hastily leaving the room, she returned 
immediately with a letter in her handy which, without 
speaking, she laid before Mr. CoUingwood, who wiped 
ms spectacles quickly, and read. 

It was addressed to the poor dean, and was from an 
old friend of his. Colonel Munro, stating that he had 
been suddenly ordered to India, and was obliged to re*^ 



ten a tmn of money whkh ttie detn had nranyyeam 
before placed in his hands, to aeoore a prorakm lor his 
niece. Miss Stanley. 

This letter had anriyed when the dean ma extremely 
ilL Helen had heen afiraid to give it to him, and yet 
thought it xig^t to do so. Hie moment her ancle had 
read the letter, which he was still able to do, and to 
coainrehend, though he was imable to speak, he wrote 
oa the back with difficnlty, in a sadly trembhog hand, 
yet quite dtstiaetlr, these words ^— " That money is 
yomrs, Helen Stanley ; no one has any claim upon it. 
M^hen I am gone, consult Mr. Collingwood; consider 
htm aa yoor guardian." 

Mr. Collingwood perceiyed that this provisioa had 
been made by the dean for his niece before he had con- 
tracted his present debts— many years before, when he 
ittd sold his paternal estate, and that, knowing his own 
disposition to extravagance, he had pat tiiis sum out of 
his own power. 

'<Rigiit--aU right, ay dear Mis« Stanley," said the 
▼icar ; '' I am very glad — ^it is all justly yours." 

''No,** said Hden, ''I shaU never touch it; take it, 
my dear Mr. Oollingwood, take it, and pay all the debts 
bttbre any one can complain." 

Mr. Goningwood pressed h^ to him without speaking; 
bat after a moment's recollection he replied : — 

** No, no, my dear child, I cannot let you do this ; as 
your guardian, I cannot allow such a young creature aa 
you are, in a moment of feeling, thus to give away your 
whole eailhly fortune— it must not be." 

** It must, indeed it must, my 4ear sir. Oh, pay every« 
body at once— directly." 

<'No, not diiectly, at all events," said Mr. Coiling 
wood-—'* certainly not directly : the law allows a year." 

*' But if the money is reaay," said Helen, *< I cannot 
understand why the debt should not be paid at once. 
Is there any law against paying people immediately!" 

Bfr. Oolhnffwood half smiled, and on the strength of 
that half smiTe Helen concluded that he wholl;||r yielded. 
** Yes, do," crteu she, ** send this money this instant to 
Mr. James, the solicitor : he knows all about it, you say, 
and he will see everybody paid.V 

''Stay, my dear Miss Stanley," said the vicar,** I ean^ 
not consent to this, and you should be thankful that I 
am steady. If I were at this minute to consent, and to 
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do what you desire— pay away your whole fortune, you 
would repent and reproach me with my foUy before the 
end of the year— before six months were over." 

** Never, never," said Helen. 

Mrs. Collingwood strohgly took her husband^s side 
of the question. Helen could have no idea, she said, 
how necessary monkey would be to her. It was quite 
absurd to think of livin^^ upon air ; could Miss Stanley 
think she was to go on m this world without money % 

Helen said she was not so absurd ; she reminded Mrs. 
Collingwood that she should still have what had been 
her mother's fortune. 

Before Helen had well got out the words, Mrs. Col* 
lingwood replied, 

" That will never do, you will never be able to live 
upon that ; the interest of Lady Anne Stanley*s fortune, 
I know what it was, would just do for pocket-money for 
you in the style of life for which you have been educated. 
Some of your uncle's great friends will of course invite 
you presently, and then you will find what is requisite 
with that set of people." 

''Some of my uncle's friends perhaps will," said 
Helen ; ** but I am not obliged to p> to gieat or fine 
people, and if I cannot afford it I will not, for I can live 
independently on what I have, be it ever so little." 

Mrs. Collingwood allowed, that if Heten were to live 
always in the country in retirement, she might do upon 
her mother's fortune. 

"Wherever I live— whatever becomes of me, the 
debts must be paid — I will do it myself;" and she took 
up a pen as she six>oke«-*'' I will write to Mr. James by 
this day's post." 

Surprised at her decision of manner, and the firmness 
of one in general so gentle, 3delding, and retired, and 
feeling that he had no legal power to resist, Mr. CoUing- 
wood at last gave way, so far as to agree that he would 
in due time use this money in satisf3dng her uncle's 
creditors ; provided she lived for the next sixnumths withm 
her income, 

Helen smiled, as if that were a needless proviso. 

*• I warn you," continued Mr. Collingwood, " that you 
will most probably find, before six months are over, that 
you will want some of this money to pay debts of your 
own." 



''No, no, no," cxied i^e ; "of that thitro k not tho 
slightest chance." 

\ ^And now, my dear child," said Mrs. CoUingwood, 
** now tiiat li^. Collingwood has promised to do what 

I you wish, will yon do what we wish 1 Will you promise 
to remain with us 1 to livo here with us, for the present 
at least ; we will resign yon whenever better fiiendi 
may claim you, but for the present will you try us !" 

*' Try !" in a transport of gratitude and affection she 
could only repeat the words '* Try ! oh, my dear friends^ 
how happy I am^ an orphan, without a relation, to have 
rach a home*" 
But though Mr. and Mrs. Collingwoodf childless as 
hey were, felt real happiness in having such a com- 
panion — such an adopted daughter, yet they were sure 
that some of Dean Stanley's great friends and acquaint- 
ance in high life would ask his niece to spend the spring 
in town, or the summer in the country with them ; and 
post after post came letters of condolence to Miss Stan- 

) ley from all these personages of high degree,.professing 
the greatest regard for their dear amiable friend^s mem* 
ory, and for Miss Stanley, his and their dear Helen | and 
these poUte and kind expressions were probably sincere 

, at the moment, but none of these dear friends seemed 
to think of takkig any trouble on her account, or to be 
in the least disturbed by the idea of never seeing their 
dear Helen again in the course of their lives. 

Helen, quite touched by what was said of her uncle, 
thought only of him ; but when she showed the letters 
to Mr. and Mrs. Collingwood, they marked the oversight, 
and looked significantly as they read, folded the letters 
up and returned them to Helen in silence. Afterward, 

* between themselves, they indidged in certain comments. 
" Lady G — — does not invite her, for she.has too man^ 
daughters, and they are too ugly, and Helen is too beauti- 
till," said Mrs. Collingwood. 

"Lady L has too many sons,'' said Mr. Colling- 
wood, "and tliey are too poor, and Helen is not an 
heiress now." 

** But old Lady Margaret Dawe who has neither sons 
nor daughters, what stands in the way there ? Oh ! her 
delicate health-^licate health is a blessing to some 
people-excuses them always from doing any thing for 
an]^)ody." 
''And the Berkeleys the dean^s most particular 
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friends, nd wlio doted on Helen, wbat ean fhef find 
to say ! They would have been really so hai^y to have 
her; Mffoingto trarel, €k»d knows where, or for how 
long ! Oh !"-^nd no carriage could carry Miss Stai^y, 
I suppose, along with them." 

Then came many, who hoped, in general, to see Ifte 
Stanley as soon as possible ; and some who were ^ rery 
anxious indeed" to hare their dear Helen with them } 
but when or where never specified, and a general invi- 
tation, as everybody knows, means nothing hot ^ Good 
morning to yon." 

Mrs. Coldstream ends with, '' I forbear to say more at 
present," without giving any reason. 

** And here is the dew's dear duchess, always in the 

Ctest haste, with ' You know my heart,* in a paren- 
is, * ever and ever most sincerely and tfee^— 
yours.'* 

^ And the Davenants," continued Mrs. Gollingwoodr 
^who were such near neighbonrs, and who were so 
kind to the dean at Florence; they have not even 
written !" 

" Bnt they are at Florence still," said "Mat. Collinff)> 
wood ; **■ they can hardly have heard of the poor deairs 
death." 

The Davenants were the great people olthis part of 
tite country ; their place, Cecilhnrst, was dose to the 
deanery and to the vicarage, but they were not known 
to the Collingwoods, who had come to Gecilhurst during 
the dean's absence abroad. 

'* And here is Mrs. Wilmot too," contii^ed Mrs. Col- 
lingwood, ^*wonderinff, as usual, at everybody else, 
wondering that Lady Barker has not invited Miss Stan- 
ley to Oastle-port ; and it never enters into Mrs. Wil- 
mot's head that she might invite her ta Wikaot's fort. 
And this is friendship, as the world goes P* 

*' And as it has been ever smce the begimiittg of the 
world, and wiD be to the end," reined Mr. CoHii^^ood. 
^ Only I thought in Dean Stanley's case— however, I am 
glad his niece does not see it as we do^" 

No— with aU Helen's natural (jnickness of sensibility, 
she suspected nothing, saw nothing in each excuse but 
what was perfectly reasonable and kind; she was sure 
that her uncle's friends could not mean to neelect her. 
In short, she had an undonbting belief in those she 
kved, and riie loved attthese who she thoughit had loved 
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Iierimcle, or who had ever ahownher kindneei. Helea 
had neirer yet experienced neglect or detected lann- 
ceri^, and nothing in her own true and warm feKsart 
eotda suggeet the possibility of double-dealing, or erea 
•f coldness in iriendsbip. She had yet to lean tlui^^ 

'*No after fiiendahip ere caa nse 
Th' endearments of our earlr days. 
And ne'er the heart each fonmiefla proTe, 
Ae when it first began to lore ; 
Ere lovely nature is expelled, 
And fiiendship is roniantic hdd. 

But prudence comes with hundred ejna, 
The yell is rent, the viaioik flies, 
The dear illusions will not. last. 
The era of enchantment's past : 
The wild romance of life is done, 
The real history begim !" 



CHAPTER 11. 

SoBiE time alter this, Mr. Co]lingwood,ri8hig from the 
Ineak&at-'table, threw down the day's paper, saying 
tbere was notlun^ in it ; Mrs. CoUingwooa glancing her 
«ye over it exclaimed — 

^ Do jou. can this nothing ? Helen, hear this ! 

^ Marriage in hig:h life — ^At the Ambassador's ch^e]. 
Puis, on the 16th instant, General Clarendon to Lady 
Cecelia Dayenaat, only daughter of Earl and Countess 
Davenant." 

*' Married, absolutely married!" exclaimed Helen: 
^I knew it was to be, but so soon I did not expect. 
Ambassador's chapel---where did jrou say t— Paris t 
No, that must be a mistake, they are all at Florence-^ 
settled there, I thought their letters said.** 

Mrs. CoUingwood pointed to the paragraph, and Heles 
saw it was certainly Paris^thnre could be no mistake. 
Here was a full account of the marriage, and a list of 
all the fasfetonables who attended the fair bride to the 
bym^wal altar. Her father gave her away. 

** Then certaiidT it is so^" said Helen, and she came 
to the joyM conckston that they must all be on tiieiv 
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way Borne ;^*' Dear Lady Dayena&t coiniiig to Gectt* 
hunt again " 

Lady Cecilia, *' the fair bride/* had been Helen's moat 
intimate friend; they had been when children much to- 
gether, for the deanery was so close ta Oeeilharat, that 
the shrubbery opened into the park. 

" But is not it rather extraordinary, my dear Helen,** 
said Mrs. CoUingwood, ** that yon should see this ac- 
count of ydur dear Lady Cecha's marriajge in the pub- 
lic papers only, withoi^t having heard of it from any of 
your friends themselvea— not one letter, not one line 
from any of them V* 

A cloud tame over Helen's face, but it passed qaickly» 
and she' was sure they had written — something nad de- 
layed their lettere* Bhe was certain Lady Davenant or 
Lady Cecilia had written ; or, if they haid not, it was 
because they could not possibly, in such a hiarry, such 
agitation as they must have been in. At all events, 
whether they had written or not, she was certain they 
could not mean any thing unkind ; she could not change 
her opinion of her friend for a letter more or less. 

** Indeed f" said Mrs. Collingwood, ^ how loi^ is it 
since you have seen them T" 

" About twoyears ; just two years it is since I parted 
from them at Florence.*' 

" And you have corresponded with Lady Cecilia con- 
stantly ever since V asked Mrs. Collingwood. 

" Not constantly." 

" Not constantly— oh !" daid Mrs. Collingwood in a 
prolonged and somewhat sarcastic tone. 

" Not constantly-H9o nnich the better,'* said her hus- 
band ; '* a constant correspondence is always a great 
burthen, and moreover, sometimes a ^eat evil, between 
young ladies especiany— I hate the sight of ladies* long^ 
cross-barred letters." 

Helen said that Lady Cecilia's letters were never 
cross-barred, always short and far4>etween. 

'* You seem wonderfully fond of Lady Cecilia," said 
Mrs. Collingwood. 

" Not wonderfully," replied Helen, " but veiy fond, 
and no wonder, we were bred up together. And," con- 
tinued she, after a little pause, ''^ and if Lady Cecilia 
had not been so generous as she is, she might have been 
--ehe must have been, jealous of the partiality, the 
ibndness, which her mother always showed me." 



** But was not Lady Davenanrs heart large enoiuli to 
hold two!" asked Mrs. Colliiigwood. ** You and her 
daughter, was ehe not fond of her daughter?'* 

*^ Yes, as far as she knew her, but she did not know 
Lac^ Cecilia." 

^ Not know her own daughter!" Mr. and Mrs. Col** 
lingwood both at once exclaimed, " how could that po8« 
sibly be!" 

'* Very easily," Helen said, *' because she saw so little 
of her.'^ 

" Was not Lady Cecilia educated at home 1" 

*' Yes, but still Lady Cecilia, when a child, was all day 
long with her goTcniess, and at Cecilhurst the gov* 
emess's apartments were quite out of the way, in one 
of the wings at the end of a long corridor, with a sepa^ 
rate staircase ; she might as well ha^e been in another 
house." 

'' Bad arrangement," said Mr. Collingwood, speaking 
to himself as he stood on the hearth. **Bad arrange- 
ment which separates mother and daughter." 

** At that time," continued Helen, " there was always 
a great deal of company at Cecilhurst. Lord Davenant 
was one of the mmisters of state then. I beheye — ^I 
know he saw a great many political people, and Lady 
Davenant was forced to be always with them talking." 

" Talking ! yes, yes," said Mr. CoUingwood, " I un- 
derstand it all ; Lady Davenant is a great politician, and 
female politicians, with their heads full of the affairs of 
Europe, cannot have time to thiidL of the affadrs of their 
femihes." 

'* What is the matter, my dear Helen !" said Mrs. 
C<^Bgwood, taking her hand. Helen had tears in her 
eyes amd looked unhappy. 

** I have done very wrong," said sho ; *' I have said 
something that has given you a bad, a false opinion of 
ene for whom I have the greatest admiration and love— 
of Lady Davenant. I am excessively sorry; I have 
done very wrong." 

" Not m the least, my dear child ; you told us nothing 
but what everybody knows— that slie is a great pohti-* 
dan, yon told us no more." 

" But I should have told you more, and what nobody 
kpows better than I do," cried Helen, '* that Lady Dave- 
nant is a gpreat deal more, and a ffrsat deal better than a 
politiciaou I was too young to judge, you may think, but 
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young as I wBSf I could see and feel» and children cau 
and do often see a great deal into cliaracter, and I assore 
you Lady Davenant^a is a sort of deep, high character* 
that you would admire." 

Mrs. Collingwood observed with surprise, that Helen 
spoke of her with even more enthusiasm than of her 
dear Lady Cecilia. 

'* Yes, because she is a person more likely to excite 
enthusiasm." 

** You did not feel afraid of her then !" 

" I do not say that," replied Helen, ''yet it was not 
lear exactly, it was more a sort of awe, but atill I liked 
it It is so delightful to have something to look up to* 
I love Lady Davenant all the better, even for that awe 
I felt of her." 

''And Hove you all the better for every thing you 
feel, think, and say about your friends," cried Mrs. Col* 
Mngwood; ''but let us see what they will do; vdien I 
see whether they can write, and what they write to 
you, I will tell you more of my mind— if any letters 
come." 

" If !— ^ Helen repeated, but would say no more— and 
there it rested, or at least stopped. By common ccHisent 
the subject was not recurred to for several days. Every 
morning at post-time Helen's colour rose with expecta- 
tion, and then faded with disappointment, still with the 
same confiding look and tone or afiection, she said, " I 
am sure it is not their fault." 

" Time will show," eaid Mrs. Collingwood. 

At length, one morning when she came down to 
breakfast, " Triumph, my dear Helen !" cried Mrs. Col* 
lin^ood, holduog up two larffe letters ! all scribbled 
over with "Tiy this place and try that, miss-sent to 
Crosskeys — Over moor," and heaven knovrs where— 
and— no matter. 

Helen seized the packets and tore them open j ono 
was from Paris, written immediately after the news of 
Dean Stanley's death ; it contained two letters, one from 
Lady Davenant, the other from Lady Cecilia — " written, 
only think !" cried she, " how kind !— the very day be* 
fore her marriage ; signed ' Cecilia Davenant, for tiie 
last time,'— and Lady Davenant, too— to think of me in 
all their happiness." 

She opened the other letters, written since their am* 
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1*1 in Bngland, she read eagerly on^then 8tO|yped| and 
her looks changed. 

** Lady Dayenant is not coming to Gecilhurst. Lord 
Dayenant is to be sent ambassador to Petcmburgfa, and 
Lady Davenant will go along with him ! Oh ! there is 
an end of every thing ; I never shall see her again !— 
Stay — she is to be first with Lady Cecilia at Clarendon 
Park, wherever that is, for some time— she does not 
know how long — she hopes to see me there— oh! how 
kind, how deUghtful !" 

Helen put Lady Davenant^s letter proudly into Mrs. 
OoUingwood's hand, and eagerly opened Lady Cecilia's. 
I ^* So like herself! so like Cecilia," cried she. Mrs. 
Collingwood read, and acknowledged that nothing could 
be kinder, for here was an invitation, not vague or gene- 
ral, but particular, and pressing as heart could wish or 
heart could make it. '* We shall be at Clarendon Park 
on Thursday, and shall expect you, dearest Helen, on 
Monday, just time, the general says, for an answer ; so 
write and say where horses shall meet you," &c. &c. 

** Upon my word, this is being in earnest, when it 
comes to horses meeting," cried w. Collingwood. " Of 
eourse you Will go directly !" 

Helen was in great agitation: 

•• Write— write— my dear, directly," said Mrs. Col 
lingwood, *' for the post-boy waits." 

And before she had written many Unes the cross- 
post-boy sent up word that he could wait no longer. 

Helen wrote she scarcely knew what, but in short an 
acceptance, signed, sealed, delivered, and then she took 
breath. Off cantered the boy with the letters bagged, 
and scarcely was he out of sight, when Helen saw under 
the table the cover of the packet, in which were some 
lines that had not yet been read. They were in Lady , 
Cecilia's handwritmg-^a postscript. ^ 

** I forgot, dear Helen, the thing that is most essential i 

(you remember our friend D ^*s definition of une hi- 

iise : <fe$t d'oMier la chose essentieUe) ; I forgot to tell 
you that the general declares he will not hear of a mere • 
visit from you. He bids me tell you that it must be 
* tin death or marria|[[e.' So, my dear friend, you must 
make up your mind m short to hve with us till you find 
a Greneral Clarendon of your own. To this postscript 
no reply — silence gives consent." 

'' Iflbad seen this !" said Helen, as she laid it before 
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Mr. and Min. CoUmgwoodt " I ouffbt to hiTe aasweradU 
but, indeed, I never saw it -^ she sprang forward m^ 
sUntly to ring the bell, exclaiming, " It is time yet— - 
stop the boy-*-' silence gives consent.' I must write. 
I cannot leave you, my dear friends, in this way. 1 did 
not see that postscript, believe me I did not." 

They believed her, they thanked her, but they would 
not let herring the bell ; they said she had bettor not 
bind herself in any way either to themselves or to Lady 
Cecilia. Accept of the present invitation she must^ 
she must go to see her friend on her marnapre ; she 
must take, leave of her dear Lady Davenant before her . 
departure! 

*' They are older friends than we are," said Mr. Col- 
lingwood ; '* they have the first claim upon you : bat 
let us think of it as only a visit now. As to a residence 
for life, that you can best judge of for yourself after you 
have been some time at Clarendon Pork ; if you do not 
like to remain there^ you know how |^ladly we shall 
welcome you here again, my child, or, if you decide to 
live with those you have known so long and loved sq 
much, we cannot be offended at your choice." 

This generous kindness, this freedom from jealous 
susceptibility, touched Helen's heart, and increased her 
<igitation. She could not bear the thoughts of either 
the reality or appearance of neglecting these kind good 
people, the moment she had other prospects, and fre- 
quently in all the hurry of her preparations, she re- 
peated, '* It will only be a visit at Clarendon Park. I 
will return to you ; I shall write to you, my dear Mrs. 
CoUingwood, at all events, consiantl]r." 

When Mr. CoUingwood gave her his parting blessing, 
he reminded her of his warning about her fortune. 
Mrs. CoUingwood reminded her of her promise to 
write. The carriage drove from the door. Helen's 
heart was fuU of the friends she was leaving, but by 
degrees the agitation of the parting subsided, her tears 
ceased, her heart grew lighter, and the hopes of seeing 
her friends at Clarendon Park arose bright in her mind, 
and her thoughts aU turned upon CeciUa and Lady 
Davenant* 
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CHAPTER m. 

Hkuoi looked easerly out of the carriage window for 
the first Tiew of darendon Park. It siUisfied, it snr- 
passed her expectations. It was a fine, aristocratic 

ekce: — ancestral trees; and a vast expanse of park; 
rds of deer, yellow and dark, or spotted, their heads, 
appeasing in the distance just above the fern, or gnoing 
near, startled as the carriage passed. Through the 
l<>ng approach, she caught various views of the house, 
partly Gothic, partly of modem architecture ; it seemed 
,of great extent and mafixiificence. 

ill delightful so far ; out now for her own reception. 
Her breath grew quick and quicker as she came near 
and nearer to the house. Some one was standing on the 
steps. Was it General Clarendon ? No ; only a ser- 
vant The carriage stopped, more servants appeared, 
and as Helen got out, a very sublime4ooking personage 
informed her that " Lady Cecilia and the general were 
out riding—- only in the park — ^would be in immediately.^ 
And as she crossed tne great hall, the same sublime 
person informed her that there would be still an hour 
before dinner-time, and inquired whether she would be 

B eased to be shown to her own apartment, or to the 
)rary % Helen felt chilled and disappointed, because 
this was not exactly the way she had expected things 
would be upon her arrival. She had pictured to herself 
Cecilia running to meet her in the hail. 

Without answering the groom of the chamber, she 
asked, <* Is Lady Davenant out too P 

*^ No ; her ladyship is in the library.^ 
! •* To the library then directly ." 

And through the antichamber she passed rapidly, im- 
patient of a momentary stop of her conductor to open 
the folding-doors, while a man, with a letter-box in 
hand, equally impatient, begged that Lady Davenant 
mkht be told '* The general's express was waiting." 

Lady Davenant was sealing letters in great haste 
for this express, but when the door opened, and she 
taw Helen» she threw wax and letter from her, and 



pushing aside the sofa-table, came forwaid to reoeire hn 
with open arms. 

All was in an instant happjr in Helen's heart ; bat 
there was the man of the letter-box ; he must be at- 
tended to. '^ Beg your pardon, Helen, my dear— one 
moment. Letters must be fini8hed--*gTeat consequence.'' 

3y the time the letters were finished, before they 
were gone. Lady Cecilia came in. The same as ever, 
with affectionate delight in her eyes — ^her beautiful eyes. 
The same, yes, the same Cecilia as ever ; yet different : 
less of a girl, less Uvety, but more happy. The moment 
she had embraced her, Lady Cecilia turned quick to 

Eresei^t General Clarendon, thinking he bad followed, 
ut he had stopped in the hall. 

'' Send off the letters,'* were the first words of his 
which Helen heard. The tone commanding, the voice 
remarkably gentlepnanlike. An instant afterward he 
came in, A fine figurci a handsome man ; in the prime 
of life ; with a high-bom, high-bred military air. £ng« 
lish decidedly— proudly English. Something of the 
old school— composed self-possession, with voluntai^ 
deference to others — ^rather distant. Helen felt that his 
manner of welcoming her to Clarendon Park was per* 
fectly polite, yet she would have liked it better had it 
been less poiite-»-n)ore cordial. Lady Cecilia, whose 
eyes were anxiously upon her, drew her arm within 
hers, and hurried her out of the room. She stopped at 
the foot of the stairs, gathered up the folds of her riding- 
dress, and turning suddenly to Helen, with her vivacioms 
manner, said, 

* Helen, my dear, you must not think (Aaf— *' 
*Think what ?" said Helen. 

•* Think that — for which you are now blushing. Oh, 
you know what I mean ! Helen, your thought^ are just 
as legible in your face, as they always were to me. 
His manner is reserved— cold* maybe — ^but not his heart. 
Understand this, pray— once for all. Do you ? will you, 
dearest Helen V 

" I do, I will/' cried Helen ; and every minute she 
felt more perfectly to understand and to be more per- 
fectly pleased with her friend. Lady Cecilia shpwed 
<her through the apartment destined for her, which she 
had taken the greatest pleasure in arranging; every 
thing there was not only most comfortable, but partic 
ular^ to her taste; and some little delicate proofe of 
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iflfoctioiiv recoIleclioiB of childhood, were there ,*^ 
keepeakes, early drawings, nonsensical things, not worth 
preserving, but still preserved :— they said so much, and 
80 tenderly, to Helen's heart ! 

^ htH3k now near we are together,** said Cecilia, open- 
ing a door into her own dressing-room. " You may 
shut this up whenever yon please, but I hope you will 
never please to do so. Yousee how I leave ^ou your own 
iree wiiU as friends usually do, with a proviso, a hope at 
leaii, that you are never to use it on any account — ^like 
the child's half-guinea pocket-money, never to be 
changed." 

Her phryful tone relieved, as she intended it should, 
Helen's too keen emotion ; and tiiis too was felt with 
the quickness with which every touch of kindness ever 
was felt by her. Helen pressed her friend's hand, and 
smfled without m)eaking. 

They w^re to be some time alone before the com- 
neocem^at of bridal visits, and an expected succession 
of troops of friends. This was a time of peculiar en- 
joym^it to Helen : ^e had leisure to grow happy in 
the feeling of reviving hopes from old associations. 
, She did not forget her promise to write to Mrs. Col- 
Ihigwood; nor uterward (to her credit be it here 
marked),— even when the house was full of company, 
Vid when, bj amusement or by feeling, she was most 
pressed for time— did she ever omit to write to those 
exeeUent friends. Those who best know the difficulty 
win best appreciate this proof of the reality of her 
gratitude. 

.As Lady Cecilia was a great deal .with her husband, 
riding or walking, Helen had opportunities of being 
much alone with Lady Davenant, who now gave her a 
privilege that she hadei^oyed in former times at Cecil- 
iharst, that of entering her apartment in the morning at 
. til hours, without fear of being considered an intruder. 

The first morning, however, on seeing her ladyship 
immersed in pi^rs with a brow of care, deeply intend 
Helen paused on the threshold, *' I am afraid I interrupt 
—I am afraid I disturb you." 

*^ Come in, Helen, come in,'' cried Ladv Davenant, 
leoking up, and the face of care was cleared, and there 
was a raoiance of pleasure—'' Interrupt — ^yes : disturb 
--410. Often in your little life, Helen, you have inter- 
npted— never disturbed n^e. From the time you wen 
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a child till thi« moment, never did I see yon come into 

my room without pleasure.** 

Then sweeping away heaps of papers, she made room 
for Helen on the sofa beside her. 

" Now tjBU me how things are with you—- somewhat I 
have heard reported of my friend the dean's affairs'^* 
• tell me afl." 

'^ Helen told all as briefly as possible ; ^e hurried on 
through her uncle's aflkirs witn u tremulous voice, and 
before she could come to a conclusion Lady Davenant 
exclaimed, 

** I foresaw it long since : with all my friend's virtues* 
all his talents — but we will not eo back upon the painAil 
past. You, my dear Helen, have done just what I 
should have expected from you, — aright ;— right, too, the 
condition Mr. Collingwood has made— very right. And 
now to the next point : — where are you to live, Helen I 
' or rather with whom 1" 

Helen was not quite sure yet, she said she had not 
quite determined. 

*' Am I to understand that your doubt lies between the 
ColUngwoods and my daughter !" 

" Yes ; Cecilia most kmdly invited me, but I do not 
know General Clarendon yet, and he does not know me 
yet. Cecilia might wish most sincerely that I should 
live with her^ )uid I am convinced she does ( but her 
husband must be considered.** 

'*True,*' said Lady Davenant— ''true; a husband is 
certainly a thing to he cared for^n Scottish phrase, and 
General Clarendon is no doubt a person to be consider* 
ed,— but it seems that I am not a person to be con- 
sidered in your arrangements.'' 

Even the altered, £y, and almost acrid tone in which 

Lady Davenant spoke, and the expression of disappointo 

ment in her countenance — were, as marks of strong^ 

1^ affection, deeply gratifying to Helen. Lady Davenant 

* went on. 

" Was i^ot Cecilhurst always a home to you, Helen 
Stanley!" 

" Yes, yes,-Talways a most happy home !" 

" Then why is not Cecilhurst to be your home V* 

"My deiar Lady Davenant! how kind? — ^how ve^ 
very kind of you to wish it— but I never thought of-^* 

" And why did not you think of it, Helen 1" 

<<I mean—I thought you were going to Russia.'^ 
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" And have yon settled, my dear Helen,'* said Lady 
Dayenant, smilmg', " have you settled that I am neyer to 
comebaek from Russia? Do not you know that yon 
are— -that yon ever were— you ever wiU be to me a 
daughter 1" and drawing Helen fondly towards her, she 
added, ^ as my own very dear — I most not say deare«l 
child,-^must not, because, as I well remember once— 
little creature as you were then-^you whispered to me, 
J * Never caD me dear«^/,' — generous-hearth child !*• 
/And tears started into her eyes as she spoke; but at 
that moment came a knock at the door. ^'A packet 
from Lord Davenant, by Mr^ Mapletoffl, my lady." 

Helen rose to leave the room, but Lady Davenant laid 
a detaining hand upon her, saying, '* You wiU not be in 
my way in the least ;" and she opened her packet, add« 
ing, that while she read, Helen might amuse herself 
''with arranging the books on that table, or in looking 
over the letters in that portfolio." 

Helen had hitherto seen Lady Davenant only with the 
eyes of very early youth ; but now, after an absence of 
two years— A great space in her existence, it seemed as 
if she looked upon her with new eyes, and every hour 
made fresh discoveries in her character. Contrary to 
what too often happens when we again see and judge 
of those whom we have early known, Lady Davenant's 
character and abilities^ instead of sir^hig and diminish- 
ing, appeared to rise and enlarge, to eitpand and be en- 
nobled to Helenas view. Strong lights and shades there 
were, but these only excited and fixed her attention. 
Even her defects — ^those inequalities of temper of which 
she had already had some example, were interesting as 
evidences of the power and warmth of her affections. 

The books on tne table were those which Lady Dave- 
nant had had in her travelling carriage. They gave 
Helen an idea of the raoige and variety of the reader's 
mind. Some of them were presentation copies, as they 
are called, from several of the first authors of our owui 
and foreign countries ; some with dedications to Lady 
Davenant; others with inscriptions expressing respect 
or propitiating favour, or anxious for judgment. 

The portfofio contained letters whose very signatures 
would have driven the first of modem autograph collect- 
ors distracted with joy— whose meanest scrap would 
make a scrap-book the envy of the world. 

^ amcfig; the lalters m this portfolio, thert were 



94 9SLV1C 

none 6f those naQseoitt noiea of comldinMDt, none of 
UioBe epistles adulatory, degradii^ to those who write, 
and equally to those by whom they are produced ; let-- 
ters which are, however cleverly turned (Pope's ia* 
eluded), inexpressibly wearisome to all but the parties 
concerned. 

After opening and looking at the signatu)re of several 
of these letters, Helen sat in a delightful mAoimu det 
rkhesse. To read them all— -all at once, was iiQpossi* 
ble ; with which to begin, she could not determine. One 
after another was laid aside as too good to be read firsts 
and after glancing at the contents of each« she began to 
deal them round alphabetically till she was struck by a 
passage in one of them— she looked to the signature, it 
was imknown to fame— *she read the whole, it was strik- 
ing and interesting. There were several letters in the 
same hand, and Helen was surprised to find them ar- 
ranged according to their dates, in Lady Davenant's owa 
writing^reserved with those of persons of illustrious 
reputation ! These she read on without further hesita* 
tion. There was no sort of affectation in them— quite 
easy and natural, " real feeling, and genius," certainly 
genius, she thought! — and there seemed something 
romantic and uncommon in the character of the writer. 
They were signed Granville Beauclerc % 

Who could he be, this Granville Beauclerc 1 She 
read on till Lady Davenant, having finished her packet, 
rang a silver handbell, as was her custom, to summoa 
her page. At the first tingle of the bell Helen started, 
and Lady Davenant asked, '^ Whose letter, my dear, ham 
so completely abstracted you T' 

Carlos, the page, came in at this instant, and after a 

2uick glance at the hand-writii^ of the letters. Lady 
davenant gave her orders in Portuguese to Carlos, and 
then returning to Helen, took no further notice of ^e 
letters, but went on just where she had left off. 
** Helen, I remember when you were about nine years 
old, timid as you usually were, you? coming forward, 
bold as a little lion, to attack me in Cecilia's defence ; I 
forjB^et the particulars, but I recollect that you said I waa 
unjust, and that I did not know Cecilia, and there yoa 
were right ; so, to reward vou, you shall see that now 
I do her perfect justice, and that I am as fond of her as 
your heart can wish. I really never did know Cecilia 
till I saw her heartily in love ; I hid imagined her inpa- 
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pable of real love ; I thought the desire of pleasing uni* 
YersaJly had been her ruling passion— the ruling passion 
tiiat, of a little mind and a cold heart ; but I did her 
wrong. In another more material point, too, I was 
mista&en." 

• Lady Davenant paused and looked earnestly at Helen, 
whose eyes said I am glad, and yet she was not quite 
certain she knew to what she aUiided. 
' " Ceciha righted herself, and won my good opiniooi 
by the openness with which she treated me from the 
Tery commencement of her attachment to General 
Clarendon.*^ 

Lady Davenant again paused to reflect, and played for 
some moments with the tablets in her hand. 

** Some one says that we are apt to flatter ourselves 
that we leave our faults when our faults leave us, from 
change of situation, age, and so forth ; and perhaps it 
does not signify much which it is, if the ilanlts are fairly 
gone, and if there be no danger of their returning: m 
our former misunderstandings arose on Cedha's part 
from cowardice of character ; on mine from-^no matter 
what— no matter either which of us was most wrong." 
^True, tme,*^ cried Helen, eagerly; and, anxious to 
prevent recurrence to painful recollections, she went on 
to ask rapidly several questions about C^ilia's mar- 
riage. 

Lady Davenant smiled, and promiseid ^at she shotdd 
have the whole history of the marriage in true gossip 
detail. 

''When I wrote to you, I gave you some general 
^eas on the subject, but there are httle things which 
eoiild not well be written, even to so safe a young friend 
as you are, for what is written remains, ioA often for 
those by whom it was never intended to be seen ; the 
dessaux des carles can seldom be either safely or satis^ 
flaictorfly shown on paper, so give me my embroidery 
l^ame, I never can tell w^ wkhout having somethra^ 
to do with my hands." 

And as Helen set the embroiderv-fnttie, Lad]jr Dave- 
nant searched for some skeins of sift and nlk-winders. 
"Take these, my dear, and wind this silk for me, for 
I nnist have my hearer comfortably established, not like 
the agonized nstener in the ' Wond,' leaning against m 
t^le, with t he comer running into him all the tune,^ 
Vot. XfiC*— B a 
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^ CHAPTER IV. 

" I MUST go back,** continued Lady Davenant ; '* quite 
to ihe dark ages, the time when I knew nothing of my 
daughter's character but by the accidental lights which 
you afforded me. I will take up my story before the 
reformation^ in the middle ages, when you and your 
dear uncle left us at florence ; about two years ago, 
when Cecilia was in the height'of her conquests, about 
the time when a certain Colonel D'Aubigny flourished, 
you remember him V 

Helen answered " Yes," rather in a constrained voice^ 
which caused Lady Davenant to look up, and on seeing 
that look of inquiry, Helen coloured, though she Would 
have given the world not to be so foolish. The affair was 
Cecilia's, and Helen only wished not to have it recurred 
to, and yet she had now, by colouring, done the very 
thing to fix Lady Davenant's attention, and as the look 
was prolonged, she coloured more and more. 

" I see I was wrong," said Lady Davenant ; ** I had 
thought Colonel D'Aubigny's ecstasy about that minia- 
ture of you was only a feint ; but I see he really was an 
admirer of yours, Helen ?" 

" Of mine ! oh no, never !" Still from her fear of say- 
ing something that should implicate Cecilia, her tone, 
though she spoke exactly the truth, was not to Lady 
Davenant's discriminative ear quite natural — ^Helen see- 
ing doubt, added, 

** Impossible, my dear Lady Davenant ! you know I 
was then so young, quite a child !" 

'* No, no, not quite ; two from eighteen and sixteen 
remain, I think, and in our days sixteen is not absolutely 
a chad." 

Helen made no answer ; her thoughts bad gone back 
to the time when Colonel D'Aubigny was first introduced 
to her, which was just before her uncle's illness, and 
when her mind had been so engrossed by him, that she 
had but a confused recollection of all the rest. 

" Now you are right, my dear," said Lady Davenant ; 
^ right to be absolutely silent. In difficult casea wy 



Bothlni^; but still y<m are wrong in sitting so uneasily 
under it, for that seems as if there was something.^ 

"^ Nothing upon earth !" cried Helen, '' if you would 
not look at me so, my dear Lady Davenant." 

^ Then, my dear Helen, do not break my embroidery 
silk ; that jerk was imprudent, and trust me, my dear, the 
screw of that silk-winder is not so much to blame as you 
would have me think ; take patience with yourself and 
with me. There is no great harm done, no unbearable 
imputation ; you are not accused of loving or liking, only 
of having been admired." 
** Never !" cried Helen. 

** Well, well ! it does not signify in the least now ; the 
man is either dying or dead." 
'* I am glad of it/* cried Helen. 
** How barbarous !" said Lady Davenant ; " but let it 
pass, I am neither glad nor sorry ; contempt is more 
dignified and safer than hatred, my dear. 

** Now to return to Cecilia ; soon after, I will not say 
the D*Aubigny era, but soon aiter you left u6> I fell sick, 
Cecilia was excessively kind to me. In kindness her 
affectionate heart never failed, and I felt this the more 
from a consciousness that I had been a little harsh to 
her. I recovered but slowly ; I could not bear to have 
her confined so long in a sick room, and yet I did not 
much like either of the chaperons with whom she went 
oat, though they were both of rank, and of unimpeach- 
able character — the one English, one of the best women 
in the world, but the most stupid ; the other a foreigner, 
one of the most agreeable women in the world, but the 
most false. I prevailed on Cecilia to break o^* that — ^1 
do not know what to call it, friendship it was not, and 
0iy daughter and I drew nearer together. Better times 
began to dawn, but still there was little 83rmpathy be- 
,tween us; my mind was intent on Lord Davenant's 
interests, hers on amusement and admiration. Her 
conquests were numerous, and she gloried in their num- 
ber, for, between you and me, Cecilia was, before the 
reformation, not a little of a coquette. You will not 
allow it, you did not see it, you did not go out with her, 
and being three or four jrears younger, you could not be 
a very good critic of Cecilia's conduct ; and depend upon 
it I am right, she was not a little of a coquette. She did 
not know, and I am sure I did not know, that she had a 
liieart,,tillBhe became acquainted with General Clarendon. 

B8 
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** The fint time we met him'*'— qbeemng a quickeiuiv 
of attention in Helen's eyes; Lady Davenant smiled ana 
said, ''Young ladies always like to hear of 'the first 
time we saw him.'-— The fint time we saw General 
Clarendon was — ^forgive me the day of the month— in 
the gallery at Florence. 1 foiget how it happened that 
he had not heen presented to me— to Lord Davenant he 
must have been. But so it was, and it was new tp 
Cecilia to see a man of his appearance who had not on 
his first arrival shown himself ambitious to be mada 
known to her. He was admiring a beautiful Magdalene, 
and he was standing with his back towards us. 1 recol- 
lect that his appearance when I saw him as a strangei^— 
the time when one can best judge of appearance— struck 
me as that of a distinguished person, but little did I think 
that there stood Cecilia's husband ! so little did my raa« 
temal instinct guide me. 

'' As we approached, he turned and gave one look at 
Cecilia ; she gave one look at him. He passed on, she 
stopped me to examine the picture which he had been 
admiring. 

'^ Every English mother at Florence, except myself, 
had their eyes fixed upon General Clarendon from the 
moment of his arrival. But whatever I may have beeni 
or may have been supposed to be, on the great squares 
of poUtics, I believe I never have been accused or even 
suspected of being a manieuvrer on the small domestio 
scale. 

" My reputation for imbecility in these matters was 
' perhaps advantageous. He did not shun me as he did 
the tribe of knowing ones ; a hundred reports flew about 
concerning him, settling in one, that he was resolved 
never to marry. Yet he was a passionate admirer of 
beauty and ffrace, and it was said that he had never been 
unsuccessful where he had wished to please. The 
secret of his resolution against marriage was accounted 
for by the gossiping public in many ways variously ab^ 
surd. The fact was, that in his own family, and in that 
of a particular friend, there had been about this time two 
or three scandalous intrigues, followed by * the pubUo 
brand of shameful life.' One of these ^ sad affairs,' as 
they are styled, was marked with premeditated treachery 
snd turpitude. The lady had been, or had seemed to bet 
for years a pattern wife, the mother of several children ; 
yet she had long betrayed, and at last abandoned, a most 
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muable and eonfidinip husband, and went off with a man 
who did not love her, who cared for nought bnt himself 
a disgosting monster of selfishness, vanity, and vice! 
This woman was said to have been once good, but to 
have been corrupted and depraved by residence abroad-* 
by the contagion of forei^ profligacy. In the other in-- 
stance, the seduced wifei had been originally most 
amiable, pure-minded, uncommonly beautiful, loved to 
idolatry by her husband. Clarendon's particular friend, a 
man high in public estimation. The husband shot him- 
self. The seducer was, it is said, the lady*s first love. 
Tliat these circumstances should have made a deep im- 
pression on Clarendon, is natural ; the more feelmg— 
the stronger the mind, the more deep and lasting it was 
likely to be. Besides his resolution against marriage 
in general, we heard that he had specially resolved 
against marrying any travelled ladv, and most especially 
against any woman with whom there was danger of a 
&8t love. How this danger was to be avoided or ascer- 
tained, mothers and daughters looked at one another, 
and did not ask, or at least did not answer. 

*' Cecilia^ apparently unconcerned, heard and laughed 
at these high resolves, after her gay fashion, with her 
yovoig companions, and marvelled how long the resolu- 
tion would be kept. General Clarendon of course could 
BO^ but be introduced to us, could not but attend our as- 
semblies, nor could he avoid meeting us in all the good 
English and foreign society at Florence ; but whenever 
he met us, he always kept at a safe distance : this cau-' 
tion marked his sense of danger. To avoid its being so 
construed, perhaps, he made approaches to me, politely 
cold; we talked very wisely on the state of the Con- 
tinent and the afiairs of Europe ; I did not, however, 
confine myself or him to politics, I ^ve him many un- 
conscious opportunities of showing m conversation, not 
his abilities, for they are nothing extraordinary ; but his 
character, which is first-rate. Gleams came out, of a 
character bom to subjugate, to captivate, to attach for 
life. It worked first on Cecilia's curiosity ; she thou|^ht 
she was only curious, and she listened at first, humming 
an opera air between times, with the least concerned 
look conceivable. But her imagination was caught, and 
thenceforward throuc^h every thing that everybody else 
might be saying, and throu|fh all she said herself, she 
heard every 'v'ord Uuit fell uom our general, and even 
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but far superior in that ruling power, Mirength of mund^ 
Strength of mind is an attacning as well as a ruling 
power : all human creatures, women especially, become 
attached to those who have power over their minds. 
Yes, Helen, I am satisfied with their marriage, and with 
your congratulations : yours are the sort I lUce. Vul- 
gar people— by vulgar people I mean all who think vul* 
garly — ^very great vulgar people have congratulated me 
upon this establishment of my daughter's fortune and 
future rank (a dukedom in view), all that could be 
wished in worldly estimation. But I rejoice in it as the 
security for my daughter's* character and happiness. 
Thank you again, my dear young friend, for your sym- 
pathy ; you can understand me, you can feel with me." 

Sympathy, intelligent, quick, warm, unwearied, un- 
weariable, such as Helen's, is really a charming accom- 
plishment in a friend ; the only obligation a proud per- 
son is never too proud to receive; and it was moat 
gratifying to Helen to be allowed to sympathize with 
Lady Davenant— one who, in general, never spoke of 
herself, or unveiled her private feelings, even to those 
who lived with her on terms of intimacy. Helen felt 
responsible for the confidence granted to her thus upon 
credit, and a strong ambition was excited in her mind 
to justify the high opinion her superior friend had 
formed of her. She determined to become all that she- 
was believed to be ; as the flame of a taper suddenly 
rises towards what is held over it, her spint mounted to 
ihe point to which her friend wished her to aspire. 



CHAPTER V. 

Hblbn's perfect happiness at Clarendon Park was 
not of long duration. People who have not been ysj 
nature blessed or cursed with nice feelinpps, or who have 
weU rubbed off their delicacy in roughing through the 
world, can be c^uite happy, or at least happy enough 
without ascertaining whether they are really esteemed 
or liked by those with whom they live. Many, and 
some of high degree, when^ell sheltered and fed and 
provided with all the necessaries, and surrounded by 
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an the luxuries of life, and vrifh appearances ftolerafaljr 
well kept up by outwurd manner, care little or nou^j^t 
abooi the inside sentiments. 

Bat Hel^i was neither of the case-hardened philoso- 
phic, or the naturally obtuse-feeling class ; she belonged 
to the over-anxious. Surrounded at Clarendon Park 
with aU the splendour of life, and with the immediate 
expectation of se^g and being seen by the first society 
in En^^aod ; with tti^ certainty also of being tenderly 
loved and hi^y esteemed by two of the persons she 
was living with, yet a doubt about the third began to 
make her miserable. Whether General Clarendon really 
liked her or not, was a question that hung upon her 
mind sometimes as a dead weight— then vibrating back* 
wards and forwards, she often called to mind and en- 
deavoiiped to believe what Cecilia the first day told her, 
that this reserved manner was natural to him with stran- 
gers, and vrould wear off. But to her the icy coldness 
did not thaw. So she felt, or so she fancied, and which 
it was ebe couM not decide. She had never before 
lived with any one about whose liking for her she could 
doubt, therefore, as she said to herself, " I know I am a 
bad judge/' She feared to open her mind to Cecilia. 
Lady I]^ven8nt would be the safest person to consult, 
yet Helen, with all her young delicacy fresh about her, 
acmpled, and could not screw her courage to the stick* 
ing-plaee* Every morning going to Lady Davenanrs 
room, she half resolved and yet came away without 
qieajdng* At last, one morning, she began : 

** You said something the otner day, my dear Lady 
Davenant, about a visit from Miss Clarendon. Perhaps 
•*4 am afiraidr-in short I think,— -I fear, the genera 
does not like my being here ; and I thought, perhaps, he 
was displeased at his sister's not being here,— that he 
^oujsfat CeciUa's having asked me prevented his sister's 
coming ; but then you told me he was not of a jealous 
temper, did not you V 

*' Distingwzt ^ said Lady Davenant ; " distinguens^ as 
the old Froneh metaphysicians used to say, dUtingwrnSf 
there be various kinds of jealousy, as of love. The old 
romances make a distinction between €Knumr and amour 
jwr mumrt* Whatever that mean, I beg leave to take a 
distinction full as intelligible, I trust, \>eXweenjaltnmepar 
ssMur, and jahune par amitii. Now, to apply ; when 1 
told you that our general was not subject to jealousy, I 
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should have distinguished, and said, jalousie par ammtr^-^ 
jealousy in love, but I will not ensure mm againart 
jalousie par amtitc— jealousy in friendship— of friends 
and relations, I mean. Methinks I have seen symptoms 
of this in the general, he does, not like my influence 
over Cecilia, nor yours, my deat." 

" I understand it all," exclaimed Helen, ^ and I was* 
right from the very first ; I saw he disliked me, and he 
ever will and must dislike and detest me— I see it ia 
every look, hear it in every word, in every tone." 

" Now, my dear Helen, if you are riding off on your 
imagination, I wish you a pleasant ride, and till yoa 
come back again, I will write my letters," said Lady 
Davenant, taking up a pen. 

Helen begged pardon, and protested she was not goin^ 
to ride off t^on any imagination, — she had no imagina- 
tion now, — she entreated Lady Davenant to go on, for 
she was very anxious to know the whole truth, what- 
ever it might be. Lady Davenant laid down her pen, 
and told her all she knew. In the first place, that 
Cecilia did not like Miss Clarendon, who, though a very 
estimable person, had a sort of uncompromising sin- 
cerity, joined with a hrusquerie of manner, which Cecilia 
could not endure. How her daughter had managed 
matters to refuse the sister without offending the brother. 
Lady Davenant said she did not know ; that was Cecilia's 
secret, and probably it lay in her own charming manner 
of doinff things, aided by the whole affair having* 
occurred a few days before marriage, when nothing^ 
could be taken ill of the bride elect. ^* The general, 
as Cecilia told me, desired that she would write to invite 
you, Helen ; she did so, and I am very glad of it. This 
IS all I know of this mighty matter." 

But Helen could not endure the idea of being there, 
contrary to the general's wishes, in the place of the 
sister he loved. Oh, how very, very unfortunate she 
was to have all her hopes blighted, destroyed — ^and 
Cecilia's kindness all in vain. Dear, dear Cecilia ! — ^but 
for the whole world Helen would not be so selfish — she 
would not run the hazard of making mischief. SHm 
would never use her influence over Cecilia in opposition 
to the general. Oh, how little he knew of her charac- 
ter, if he thought it possible. 

Helen had now come to tears. Then the keen sense 
of injustice turned to indignation, and the tears wiped 



ULBir. H 

>w|iy and pride pTeyailing, colonriog she exdiimed, 
*"niat sheiknew what she ought to do, she knew what 
she would do — she would not stay where the master of 
the house did not wish for her. Orphan though she 
was, she could not accept of protection or obligation 
from any human being who neither liked or esteemed 
her. She would shorten her visit at Clarendon Park—* 
make it as short as his heart could desire, — she would 
never be the cause of any disa^eement---poor, dear, 
kind Cecilia ! She would write directly to Mrs. Colling^ 
wood." 

At the close of these last incoherent sentences, Helen 
was awe-struck by the absolute composed immovability 
and silence of Lady Davenant. Helen stood rebuked 
before her. 

" Instead of writing to Mrs. Collingwood, had not yoa 
better go at once t" said her lady»iip, speaking in a 
Toice so cakn, and in a tone so slightly ironical, that it 
might have passed for earnest on any but an acutely 
feeUng ear — '* Shall I ring and order your carria^ 1' 
putting her hand on the bell ^ she spoke, and resting it 
there, she continued — '* It would be so spirited to be off 
instantly : so wise, so polite, so considerate towards 
<^ Cecilia-— so dignified , towards the general, and so 
kind towards me, who am going to a far country, Helen, 
and may perhaps not see you ever again." 

" Forgive me !" cried Helen ; " I never could go while 
you were here." 

*'I did not know what you might think proper when 
yon seemed to have lost your senses." 

*4 have recovered them," said Helen; ^I will do 
whatever you please — ^whatever you think best." 

" It must not be what I please, my dear child, nor 
^*hat I think best ; but what you judge for yourself to 
be best; else what will become of you when I am in 
Russia? It must be some higher and more stable 
principle of action tlmt must govern you. It must not 
De the mere wish to please this or that friend ; — ^the 
defect of your character, Helen, remember I tell you, is 
^kns— inordinate desire to be loved, this impatience of 
not being loved — ^that which but a moment ago made 
JOVL ready to abandon two of the best friends you have 
upon earth, because you imagine, or you suspect, or 
you fear, that a third person, almost a stranger, does not 
uke before hid has bad time to know you." 



^IwwBrery fooluii«'' said Helen; *<tmt noirl will 
be wise, I Wm do wbatever is— rigbt. Sorely you 
wodd not have me live here if I were convinced that 
the master of the house did not wish it 1** 

** Certainly not— certainly not," repeated Lady Dare* 
nant ; ** bat let us see our way before us ; never gaHop« 
my dear, much less leap ; never move till you see your 
wayr^once it is ascertained that Genend darendoo 
does not wish you to be here, nor approve of you for 
the chosen companion of his wife, I as your best friend 
would say, begcme, and speed you on your way ; then 
as much pride, as much spirit as you wiU ; but those 
who 9xe conscious of possessing real Sfiirit, should 
never be-^-^seldom are — ^in a hurry to show it, that kind 
of ostentatious haste is undignified in man^ and ungrace* 
fvl in women.^ 

Helen promised that she would be patience itself: 
'' But teU me exactly," said she, ** what you would have 
me do." 

** Nothing, " said Lady Davenant. 

" Nothing ! that is easy at least,"' said Helen, smiling;. 

'* No, not so easy as you imadne ; it reouireB some* 
times no small share of strength of mind.*' 

" Strength of mind !" said Helen, ** I am afraid I lunre 
not any." 

" Acquire it then, my dear," said her friend. 

"But can I!" 

" Certainly ; stren^h of mind, like strength of body» 
is improved by exercise." 

" If I had any to begin with—" said Helen. 

** You have some, Helen, a great deal in aae particu- 
sbl else why should I have any more regard Ibr you, or 
more hope of you, than of any other weu-dressed, weU- 
taught beauty, any of the tribe of yom^ ladies who passr 
before me, without ever fixing my mind's eye for on«» 
moment f 

^ But in what partictdar, nr^ dear Lady Davenant, do 
you mean?" said Helen, anxiously ; "lam afraid you 
are mistaken; in what do you thiiik I ever (showed 
strength of mind? TeU me, and 1 will teU you the 
truth/* 

. "That you will, and there is the point that I roeia* 
Tver since I have known you, you Imve always, as at 
ttiis moment, coward as you are, been brave enough to 
qpeak the truth ; and tmth I befieretobe the oiily realy 
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lasting foundation for friendship ; in all but truth there 
is a principle of decay and dissolution. Now good-b7» 
my dear ; — stay, one word more — ^there is a line in some 
classic poet, wMch says ' the suspicion of ill-will never 
iails to produce it.' — Remember this in your intercourse 
with General Clarendon ; show no suspicion of his 
bearing you ill-will, and to show none, you must feel 
none. Put absolutely out of your head aJl that you may 
have heard or imagined about Miss Clarendon, or her 
brother's prejudices on her account*^ 

^*1 will — I will indeed," said Helen^ atid so they 
parted. 

A few words have sometimes a material influence oa 
events in human life. Perhaps even among those who 
hold in general that advice never does good, there is no 
individual who cannot recollect some few words — some 
conversation which has altered the future colour of their 
lives. I 

Helen's ovex-anxiety concerning General Clarendon's 
opinion of her, being now balanced by the higher interest 
Lady Davenant had excited, she met him with new-bom 
courage ; and Lady Cecilia, not that she suspected it 
was necessary, but merely by way of prevention, threw 
in little douceurs of flattery, on the general's part, re- 
pealed sundry pretty compliments, and really kin4 things 
which he had said to her of Helen. These always 
pleased Helen at the momeftt, but she could never make 
what she was told he said of her, quite agree with what 
he said to her : indeed, he said so very little that no 
absolute discrepancy could be detected between the 
words spoken, and the words reported to have been 
said ; but still the looks did not agree with the opinions, 
or the cordiality implied. 

One morning Lady Cecilia told her that the general 
wished that she would ride out with them, " and you 
inust come, indeed you must, and try his pretty Zelica ^ 
he wishes it of all things, he told me so last night." 

The general chancing to come in as she spoke. Lady 
Cecilia appealed to him with a look that almost called 
ppon him to enforce her request ; but he only said that 
if Miss Stsuiley would do him the honour, he should 
certainly be happy, if Zelica would not be too much for 
her ; but he could not take it upon him to advise. Then 
looking for some paper, of which he came in search. 
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and paasingp her with the most polite and defefential 
manner possible, he left the room. 

Half vexed, half smiling^ Helen looked at Gecilia» and 
asked whether all she had told her was not a little — 
*^plu* beUe que la veritV^ 

Lady Cecilia, blushing slightly, poured out rapid pro- 
testations that all she had ever repeated to Helen of the 
general^s sa3angs was perfect truth — ^ I will not swear 
to the words-— because in the fii^t place it is not pretty 
to swear, and next, because I jiever can recollect any- 
body's words, or my own, five minutes after they have 
been said." 

Partly by playfulness, and partly by protestations. 
Lady Ceciha half convinced Helen ; but from this time 
she refrained from repeating compliments which, tnie 
or false, did no good, and thin|[s went on better ; obser- 
ving this, she left them to their natural course, upon all 
^uch occasions the best way. 

And now visiters began to appear, and some . offi- 
cers of the general's staff arrived. Clarendon Park 
happened to ^ in the district which General Clarendon 
commanded, so that he was able usually to reside there. 
It was in what is called a good neighbourhood, and 
there was much visiting and many entertainments. 

One day at dinner, Helen was seated between the 
general and a fine young guardsman, who, as far as his 
deep sense of his own merit, and his fashionable in- 
difference to young ladies would permit, had made some 
demonstrations of a desire to attract her liotice. He 
was piqued when, in the midst of something he had 
wonderfully exerted himself to say, he observed that 
her attention was distracted by a gentleman opposite, 
who had just returned from the continent, and who, 
among other pieces of news, marriages and deaths of 
English abroad, mentioned that '* poor D'Aubiguy" waa 
at last dead. 

Helen k>oked first at Cecilia, who, as she saw, heard 
what was said with perfect composure ; and then at Lady 
Davenant, who had meantime glanced imperceptibly at 
her daughter, and then upon Helen, whose eyes she met 
— and Helen coloured merely from association, because 
she had coloured before — ^provoking ! yet impossible to 
help it. All passed in less time thsm it can be toM, and 
Helen had left the guardsman in the midst of his sen 
tence, discomfited* and his eyes were now upon her; 
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and ia conftolon she turned from him, and there were 
the general^s eyes ; but he was only inviting her to taste 
some particular wine, which he thought she would like, 
and iv^hich she wiUinsly accepted, and praised, though 
she assuredly did not Know in the leasi what manner of 
taste it had. The general now exerted himself to 
oocopy the guardsman in a conversation about promo- 
tion, and drew all observation from Helen. Yet not the 
slightest indication of having seen, heard, or understood 
appeared in his countenance, not the least curiosity or 
interest about Colonel D'Aubigny. Of one point Helen 
was however intuitively cerUin, that he had noticed 
that confusion which he had so ably, so coolly covered. 
(hie ingenuous look from her thanked him, and his look 
in return was most gratifying ; she could not tell how it 
was, but it appeared more as if he understood and liked 
. her than any look she had ever seen from him before. 
They were both more at their ease. Next day, he 
certainly justified all CeciUa's former assurances, by the 
urgency with which he desired to have her of the nding 
paxty. He put her on horseback himself, bade the aid- 
de-camp ride on with Lady Cecilia— three several times 
set the oridle right in Miss Stanley's hand, assuring her 
that she need not be afraid, that Zelica was the gentlest 
creature possible, and he kept his fiery horse, Fleetfoot, 
to a pace Uiat suited her during the whole time they 
were out. Helen took courage, and her ride did her a 
vast deal of good. 

The rides were repeated, the general evidently be- 
came more and more mterested a£)ut Bliss Stanley ; he 
appealed continually to her taste, %ind marked that he 
considered her as part of his family ; but, as Helen told 
Lady Davenant, it was difiSicult with a person of his 
high-bred manners and reserved temper, to ascertain 
,what was to be attributed to general deference to. her 
sex, what to particular regard for the individual, how 
much to hospitality to his guest, or attention to his 
wife's friend, and what might be considered as proof of 
his own desire to share that friendship, and of a real 
wish that she should continue to live with them. 

. While she was in this uncertainty. Lord Davenant 
arrived from London ; he had always been fond of Helen, 
and now the great changes which had taken place since 
they had met last, the first sight of her youthful fiffure 
in deep mourning, touched him to the heart — ^he folded 
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her in his arms, and was unable to speak. Re ! a great 
bulky man« with a face of constitutional joy-^ut so it 
was ; he had a tender heart, strong feelings of all kinds 
under an appearance of insouciance which deceived the - 
world. He was distinguished as a political leader — but 
as he said of himself, he had been three times inoculated 
with ambition— ^nce by his mother, once by his brother, 
" and once by his wife ; but it had never taken well ; the 
last the best however, — ^it had shown at least sufficiently 
to satisfy his friends, and he was happy to be no more 
torment^. With tsdents of the first order, and in* 
tegrity unblenching, his character was not of that stern 
litufF— no, not of that corrupt stuff— of which modem 
ambition should be made. 

He had now something to tell Helen, which he would 
0ay even before he opened his London budget of news. 
^He told her, with a congratulatoiy smile, that he had , 
had an opportunity of showing his sense of Mr. Col- 
Ungwood^s merits ; and as he spoke he put a letter into . 
her hand. 

The letter was from her good friend Mr, CoUingwood. 
A vacant bishopric in the West Indies had been offered 
to him, and in his answer to Lord Davenant, who had 
been empowered to make the offer, Mr. Collingwood, 
after saying all that was proper of gratitude, unworthi- 
ness, and the good of the church, accepted the bishopric, 
and enclosed a letter for Helen, and a most kind letter 
it was, desiring that she would let him know immediately 
and decidedly (before their own plans were further 
determined) where and with whom she intended to live ; 
and there was a postscript from Mrs. CoUingwood full 
of affection, and doubts, and hopes, and fears. 

The moment Helen had finished this letter,- without 
seeming to regard the inquiring looks of all present, and 
without once looking towards any one else, she walked 
deliberately up to General Clarendon, and begged to 
speak to him alone. Never was genergd more surprised, 
but of course he was too much of a general to let that 
appear. Without a word, he offered his arm, and led 
her to his study ; he drew a chair towards her — 

** No misfortune, I hope. Miss Stanley ? If I can in 
any way be of service — " 

" The only service. General Clarendon," said Helen, 
her manner becoming composed, and her voice steady- 
ing as she went on*^** the only service you can dp mn 



DOW 18 to teU me the plain truth, and this will prevent 
what would certainly be a misfortune to me — ^perhaps 
to all of us. Will ^ou read this letter !" 

He received it with an m of great interest, and again 
moved ihe chair to her. Before she sat down, she 
added — 

" I am unused to the world, you see, General Claren- 
don. I have been accustomed to live with one who 
always told me his mind sincerely, so that I could judge 
always what I ought to do. WiU you do so now? It 
is the greatest service, as well as favour, you can do 
me." 
** Depend upon it I will," said General Clarendon. 
** I snouldiiot ask you to tell me in words — that might 
be padnful to your pohteness ; only let me see it," said 
Helen, and she sat down. 

The general read on without, speaking, till he came 
to the mention of Helen*is original promise of living 
vith the CoUingwoods. He did not comprehend that 
passage, he said, showing it to her. He had always, 
on the contrary, understood that it had been a long 
settled things a promise between Miss Stanley and Lady 
Cecilia, that Helen should live with Lady Cecilia when 
she married. 

** No such thing !" Helen said. '* No such agreement 
had ever been made." 

So the general now perceived ; but this was a mis- 
take of his which he hoped would make no difference in 
her arrangements, he said : " Why should it 1— unless 
Miss Stanley felt unhappy at Clarendon Park ?" 

He paused, and Helen was silent : then, taking des- 
perate resolution, she answered — 

*'I should be perfectly happy here, if I were sure of 
your wishes, your feelings about me, — ^about it." 

^ Is it possible that there has been any thing in my 
manner," said he, '' that could give Miss Stanley pain ? 
What could have put a doubt into her mind ?" 

*' There might be some other person nearer, and 
naturaUy dearer to you," said Helen, looking up in his 
face ingenuously, — ^^ one whom you might have desired 
to have in my place : your sister. Miss Clarendon, in 
short." 
" Did Cecilia tell you of this 1" 
Noy Lady Davenant did ; and since I heard, I never 
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could be happy— I never can be nappy till I know your 
feeling." 

His manner instantly changed. 

" You shall know my feelings, then," said he. •• Till 
I knew you, Helen, my wish was, that my sister should 
live with my wife ; now I know you, my wish is that 
you should live with us. You will suit Cecilia better 
than ray sister could — ^will suit us both better, having 
' the same truth of character, and more gentleness of 
manner. I have answered you with frankness equal to 
your own. And now," said he, taking her hand, " you 
know Cecilia has always considered you as her sister, 
— allow me to do the same : consider me as a brother — 
such you shall find me. Thank you. This is settled 
for Ufe," added he, drawing her arm through his, and 
taking up her letters, he led her back towards the 
library. 

But her emotion, the stronger for being suppressed, 
was too great for reappearing in company; she with* 
drew her ^Im from his when they were passing through 
the hall, and turning her face away, she had just voice 
enough to beg he would show her letters to — - 

He understood. She ran up stairs to her own room, 
glad to be alone ; a flood of joy came over her. 

" A brother in Cecilia's husband !— a brother !"• 

The word had a magical charm, and she could not 
help repeating it aloud — she wept like a child. Lady 
Cecilia soon came fljring in, all delight and affection, re- 
proaches and wonder ^ternately, in the quickest con- 
ceivable succession. ^* Delighted, it is settled and for 
ever ! my dear, dear Helen ! But how could you ever 
think of leaving us, you wicked Helen! Well! now 
you see what Clarendon really is ! But, my dear, 1 was 
so terrified when I heard it all. You are, and ever were 
the oddest mixture of cowardice and courage. I — do 
you know I, brave /—never should have advised — ^never 
should have ventured as you have ? But he is delighted 
at it all, and so am I now it has aU ended so charmingly, 
now I have you safe. I will write to the Collingwoods ; 
you shall not have a moment's pain, I will settle it all, 
and invite them here before they leave England ; Claren- 
don desired I would — oh he is ! — now you will believe 
me ! The Collingwoods, too, will be glad to be asked 
* ''^e to take leave of you, and all will be riierht : I love^ 
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when I am happy." 

When Lady Davenant heard all that had passed, she 
did not express that prompt unmixed delight which 
Helen expected ; a cloud came over her brow, some- 
thing painful regarding her daughter seemed to strike 
her, for her eyes fixed on Cecilia, and her emotion was 
visible in her countenance ; but pleasure unmixed ap- 
peared as she turned to Helen, and to her she gave, 
^hat was imusual, unqualified approbation. 

** My dear Helen, I admire your plain straightforward 

truth ; I am satisfied with this first essay of your strength 

of mind and courage." 

" Courage !" said Helen, smiling. 

** Not such as is required to take a lion by the beardt 

or a bull by the horns," replied Lady Davenant ; " but 

there are many persons in this world who, brave though 

they be, would rather beard a lion, sooner seize a bull by 

the horns than, when they get into a dilemma, dare to ask 

adirect question, and tell plainly what passes in their own 

minds. Moral courage is, believe me, uncommon in 

both sexes, and yet in going through the world it is 

equally necessary to the virtue of both men and women." 

** But do you really think," said tielen, " that strength 

of mind, or. what you call moral courage, is as necessary 

toyromen as it is to meni" 

"Certainly, show me a virtue, male or female — ^if 
virtues admit of grammatical distinctions, if virtues 
acknowledge the more worthy gender and the less 
worthy of the grammar, show me a virtue, male or 
female, that can long exist without truth. Even that 
emphatically termed the virtue of our sex, Helen, on 
which social happiness rests, society depends, on what 
is it based? is it not on that single-hearted virtue, 
tnithl — and truth on what? on courage of the mind. 
They who dare to speak the truth, will not ever dare to 
go irretrievably wrong. Then what is falsehood but 
cowardice 1 — and a false woman !— does not that say all 
in one word ? 

" But whence arose all this ? you wonder, perhaps," 
said Lady Davenant ; " and I have not inclination to ex- 
plain. Here comes Lord Davenant. Now for politics, 
—farewell morality, a long farewell. Now for the 
London budget, and ^ What news from Constantinople t 
Grand vizier certainly strangled or notV" 
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CHAPTER VI. 

Thk London budget of news was now opened, and 
gone through by Lord Davenant, including quarrels ia 
the cabinet and all that with fear of change perplexes 
politicians. But the fears and hopes of different ages 
are attached to such dififerent subjects, that Helen heard 
all this as though she heard it not, and went on with her 
drawing, touching, and retouching it, without ever look- 
ing up, till her attention was wakened by the name of 
Granville Beauclerc ; this was the name of the person 
who had written those interesting letters which she had 
met with in Lady Davenant's port-folio. 

'* What is he doing in town V asked the general. 

*' Amusing himself, I suppose," replied Lord Dave- 
nant. 

*' I believe he forgets that I am his guardian," said 
the general. 

" I am sure he cannot forget that you are his friend,'" 
said Lady Cecilia ; " for he has the best heart in the 
world." 

" And the worst head for any thing useful," said the 
. general. 

" He is a man of genius," said Lady Davenant. 

*' Did you speak to him, my lord," pursued the general. 
" about standmg for the county!" 

" Yes." 
And he said what V 

*' That he would have nothing to do with it.** 

"Why?" 

" Something about not being tied to party, and some- 
what he said about patriotism," replied Lord Davenant. 

*♦ Nonsense !" said the general, " he is a fool." 

** Only young," said Lady Davenant. 

" Men are not so very young in these days at two- 
and-twenty," said the general. 

" In some," said Lady Davenant, " the classical touch, 
the romance of political virtue, lasts for months, if not 
years, after they leave college ; even those who, like 
Oranville, go into high life in Londoui do not some* 
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times for a season or two, lose their first enthu^asm of 
patriotism." 

The general's lips became compressed. Lord Dave- 
nant, throwing himi^lf back in his easy chair, repeated, 
" Patriotism ! yes, every young man of talent is apt to 
begin with a lit of that sort." 

** My dear lord," cried Lady Davenant, " you, of all 
men, to speak of patriotism as a disease !" 

" And a disease that can be had but once in life, I am 
afraid," replied her lord, laughing ; " and yet," as if be- 
lieving in that at which he laughed, " it evaporates in 
most men in words, written or spoken, lasts till the first 
pamphlet is published, or till the maiden-speech in par- 
liament is fairly made, and fairly paid for — ^in all honour 
—all honourable men." 

Lady Davenant passed over these satirical observa- 
tions, and somewhat abruptly asked Lord Davenant if he 
recollected the late Mr. Wyndham. 

'^ Certainly, he was not a man to be easily forgotten ; 
but what in particular 1" 

" The scales of his mind were too fine," said Lady 
Davenant, " too nicely adjusted for common purposes ; 
^amond scales will not do for weighing wool. Very 
refined, very ingenious, very philosophical minds, such 
as Wyndham, Burke, Bacon, were all too scrupulous 
weighers : their scales turned with the millionth of a 
grain, and all from the same cause, subject to the same 
defect, indecision. They saw too well how much can 
be said on both sides of the question. There is a sort 
of philosophical doubt, arising from enlargement of un- 
derstanding, quite different from that irresolution of 
character which is caused by infirmity of will ; and I 
bave observed," continued Lady Davenant, " in some 
of these over-scrupulous weighers, that when once they 
come to a balance, that instant they become most wilful ; 
80 it will be, jrou will see, with Beauclerc. After ex- 
cessive indecision, you will see him start perhaps at 
once to rash action." 

** Rash of wrong, resolute of right," said Lord Dave- 
nant. 

'^He is constitutionally wiHu), and metaphysically 
vacillating," said Lidy Davenant. 

The general waited till the metaphysics were over, 
and then said to Lord Davenant that he suspected there 
was somethinpT more than mere want of ambition in 



46 HSLIK. 

• 

Beanclerc s refusal to go into parliament. Some words 
were here inaudible to Helen, and the general beffan to 
walk up and down the room with so strong a tread, that 
at every step the china shook on the table near which 
Helen sat, so that she lost most part of what followed, 
and yet it seemed interesting, about some Lord Beltra- 
yers, and a Countess de Saint — something, or a Lady 
Blanche — somebody. 

Lady Davenant looked anxious, the general^s steps 
became more deliberately, more ominously firm; till 
Lady Cecilia came tip to him, and playfully linking her 
arm in his, the steps were moderated, and when a sooth- 
ing hand came upon His shoulder, the compressed lips 
were relaxed-^she spoke in a low yoice — ^he answered 
aloud. 

" By all means! write to him yourself, my love; get 
him down here, and he will be safe ; he cannot refuse 
you." 

" Tuesday, then V she would name the earliest day 
if the general approved. 

He approved of every thing she said ; " Tuesday let 
it be." Following him to the door. Lady Cecilia added 
something which seemed to fill the measure of his con- 
tentment. 

*' Always good and kind," said he ; *' so let it be." 

" Then shall I write to your sister, or will you ?" 

*' You," said the general ; " let the kindness come from 
you, as it always does." 

Lady Cecilia, in a moment at the writing-table, ran 
off, as fast as pen could go, two notes, which she put 
into her mother^s hand, who gave an approving nod ; 
and, leaving them with her to seal and luive franked, 
Cecilia darted out on the terrace, carrying Helen along 
with her, to see some Italian garden she was, projecting. 

And as she went, and as she stood directing the work* 
men, at; every close of her directions she spoke to Helen. 
She said she was very glad that she had settled that 
Beauclerc was to come to them immediately. He was 
a great favourite of hers. 

*' Not for any of those grandissimo qualities which my 
mother sees in him, and which I am not quite clear ex- 
ist ; but just because he is the most agreeable person in 
nature ; and really natural ; though he is a man of the 
world, yet not the least ^ected. Quite fashionable, of 
course, but with true feeliog. Oh ! he is delightful. 
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Josf— -then she interrupted herself to give directions to 
tbe workmen about her Italian garden — 

*' Oleander in the middle of iaaX bed ; vases nearer to 
the balustrade— ^^ 

^ Beauclerc has a very good taste, and a beautiful 
place he has, Thorndale. He will be very rich. Few 
very rich young men are agreeable now, women spoil 
them so.— -[* Border that bed with something pretty.'}— 
Still he is, and I long to know what you will think of 
him ; I know what I think he will think, but, however, 
I will say no more ; people are always sure to' get into 
sterapes m this world when they say what they tiiink. — 
P lliat fountain looks beautiful.'] — I forgot to tell you 
he is very handsome. The general is very fond of tiim, 
and he of the general, except when he considers him as 
his guardian, for GranviUe Beauclerc does not particu- 
Wy like to be controlled — who does? especially by 
one only a few years older than himself. It is a curious 
story — [' Unpack those vases, and by the time that is 
ione I will oe back.'] — Take a turn with me, Helen, 
this way. It is a curious story : Granville Beauclerc's 
father--but I don't know it perfectly, I only know that 
he was a very odd man, and left the general, though he 
was so much younger than himself, guardian to Gran- 
ville, and settled that he was not to be of age, I mean 
not to come into possession of his large estates till he is 
five-and-twenty : shockingly hard on poor Granville, 
^d enough to make him hate Clarendon, but he doe» 
not, and that is charming, that is one reason I like him ! 
so amazingly respectful to his guardian always, con- 
sidering how impetuous he is, amazingly respectful, 
though I cannot say I think he is what the gardening 
bool^ call ;?a^ien^ of the knife ; I don't think he likes his 
fancies to be lopped, but then he is so clever. Much 
i&ore what you would call a reading man than the gene- 
ral, distinguished at college, and aSl that which usuaUy 
niakes a young man conceited, but Beauclerc is oidy a 
little headstrong — ^all the more agreeable, it keeps one 
in agitation ; one never knows how it will end, but I am 
sore it will all go on well now. It is curious, too, that 
mamma knew him also when he was at Eton, I believe 
M don't know how, but long before we ever heard of 
Clarendon, and she corresponded with him, but I never 
knew him XiXL be came to Florence, just after it was all 
settled with me and the general ; and he was with us 
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there and at Paris, and travelled home with us, and I 
like him. Now you know all, except what I do not 
choose to tell you, so cotne back to the workmen. — 
* That vase will not do there, move it in front of those 
evergreens ; that will do.' " 

Then returning to Helen — ^* After all, I did so right, 
and I am so glad I thought in time of inviting Esther, 
now Mr. Beauclerc is coming — ^the general's sister — 
half-sister. Oh, so unlike him I you would never guess 
Miss Clarendon was his sister, except from her pride. 
But she is so different from other people ; she knows 
nothing, and wishes to know nothing of the world. She 
lives always at an old castle in Wales, Llan — something, 
which she inherited from her mother, and she has 
always been her own mistress, living with her aunt in 
melancholy grandeur there, till her brother brought her 
to Florence, where — oh, how she was out of her ele- 
ment ! Come this way and I will tell you more. The 
fact is, I do not much like Miss Clarendon, and I will 
tell you why — I will describe her to you." 

" No, no, do not," said Helen ; *' do not, my dear 
Cecilia, and I will tell you why." 

" Why — why 1" cried Cecilia. 

"Do you recollect the story my uncle told us about 
the young bride and her old friend, and the bit bf advice V 

No, Cecilia did not recollect any thing of it. She 
should be very glad to hear the anecdote, but as to the 
advice, she hated advice. 

" Still, if you knew who gave it — it was given by a 
very great man." 

I "A very great man! now you make me curious. 
Well, what is it ?" said Lady Cecilia. 

" That for one year after her marriage, she would not 
tell to her friends the opinion she had formed, if unfa- 
vourable, of any of her husband's relations, as it was 
probable she might change that opinion on knowing 
them better, and would afterward be sorry for having 
told her first hasty judgment. Long afterward the lady 
told her friend that she owed to this advice a great part 
of the happiness of her hfe, for she really h^, in the 
course of the year, completely changed her first notions 
of some of her husband's family, and would have had 
sorely to repent if she had told her first thoughts !" * 

CeciUa listened, and said it was aU "Vastly well! 
excellent ! But I had nothing in the world to say of 
Miss Clarendon* but that she was too good— too sincere 
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for the world we live in. For instancey a*. Paris, one 
day a charming Frenchwoman was telling some anec* 
dote of the day in the most amusing manner. Esther 
Clarendon all the while stood by, graye and black as 
night, and at last turning upon our charmer at the end 
of the story, pronoanced, * There is not one word of 
truth in all you have been saying !' Conceive it, in full 
salon ! The French were in such amazement. ' Incon- 
ceivable !* as they might well say to me, as she walked 
off with her traeedy-queen air ; * Inconcevabie — maiSf trot- 
nient inamoevoHe ;' and ^Bien Anglaise,^ they would have 
added, no doubt, if I had not been by." 

" But there must surely have been some particular 
reason," said Helen. 

" None in the world, only the story was not true, I 
beUeve. And then another time, when she was with 
her cousin, the Duchess of Lisle, at Lisle-Royal, and 
vas to have gone out the next season in London with 
the duchess, she came down one morning, just before 
they were to set off for town, and declared that she had 
heard such a quantity of scandal since she had been 
there, and such shocking things of London society, that 
she had resolved not to go out with the duchess, and 
not to go to town at all ! So absurd — so prudish !" 

Helen felt some sympathy in this, and was going to 
have said so, but CeciUa went on with — 

"And then to expect that Granville Beauclerc— - 
should — ^ 

Here Cecilia paused, and Helen felt curious and 
ashamed of her curiosity; she turned away to r^se 
the branches of some shrub which were drooping from 
the weight of their flowers. 

" I know something has been thought of," said Cecilia. 
""A match has been in contemplation — do you compre* 
iteiid me, Helen 1" 

^You mean that Mr. Beauclerc is to marry Miss 
CUttendon," said Helen, compelled to speak. 

"ionly say it has been thought of," replied Lady 
^^iec^ia; *' that is, as every thing in this way is thought 
of about every couple not within the prohibited degrees, 
one?s grandmother inclusive. And the plainer the wo- 
man, the more sure she is to contemplate such things 
for herself, lest no one else should think of them for her. 
But, my dear Helen, if you mean to ask«— " 

''Oh, I donH mean to ask any th'Ag," cried Helen. 

VaL..:x:ix.— c 5 
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" But, whether you ask or not, I must tell you that 
the general is too proud to own, even to himself, that he 
could ever think of any man for his sister who had not, 
first proposed for her." 

There was a pause for some minutes. 

" But," resumed Lady Cecilia, " I could not do less 
than ask her here for Clarendon's sake, when I know it 
pleases him ; and she is very— estimable, and so I wish 
to make her love me if I cpuld I But I do not think she 
will be nearer her point with Mr. Beauclerc, if it is her 
point, by coming here just now. Granville has eyes as 
well as ears, and contrasts will strike. I know who I 
wish should strike him, aa she strikes me— and I think 
— I hope — " 

H«len looked distressed. 

*' I am as innocent as a dove," pursued Lady Cecilia ; 
**but I suppose even doves may have their own private 
little thoughts and wishes." 

Helen was sure Cecilia had meant all this most kindly, 
but she was sorry that some things had been said. She 
was conscious of having been interestedby those letter» 
of Mr. Beauclerc's, but a particular thought had now 
been put into her mind, and she could* never more say, 
never more feel, that such a thought had not come into 
her head. She was very sorry ; it seemed as if some- 
what of the freshness, the innocence, of her mind was 
gone from her. She was sorry, too, that she had heard 
all that Cecilia had said about Miss Clarendon ; it ap- 
peared as if she was actually doomed to get into some 
difficulty with the general about his sister ; she felt as if 
thrown back into a sea of doubts, and she was not clear 
that she could, even by opposing, end them. 

On the appomted Tuesday, late. Miss Clarendon 
arrived; a fine figure, but ungraceful, as Helen .observed, 
from the first moment when she turned sharply away 
from Lady CeciHa's- embrace to a great dog of her bro* 
ther's— " Ah, old Neptune ! Fm glad you're here still.'* 
- And when Lady Cecilia womd have put down his 
paws — ^* Let him alone, let him alone, dear honest old 
fellow." 

'^ But the dear, honest old fellow's paws are wet, and 
wiU ruin your pretty new pelisse," saui Lady Cecilia. 

" It may -be new, but ]^ou know it is not pretty," said 
Miss Clarendon, continuing to pat NeptuDoie's head as he 
jumped up with his paws on her shoulders. 
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** my dear Esther, how can you bear him ? he is ao 
rough in his love !" 

** I hke rough better than smooth." The rough paw 
caught in her lace frill, and it was torn to pieces before 
" down ! down !*' and the united efforts of Lady Cecilia 
and Helen could extricate it. — '* Don't distress your- 
selves about it, pray ; it does not signify in the least. 
Poor Neptune, now really sorry he looks — there, there, 
wag your tail again, no one shall come between us two 
old friends." 

Her brother came in, and, starting up, her arms were 
thrown round his neck, and her bonnet falling back, 
Helen, who had thought her quite plain before, was sur- 
prised to see that, now her colour was raised, and there 
was life in her eyes, she was really handsome. 

Gone again that expression, when Cecilia spoke to 
her; whatever she said. Miss Clarendon di^ered from; 
if it was a matter of taste, she was always of the con- 
trary opinion ; if narrative or assertion, she questioned, 
doubted, seemed as if she could not believe. Her con- 
versation, if conversation it could be called, was a per- 
petual rebating and regrating, especially with her sister- 
m-law ; if Lady Cecilia did but say there were three 
instead of four, it was taken up as " quite a mistake," 
and marked not only as a mistake, but as " not true." 
^Yery, the slightest error, became a crime against 
majesty, and the first day ended with Helen's thinking 
her really the most disagreeable, intolerable person she 
had ever seen. 

And the second day went on a little worse. Helen 
thought Cecilia took too much pains to please, and said 
it would be better to let her quite alone. Helen did so 
completely, but Miss Clarendon did not let Helen alone ; 
but watched her with penetrating eyes continually, lis- 
tened to every word she ssud, and seeming to weigh 
every syllable, — " Oh, my words are not worth your 
weighing," said Helen, laughing. 
', " Yes they are, to settle my mind." 

The first thing that seemed at all to settle it was 
Helen's not agreeing with Cecilia about the colour of 
two ribands which Helen said she could not flatter her 
were good matches. The next was about a drawing of 
Miss Clarendon's, of Llansillan, her aunt Pennant's 
place; a beautiful drawing indeed, which she had 
brought for her brother, but one of. the towers of the 

Cd 
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old abbey certainly "was out of the perpendicular. 
Helen was appealed to, and could not say it was upright 
Miss Clarendon instantly took up a knife, cut the paper 
at the back of the frame, and, taking out the drawing", 
set the tower to rights. 

" There's the use of telling the truth.*' 

" Of listening to it,'^ said Helen. 

*' We shall get on, I see, Miss Stanley, if you can get 
over the first bitter outside of me ; — a hard outside, dif- 
ficult to crack — stains deUcate fin^ers^ maybe,*' she 
continued, as she replaced her drawing in its frame — 
" stains delicate fingers, maybe, in the opening too, but 
a good walnut you will find it, taken with a grain of 
Bait." 

Many a grain seemed necessary, and very strong nut- 
crackers in very strong hands. Lady Cecilia's evidently 
were not strong enough, though she strained hard. 
Helen did not feel inclined to try. 

Cecilia invited Miss Clarendon to walk out and see 
some of the alterations her brother had made. As they 
passed the new Italian garden. Miss Clarendon asked, 
" What's all this ?— I don't like this— how I regret the 
Old English garden, and the high beech hedges. Every 
thing is to be changed here, I suppose,— pray do not ask 
my opinion about any of the alterations." 

** I do not wonder," said CeciUa, *' that you should 
prefer the old garden, with all your early associations ; 
warm-hearted, amiable people must always be so foiul 
of what they have loved in childhood." 

" I never was here when I was a child, and I am not 
one of your amiable people." 

" Very true indeed," thought Helen. 

" Miss Stanley looks at me as if I had seven heads,^' 
said Miss Clarendon, laughing; and, a minute after, 
overtaking Helen as she walked on, she looked full in 
her face, and added, " Do acknowledge that you think 
me a savage." Helen did not deny it, and from that 
moment Miss Clarendon looked less savagely upon her ; 
she laughed and said, " I am not quite such a bear as I 
seem, you'll find ; at least I never hug people to death. 
My growl is worse than my bite, unless some one should 
flatter my classical, bearish passion, and oifer to feed 
me with honey; and when I find it all comb and no 
honey, who would not growl then V 
Lady Cecilia now came up and pointed out views to 



which the general had opened. " Yes, it's weil, he has 
done yery well, but pray don't stand on ceremony with 
me. I can walk alone, you may leave me to my own 
cogitations, as I like best." 

" Sorely, as you Uke best," said Lady Cecilia ; "pray 
consider yourself, as you know you are at home here." 

" No, I never shall be at home here," said Esther. 

" Oh ! don't say that, let me hope — ^let me hope — ^" 
and she withdrew. Helen just staid to unlock a gate 
for Miss Clarendon's ^' rambles farther," and as she un- 
locked it, she heard Miss Clarendon sigh as she re- 
peated the word, " Hope ! I do not like to hope, hope 
has so often deceived me." 

" You will never be deceived in Cecilia," said Helen* 

"Take care — stay till you try." 

" I have tried," said Helen, " I know her." 

" How long ?" 

" From childhood !" 

** You're scarcely out of childhood yet." 

*' I am not so very young. I have had trials of my 
friends — of Cecilia particularly, much more than you 
could ever have had." 

" Well, tliis is the best thing I ever heard of her, and 
from good authority too ; her friends abroad were all 
false," said Miss Clarendon^ " It is so very extraordi- 
nary to hear such a young person as you are talk so — " 

" So— how ?" 

"Of false friends — ^you must have been very unfor- 
tunate." 

" Pardon me — ^very fortunate-rto find them out iii 
time." She looked at the prospect, and liked all that 
her brother was doing, and disliked all that she even 
guessed Lady Cecilia had done. Helen showed her 
that she guessed wrong here and there, and smiled at 
herpreji&ces; and Miss Clarendon smiled again, and 
sidmitted that she was prejudiced, " but everybody is ; 
only some show and teU, and others smile and fib. I 
^sh that word fib was out of the English language, and 
white lie drummed out after it. Things by their right 
names, and we should all do much better. Truth must 
be told, whether agreeable or not." 

" But whoever makes truth disagreeable commits high 
treason against virtue," said Helen. 

"Is that yours?" cried Miss Clarendoiiy stopping 
short. 
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« No,'» said Helen. 

" It IB excellent, whoever said it." 

" It was from my uncle Stanley I heard it," said HeleiL. 

" Superior man that uncle must have been." 

" I will leave you now," said Helen. 

" Do : I see we shall like one another in time, Mi3S 
Stanley ; in time, I hate sudden friendships." 

That evening Miss Clarendon questioned Helen more 
about her friendship with Cecilia, and how it was she 
came to live with her. Helen plainly told her. 

" Then it was not an original promise between you ?•* 

" Not at all," said Helen. 

*' Lady Cecilia told me it was. Just like her, I knew 
all the time it was a lie." 

Shocked and startled at the word, and at the idea, 
Helen exclaimed, "Oh! Miss Clarendon, how can you 
say so ? anybody may be mistaken. Cecilia mistook — ^" 

Lady Cecilia joined them at this moment. Miss Cla- 
rendon's face was flushed. " This room is insuflerably 
hot. What can be the use of a fire at this time of 
year ?" 

Cecilia said it was for her mother, who was apt to be 
chilly in the evenings; and as she spoke, she put a 
screen between the flushed cheek and the fire. Miss 
Clarendon pushed it away^ saying, " I canH talk, I can't 
hear, I can't understand with a screen before me. What 
did you say, Lady Cecilia, to Lady Davenant, as we 
came out from dinner, about Mr. Beauclerc ?" 

" That we expect him to-morrow." . 

" You did not tell me so when you wrote !" 

" No. my dear." 

'• Why, pray ?" 

" I don't know." 

" You don't know, Lady Cecilia ! why should people 
say they do not know, when they do know perfen^tly 
weUI" 

" If I had thought it was of any consequence to yon, 
Esther," said Cecilia, with an arch look-^ 

'* Now you expect me to answer that it was not of 
the least consequence to me--that is the answer you 
would make, but my answer is, that it was of conse- 
quence to me, and you knew it was.'* 

"And if I did?" 

" If you did, why say * If I had thought it of any con- 
sequence to you V— why say sal answer me truly«^ 



''Answer me truly !" repeated Lady Cecilia, laagMng. 

''Oh, m}r dear Esther, we are not in a court of justice/' 
'* Nor in a court of honour," pursued Miss Clarendon. 
'* Well, well ! let it be a court of love, at least," said 
Lady Cecilia. "What a pretty proverb that was, 
Helen, that we met with the other day in that book of 
old English proverbs — ' Love rules his kingdom with- 
out a sword,' " 

*' Very tikely ; but to the point," said Miss Clarendon. 
** When do you expect Mr. Beauclerc 1" 

" To-morrow." 

" Then I shall go to-morrow ! 

« My dear Esther, why 1" 

'* You know why ; you know what reports have been 
spread ; it suits neither my character nor my brother's 
to give any foundation for such reports. Let me ring 
the bell, and I will give my own orders." 

" My dear Esther, but your brother will be so vexed 
— so surprised." 

" My brother is the best judge of his own conduct ; he 
will do what he pleases, or what you please. I am the 
judge of mine, and certainly shall do what I think 
right." 

She rang accordingly, and ordered that her carriage 
should be at the door at six o'clock in the morning. 

" Nay, my dear Esther," persisted Cecilia, " I wish 
you would not decide so suddenly ; we were so glad to 
have you come to us — ^" ' 

'* Glad ! why you know—" 

" I know," interrupted Lady Cecilia, colouring, and 
she began as fast as possible to urge every argument 
she could think of to persuade Miss Clarendon ; but no 
arguments, no entreaties of hers or the .general's, public 
or private, were of any avail, go she would, and go she 
did at six o'clock. 

" I suppose," said Helen to Lady Davenant, ** that 
Miss Clarendon is very estimable, and she seems to be 
very clever: but I wonder that, with all her abilities, 
she does not learn to make her manners more agree- 
able.'.' 

"My dear," said Lady Davenant, "we must take 
people as they are ; you may graft a rose upon an oak« 
but those who have tried the experiment tell us the graft 
will last but a short time, and the operation ends in the 
destruction of both; i^re tha stow have no comnioa 



natnre, there is ever a want of confonnity which sooner 
or later proves fatal to both." 

Bat Beauclerc, what was become of him t-— that day 
passed, and no Beauclerc ; another and another came, 
and on the third day, only a letter from him, which 
ought to have come on Tuesday. But '^ too UUe^^^ the 
shameful brand of procrastination was upon it — and it 
contained only a few lines blotted in the folding, to say 
that he could not possibly be at Clarendon Park on 
Tuesday, but would on Wednesday or Thursday if pos- 
sible. 

Good-natured Lord Davenant observed, " When a 
young man in London, writing to his friends in the coun- 
try, names two days for leaving town, and adds an * if 
possible,^ his friends should never expect him till the last 
of the two named." 

The last of the two days arrived — Thursday. The 
aid-de-camp asked if Mr. Beauclerc was expected to* 
day. 

*' Yes, I expect to see him to-day," the general an- 
swered. 

** I hope, but do not expect," said Lady Davenant, 
" for, as learned authority tells me, * to expect is to hope 
with some degree of certainty.* " 

The general left the room repeating, *' I expect him 
to-day, Cecilia." 

The day passed, however, and he came not — ^the night 
came. The general ordered that the gates • should be 
kept open, and that a servant should sit up. The ser- 
vant sat up all night, cursing Mr. Beauclerc. And in the 
morning he replied with malicious alacrity to the first 
question his master asked, " No, sir, Mr. Beauclerc is 
not come." 

At breakfast, the general, after buttering his toast in 
silence for some minutes, confessed that he loved punc- 
tuality. It might be a military prejudice : — it might be 
too professional, martinet perhaps, — ^but still he owned 
he did love punctuality. He considered it as a part of 
politeness, a proper attention to the convenience and 
feelings of others ; indispensable between strangers it 
is usually felt to be, and he did not know why intimate 
friends should deem themselves privileged to dispense 
with it. 

His eyes met Helen's as he finished these words, and 
Mailing, he comfdimented her upon her constant ppnctu- 
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aGty. It was a voliintary grace in a lady, but an im- 
perative duty in a man — and a young man. 

«^ You are fond of this young man, I see, general^" 
said Lord Davenant. 

" But not of his faults." 

Lady Cecilia said something about forgiving a first 
fault. 

** Never!" said Lady Davenant. "Lord Colling- 
wood's rule was never forgive a first fault, and you 
wOl not have a second. You love Beauclerc, I see, 
as Lord Davenant says." 

"Love him!" resumed the general; "with all his 
faults and follies, 1 love him as if he were my brother."^ 

At which words Lady Cecilia, with a scarcely per- 
ceptible smile, cast a furtive glance at Helen. 

The general called for his horses, and, followed by 
his aide-de-camp, departed* saying that he should be in 
at luncheon-time, when he hoped to find Beauclerc. In 
the same hope, Lady Davenant ordered her pony-phae- 
ton earlier than usual ; Lady Cecilia further hoped most 
earnestly that Beauclerc would come this day, for the 
next the house would be fuU of company, and she really 
wished to have him one day at least to themselves, and 
she gave a most significant glance at Helen. 

" The first move often secures the game against the 
best players," said she. 

Helen blushed, because she could not help under- 
standing ; she was ashamed, vexed with Cecilia, yet 
pleased by her kindness, and half-amused by her arch 
look and tone. 

They were neither of them aware that Lady Dave- 
nant had heard the words that passed, or seen the looks ; 
but immediately afterward, when they were leaving the 
breakfast-room« Lady Davenant came between the two 
friends, laid her hand upon her daughter's arm, and 
said, 

" Before you make any move in a dangerous game, 
listen to the voice of old experience." 

Lady Cecilia started, looked up, but as if she did not 
comprehend. 

" Cupid's bow, my dear," continued her mother, " is, 
as the Asiatics tell us, strung with bees, which are apt 
to sting, — ^sometimes fatally, those who meddle with it." 

Lady Cecilia still looked with an innocent air, and 
BtUl as' if she could not comprehend. 

C4 
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" To speak more plainly;, then, Cecilia," said her mo- 
ther ; *' build no matrimonial castles in the air ; standini^ 
or falling, they do mischief; mischief either to the 
builder, or to those for whom they may be built." 

'' Certainly if they fall they disappoint one,** said 
Lady Cecilia, " but if they stand V 

Seeing that she made no impression on her daughter^ 
Lady Davenant turned to Helen, and gravely said, 

" M^ dear Helen, do not let my daughter inspire yon 
with false, and perhaps vain imaginations, certamly pre- 
mature, therefore*unbecoming.'* 
^ Helen shrunk back, yet instantly looked up, and her 
look was ingenuously grateful. 

" But, mamma," said Lady Cecilia, *' I declare I do 
not understand what all this is about." 

'' About Mr. Granville Beauclerc," said her mother. 

** How can you, dear mamma, pronounce his name so 
tout au long ?" 

^ Pardon my indelicacy, my dear ; delicacy is a good 
thing, but truth a better. I have seen the happiness of 
many young women sacrificed by such false delicacy^ 
and by the fear of giving a moment's present pain, which 
it is sometimes the duty of a true fHend to give." 

*' Certainly, certainly, mamma, only not necessary 
now ; and I am so sorry you have said all this to poor 
dear Helen." 

'* If you have said nothing to her, Cecilia, I acknow- 
ledge I have said too much." 

*' I said— I did nothing," cried Lady Cecilia; " I built 
no castles — ^never built a regular castle in my life : never 
had a regular plan in my existence ; never mentioned 
his name, except about another person — ^" 

An appealing look to Helen was, however^ protested. 

" To the best of my recollection, at least," Lady Ce- 
cilia immediately added. 

*' Helen seems to be blushing for your want of recol- 
lection, Cecilia." 

** I am sure 1 do not know why you Uush, Helen. I 
am certain I never did say a word distinctly." 

" Not distinctly, certainly," said Helen, in a low voice* 
** It was my fault if I understood — " 

" Always true, you are," said Lady Davenant. 

** I protest I said nothing but the truth," cried Lad> 
Cecilia, hastily. 

" But not the whole truth, Cecilia," said her mother. 
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"I did, upon my word, mamma»^ persisted Lady Ce- 
cilia, repeating " upoa my word." 

'* Upon your word, Cecilia ! that is either a vulgar 
expletive or a most serious asseveration." 

She spoke with a grave tone, and with her severe 
look, and Helen dared not raise her eyes ; Lady Ceci- 
lia now coloured deeply. 

** Shame ! Nature's hasty conscience," said Lady 
Davenant. " Heaven preserve it !" 

" Oh, mother !" cried Lady Cecilia, lajdngher hand on 
her mother's, " surely you do not thiiJt seriously— surfly 
you are not angry, 1 cannot bear to see you disfriieased," 
said she, looking up imploringly in her mother's face, 
and softly, urgently, pressing her hand. No pressure 
was returned, that hand was slowly and with austere 
composure withdrawn, and her mother walked away 
down the corridor to her own room. 

Lady Cecilia stood still, and the tears came into her 
eyes. 

"My dear friend, I am exceedingly sorry," said 
Helen. She could not believe that Cecilia meant to 
say what was not true, yet she felt that she had been 
to blame in not telling aU, and her mother in saying too 
much. 

Lady Cecilia, her tears dispersed, stood looking at 
the impression which her mother's signet-ring had left 
in the palm of her hand. It was at that moment a dis- 
^eeable recollection that the motto of that ring was 
^ Truth." Rubbing the impress from her hand, she 
said, half speaking to herself, and half to Helen — ** I am 
SQre I did not mean any thing wrong : and I am sure 
nothing can be more true than that I never formed a 
regular plan in my life. After all, I am sure that so 
inuch has been said about nothing, that I do not under- 
stand any thing : I never do, when mamma gpes on in 
that way, making mountains of molehills, which she 
always does with me, and did ever since I was a child ; 
but she really forgets that I am not a child. Now, it is 
well the general was not by ; he would never have'bome 
to see his wife so treated. But I Would not, for the 
world, be the cause of any disagreement. Oh ! Helen, 
iny mother does not know how I love her, let her be 
^ver so severe to me. But she never loved me ; she 
cannot help it. I believe she does her best to love me 
"~my poor, dear inother !" 

Helen seized this opportunity to repeat the warm ex- 
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presfiions she ha^d heard so lately from Lady Dayenant, 
and melting, they smik into Cecilia's heart. She ki88e<? 
Helen again, for a dear, good peacemaker, as she always 
was — and " I'm resolved" — ^bat in the midst of her g'oor 
resolves she caught a glimpse through the glass doo 
opening on the park, of the general, and a fine hors' 
they were ringing, and she hurried out ; all light of hear 
she went as though 
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Her treading would not bend a blade of grass, 
Or shake the downy blowbaU from her stalk.'* 



CHAPTER VII. 

Since Lord Davenant's arrival. Lady Davenant^s tin 
was so much taken up with him, that Helen ecu 
not have many opportunities of conversing with h* 
and she was the more anxious to seize every one th 
occurred. She always watched for the time when La* 
Davenant went out m her pony phaeton, for then s 
had her delightfully to herself, the carriage holding on 
two. 

It was at the door, and Lady Davenant was crossi 
the hall, followed by Helen, when Cecilia came in witi 
look, unusual in her, of being much discomfited. 

" Another put-ofF from Mr. Beauclerc ! He will i 
be here to-day. I give him up." 

Lady Davenant stopped short, and asked whetl 
Cecilia had told him that probably she should soon 
gone ? 

" To be sufe I did, mamma." 
And what reason does he give for his delay t" 
None, mamma, none, — not the least apology. 
sa3rs, very cavalierly, indeed, that he is the worst n 
in the world at making excuses-^shall attempt none. 

" There he is right," said Lady Davenant. •* Tlif 
who are good at excuses, as Franklin justly observ 
are apt to be ffood for nothing else." 

The general came up the steps at this moment, roll 
a note between his fingers, and looking displeai? 
Lady Davenant inquired if he could tell her the ca* 
of Mr. Beauclerc's delay. He could not. 
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Lady Cecilia exclaimed, "Very extraordinary t Pro- 
Toking ! Insufferable ! Intolerable !" 

" It is Mr. Beauclerc's own affair," .said Lady Dave- 
nant, inrrapping her shawl round her ; and, giving her 
hand to the general, she walked on to her carriage. 
Seating* lierself, and gathering up the reins, she, re- 
peated — *' Mr. Beauclerc's own affair, completely." 

The lash of her whip was caught somewhere, and, 
while the groom was disentangling it, she reiterated— 
" That will do ; let the horses go ;" and with half-sup- 
pressed impatience thanked Helen, who was endeavour- 
ing to arrange some ill-disposed cloak, — " Thank you, 
thank you, mydear : it's all very well. Sit down, Helen." 
She drove off rapidly, through the beautiful park 
scenery. But the ancient oaks, standing alone, casting 
vast shadows ; the woods, of magnificent extent, and of 
sod and varied foliage ; the glades in the distant views, 
to which there were most beautiful openings — all were 
lost upon her. Looking straight between her horses' 
ears, she drove on in absolute silence. 

Helen's idea of Mr. Beauclerc's importance increased 
wonderfully. What must he be, whose coming or not 
coming could so move all the world, or those who were 
all the world to her 1 And, left to her own cogitations, 
she was picturing to herself what manner of man he 
might be, when suddenly Lady Davenant turned, and 
asked what she was thinking of? "I beg your pardon 
for startling you so, my dear ; I am aware that it is a 
dreadfully imprudent, impertinent question — one which, 
indeed, 1 seldom ask. Few interest me sufficiently to 
make me care of what they think : from fewer stiU 
could I expect to hear the truth. Nay— nothing upon 
compulsion, Helen. Only say plainly, if you woidd 
rather not tell me. That answer I should prefer to the 
ingenious formula of evasion, the solecism in meta- 
physics, which Cecilia used"* the other day, when un- 
wittingly I asked her of what she was thinJLing, — * Of a 
great many different things, mamma.'" 

Helen, still more alarmed by Lady Davenant's speech 
than by her question^ and aware of the conclusions which 
inifi[ht be drawn from her answer, nevertheless bravely 
rej^ed that she had been thinking of Mr. Beauclerc, of 
what he mig^it be whose coming or not coming veas of 
snch consequence. As she spoke, the expression of 
Lady Davenant's countenance changed. 

6 
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** Thank vou, my dear child, you are truth itself, and 
truly do 1 love you therefore. It's well that you did 
not ask me of what I was thinking, for I am not sure 
that I could have 'answered so directly." 

''But I, could never have presumed to ask such a 
question of you," said Helen, '' there is such a differ-- 
ence." 

" Yes," replied Lady Davenant ; " there is such a dif- 
ference as age and authority require to be made, but, 
nevertheless, such as is not quite consistent with the 
equal rights of friendship. You have told me the sub- 
ject of your day-dream, my love, and, if you please, I 
will tell you the subject of mine. I was wrapt into 
times long past : I vras living over again some early 
scenes — some which are connected, axid which connect 
me, in a curious manner, with this very young man, 
Mr. Granville Beauclerc." 

She seemed to speak with some difficulty, and yet to 
be resolved to go on. 

*' Helen, I have a mind," continued she, '' to tell yoa 
what, in the language of affected auto-biographers, I 
might call ' some passages of my life.' " 

Helen's eyes bnghtened, as she eagerly thanked her : 
but hearing a half-suppressed sigh, she added, — *' Not 
if it is painful to you though, my dear Lady Davenant." 

'' Painful it must be," she replied, '' but it may be use- 
ful to you ; and a weak friend is that who can do only 
what is pleasurable. You haVe often trusted me with 
those little inmost feelings of the heart which, however 
innocent, we shrink from exposing to any but the friends 
we most love ; it is unjust and absurd of those advancing 
in years, to expect of the young that confidence should 
come all and only on their side : the human heart, at 
whatever age, opens only to the heart that opens in 
return." 

Lady Davenant paused again, and then said, " It is a 
general opinion that nobody is the better for advice." 

" I am sure I do not think so," said Helen. 

« I am glad you do not ; nor do I. Much depends 
upon the way in which it is offered. General maxims, 
drawn from experience, are, to the young at least, but 
as remarks — moral sentences — ^mere dead letter, and 
take no hold of the mind. ' I have felt' must come be- 
fore ' I think,' especially in speaking to a young friend ; 
and though I am accused of being so fond of general- 
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img that I never cajne to particulars, I can and will ; 
therefore, my dear, I will tell you some particulars of 
my life, in which, take notice, there are no adventures. 
Mine has been a hfe of passion— of feeling, at least — 
not of incidents: nothing, my dear, to excite or to 
gratify curiosity." 

'^ But, independent of all curiosity^ about events,'* said 
Helen, ^ there is such an interest in knowing what has 
been really felt and thought in their former Uvea by 
those we know and love." 

" I shall sink in your esteem," said Lady Davenant,-— 
« so be it." 

^ I need not begin," as most peofde do, '* with ' I was 
bom,' — ^' but, interrupting herself, she said, ^* this heat is 
too much for me." ' 

They turned into a long shady drive through the 
woods. . Lady Davenant drew up the reins, and her 
poneys walked slowly on the grassy road ; then, turning 
to Helen, she said, — 

** It would have been well for me if any friend had, 
when I was of your age, put me on my guard against 
my own he^: but my too indulgent, too sanguine 
mother, led me inta the very danger against which she 
should have warned me — misled me, though without 
being aware of it. Our minds, our very natures, differed 
strangely. 

'* ^e was a castle-builder — ^yes, now 3rou know, my 
dear, why I spoke so strongly, and, as you thought, so 
severely, the other morning. My mother was a castle- 
builder of the ordinary sort : a worldly plan of a castle 
was hers, and Uttle care had she about the knight 
within ; yet she had sufficient tact to know that it must 
be the idea of the ftreux chevalier that would lure her 
daughter into the castle. Prudent for herself, impru- 
dent for me, and yet she loved me^ali she did was for 
love of me. She managed with so much address, that 
I had no suspicion of my being tk<$ subject of any spec- 
ulation—otherwise, probably, my imagination mi^ht 
have revolted, my self-will have struggled, my pnde 
have interfered, or my delicacy might have been 
alarmed, but nothing of all that happened ; I was only 
. too ready, too glad to beheve all that I was told, all 
that appeared in that spring-time of hope and love. I 
was very romantic, not in the modem fashionable young 
lady sense of the word« with the mixed ideas of a shep- 
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herdess's hat and the parapheraalia of a peeress — ^love 
in a cottage, and a fashionable house in town. No ; 
mine was honest, pure, real romantic love — absurd if 
vou ivill ; it was love nursed by imagination more than 
by hope. I had early, in my secret soul, as perhaps 
you have at this instant in yours, a pattern of perfec- 
tion — something chivalrous, noble, something that is no 
longer to be seen now-a-days — the more delightful to 
imagine, the moral, sublime and beautiful ; more than 
human, yet with the extreme of human tenderness. 
Mine was to be a demigod whom I could worship, a 
husband to whom I could always look up, with whom I 
could always sympathize, and to whom I could devote 
myself with all a woman's self-devotion. I had then a 
vast idea — as I think you have now, Helen — of self-de* 
votion ; you would devote yourself to your friends, but 
I could not shape any of my friends into a fit object. 
So after my own imagination I made one, dwelt upon 
it, doted on it, and at last threw this bright image of 
my own fancy full upon the being to whom I thought I 
was most happily destined — destined ty duty, chosen 
by affection. The words *I love you,' once pro- 
nounced, I gave my whole heart in return, gave it, 
sanctified, as I felt, by religion. I had high reli^ous 
sentiments ; a vow Once passed the lips, a lo<^, a smgle 
look of appeal to Heaven, was as much for me as if 
pronounced at the altar, and before thousands to wit- 
ness. Some time was to elapse before the celebration 
of our marriage. Protracted engagements are unwise, 
yet I should not say so ; this gave me time to open my 
eyes — my bewitched eyes : still, some months I passed 
in a trance of beatification with visions of duties all 

Eerformed — benevolence universal, and gratitude, and 
igh success, and crowns of laurel for my hero, for he 
was military ; it all joined well in my fancy. All the 
pictured tales of vast heroic deeds were to be his. 
Living, I was to live in the radiance of his honour ; or 
dying, to die with him, and then to be most blessed. 

*' It is all to me now as a dream, long past, and never 
told ; no, never, except to him who had a right to know it 
—my husband, and now to you, Helen. From my dream 
I was awakened by a rude shock — I saw, I thank Hea- 
ven I first, and I alone, saw that his heart was gone 
from me — that his heart had never been mine — that it 
was unworthy of me. No, I will not say that ; I wiU 
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not think so. StOl I trast that he deceived himself, 
though not so mach as he deceived me. I am willing 
to believe he did not know that what he professed for 
me was not love, till he was seized by that passion for 
another, a younger, fairer — Oh! how much fairen 
Beauty is a great gift of heaven — ^not for the purposes of 
female vanity ; but a great gift for one who loves and 
wishes to be loved. Beauty I had not." 
" Had not !" interrupted Helen, " I always heard — " 
'' He did not think so, my dear ; no matter what others 
thought, so 1 felt at that time. My identity is so much 
changed that I can look back upon this now, and tell 
it all to you cidmly.v 

" It was at a rehearsal of the ancient music ; I went 

there accidentally one morning without my mother, wiUi 

a certain old duchess and her daughters ; the dowager, 

full of some Indian screen which she was going to buy ; 

the daughters intent, one of them, on a quarrel between 

two of the singers, the other upon loves and hates of 

her own. I was the only one of the party who had any 

real taste for music. I was then particularly fond of it. 

'* Well, ray dear, I must come to the point," her voice 

changing as she spoke. — " After such a lapse of time, 

during which my mind, my whole self has so changed, 

I could not have believed before I began to speak on 

this subject, that these reminiscences could have so 

moved me ; but it is merely this sudden wakening of 

ideas long dormant, for years not called up, never put 

into words. 

*' I was sitting, wrapt in silent ecstasy of pleasure, 
leaning back belund the whispering party, when I saw 
him x;ome in, and, thinking only of his sharing my de- 
light, I made an effort to catch his attention, but he did 
not see me— his eye was fixed on another ; I followed 
that eye, and saw that most beautiful creature on which 
it fixed ; I saw him seat himself beside her— one look ; 
was enough — ^it was conviction. A pang went through 
roe; I grew cold, but made, no sound nor motion; I 
gasped K>r breath, I believe, but I did not faint. None cared 
for me ; I was unnoticed — saved from the abasement of 
pity. I struggled to retain my self-command, and was 
enabled to complete the purpose on which I then— even 
then^ resolved. That resolve gave me force. 

^ In any great emotion we can speak better to those 
who do not care for us than to those who feel for us.' 
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More calmly than I novir apeak to you, I tamed to the per* 
son who then sat beside me, to the dowager whose heart 
was in the Indian screen, and begged that I might not 
longer detain her, as I wished that she would carry me 
home — she readily comphed : I had presence of mind 
enough to move when we could do so without attract- 
ing attention. It was well that woman talked as she 
did all the way home ; she never saw, never suspected 
the agony of her to whpm she spoke. I ran up to my 
own room, bolted the door, and threw myself into a 
chair ; that is the last thing I remember, till I found my^ 
self lying on the floor, wakening from a state of insen- 
sibility. I knew not what time had elapsed ; as soon as 
I could, I rang for my maid ; she had knocked at my 
door, and supposing I slept, had not disturbed me— my 
mother, I found, h^ not yet returned. 

'* I dressed for dinner : hc waB to dine with us. It 
was my custom to see him a few minutes before the 
rest of the company arrived. No time ever appeared 
to me so dreadfully long as the interval between my 
being dressed that day and his arrival. 

'* I heard him coming up stairs : my heart beat so 
violently that I feared I should not be able to speak with 
dignity and composure, but the motive was sufficient. 

*^ What I said, I know not ; I am certain only that it 
was without one word of reproach. What I had at one 
glance foreboded was true — he acknowledged it. I re- 
leased him from all engagement to me. I saw he was 
evidently relieved by the determined tone of my refu- 
sal — ^at what expense to my heart he waB set free, he 
saw not — never knew — ^never suspected. But after that 
first involuntary expression of the pleasure of relief, I - 
saw in his countenance surprise, a sort of mortified as- 
tonishment at my self-possession. I own my woman's 
pride enjoyed this ; it was something better than pride 
— ^the sense of the preservation of my dignity. I felt that 
in this shipwreck of my happiness I m^e no cowardly 
exposure of my feelidgs, but he did not understand me. 
Our minds, as I now found, moved in different orbits. 
We could not comprehend each other. Instead of feel- 
ing, as the instinct of generoisity would have taught him 
te fee], that I was sacrificing my happiness to his, he 
told me that he now believed I had never loved him. My 
eyes were opened — I saw him at once as he really was. 
The ungenerous look upon self-devotion as madness. 



or f<^, art : he could not think me a fool, he did not 
think me mad, artful 1 believe he did suspect me to be ; he 
concluded that I made the discovery of his inconstancy 
an excuse for my own ; he thought me, perhaps, worse 
than capricious, interested — for, our engagement being 
unknown, a lover of higher rank had, in the interval, pre- 
sented himself. My perception of this base suspicion 
was useful to me at the moment, as it roused my spirit, 
and I went through the better, and without relapse of 
tenderness, with that which I had undertaken. One 
condition only I made, I insisted that this explanation 
should rest between us two ; that, in fact and in maa- 
ner, the breaking off the match should be left entirely to 
>ie. And to this part of the business I now look back 
with satisfaction, and I have honest pride in telling you» 
who will feel the same for me, that I practised in the 
whole conduct of the affair no deceit of any kind, not 
one falsehood was told. The world knew nothing ; ttiere 
nty mother had been prudent. She was the only person 
to whom I was bound to explain — to speak, I mean, for 
I did not feel myself bound to explain. Perfect confi- 
dence only can command perfect confidence, in what- 
ever relation of life. I told ,her all that she had a right 
to kno^v. I announced to her that the intended mar- 
riage could never be — that 1 objected to it ; that both 
our minds were changed ; that we were both satisfied in 
having released each other from our mutual engagement. 
I had, as 1 foresaw, to endure my mother^s anger, her 
entreaties, her endless surprise, her bitter disappoint- 
ment; but she exhausted all these, and her mind turned 
sooner than 1 had expected to that hope of higher 
establishment which amused her during the rest of 
the season in London. Two months of it were still 
to be passed — to me the two most' painful months 
of my existence. The daily, nightly effort of appear- 
ing in public, while I was thus wretched, in the full gala 
of life, in the midst of the young, the gay, the happy—- 
broken-hearted as I felt — ^it was an effort beyond my 
strength. That summer was^, 1 remember, intolerably 
hot. Whenever my mother observed that I looked pale, 
and that my spirits were not so good as formerly, I ex- 
erted myself more and more ; accepted every invita* 
tion because I dared not refuse ; danced at this ball, and 
the next, and the next ; urged on, I finished to the dregs 
the dissipation of the season. 



" My mother eertainly made me do dreadiiilly too 
much. But I blame otheiB, as we usually do when we 
are ourselves the most to blame — ^I had attempted tluit 
which could not be done. By suppressing all outwsurd 
sign of suffering, allovring no vent for sorrow in words 
or toars— by actual force of compression^^! thought at . 
once to ezunguish my feelings. Little did I know of 
the human heart when I thought this ! The weak are 
wise in yielding to the first shock. They cannot be 
struck to the earth who sink prostrate ; sorrow has 
little power where there is no resistance. — * The flesh 
will follow where the pincers tear.' Mine was a pre- 
sumptuous — ^it had nearly been a fatal struggle. That 
London season at last over, we got into the country; I 
expected rest, but foui|d none. The pressing necessity ^ 
for exertion over the stimulus ceasmg, I sunk — sunk 
into a state of apathy. 

" Time enough had elapsed between the breaking off 
of my marriage and the appearance of this illness, to 
prevent an^ ideas on my mother's part of cause and ef- 
lect, ideas indeed which were never much looked for, 
or well joined in her mind. The world knew nothing* 
of the matter. My illness went under the convenient 
head ' nervous.' I heard all the opinions pronounce 
on my case, and knew they were all mistaken, but I 
swallowed whatever they pleased. No physician, I 
repeated to tpyself, can ' minister to a mind diseased.' 

*' I tried to call religion to my aid ; but my religious 
sentiments were, at that time, tinctured with the enthu- 
siasm of my early character. Had I been a Catholic, I 
should have escaped from my friends and thrown my- 
self into a cloister ; as it was, I had formed a strong 
wish to retire from that world which was no longer 
any thing to me : the spring of p^sion, which I then 
thought the spring of life, being broken, I meditated my 
resolution secretly and perpetually as I lay on my bed. 
They used to re^d to me, and, among other things, some 
papers of " The Rambler," which I liked not at all ; its 
tripod sentences tired my ear, but 1 let them go on — ^as 
well one sound as another. 

" It chanced that one night, as I was going to sleep, 
an eastern story in "The Rambler" was read to me, 
about some man, a-weary of the world, who took to the 
peaceful hermitage. There was a regular moral tagged 
to the end of it, a thing I hate, the words were ' No life 
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to God that is not useful to num. ' When I 

wakened in the middle of that night, this sentence was 
before my eyes, and the words seemed to repeat them- 
sehres over and over again to my ears when 1 was sink- 
uig to sleep. The impression remained in my mind, 
Koi though I never voluntarily recurred to it, came out 
long afterward, perfectly fresh, and became a motive 
of action. 

'* Strange, mysterious connexion between mind and 
body : in mere animal nature we see the same. The 
bird wakened from his sleep to be tau£;ht a tune sung to 
him in the dark, and left to sleep again, — the impression 
rests buried within him, and weeks afterward he comes 
out with the tune perfect. But these are only phenom- 
ena of memory — mine was more extraordinary. I am 
not sure that I can explain it to you. In my weak state, 
my understanding enfeebled as much as my body — my 
reason weaker than my memory, I could not help allow- 
ing myself to think that the constant repetition of that 
sentence was a warning sent to me from above. As I 
grew stronger, the superstition died away, but the sense 
of the thing still remained with me. It led me to ex- 
amine and reflect. It did more than all my mother's 
entreaties could effect. I had refused to see any human 
creature, but I now consented to admit a few. The 
charm was broken. I gave up my longing for solitude, 
my plan of retreat from the world ; suffered myself to 
be carried w'here they pleased — to Brighton it was — to 
my mother^s satisfaction. I was ready to appear in the 
ranks of fashion at the opening of the next London cam- 
paign. Automatically I ' ran my female exercises o'er' 
with as good grace as ever. I had followers and propo- 
sals ; but my mother was again thrown into despair b^ 
what she called the short work I made with my admi- 
rers, scarcely allowing decent time for their turning 
finto lovers, before I warned them not to think of me. 
I have heard that women who have suffered from man's 
inconstancy are disposed afterward to revenge them- 
selves by mflicting pain such as they have themselves 
endured, and delight in all the cruelty of coquetry. It 
was not so with me. Mine was too deep a wound — 
skinned over — ^not callous, and all danger of its opening 
again I dreaded. I had lovers the more, perhaps, be- 
cause I cared not for them ; till among them there came 
one who, as I saw, appreciated my character, and, as I 
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perceived, was becomiBg seriouafy attached. To pre* 
vent danger to his happiness, as he would take no other 
warning, I revealed to him the state of my mind. How- 
ever humiliating the confession, I thought it due to him. 
I told him that I had no heart to give — ^that I had re- 
ceived none in return for that with which I had parted, 
and that love was over with me. 

" * As a passion, it may be so — ^not as an affection,' was 
his reply. 

^ The words opened to me a view of his character. I 
saw, too, by his love increasing with his esteem, the 
solidity of his understanding and the nobleness of his 
nature. He went deep and deeper into my mind, till he 
came to a spring of gratitude, which rose and overflowed, 
vivifying and fertiuzing the seemingly barren waste. 
After the first whirlwind of passion, all seems a desert, 
and in the stillness and desolation ' there is no hope. 
After the volcano of passion has poured forth its bummg 
mass and covered all, the power of vegetation seems' 
buried fpr ever — ^buried it is, but not extinct ; it revives, 
it reproduces. Such is> the beneficent law of nature. I 
believe it to be true, that, after the first great misfortune, 
persons never return to be the same that they were be- 
fore, but this ^ I know — and this it is important you 
should be convinced of, my dear Helen — ^that the mmd, 
though sorjBl}r smitten, can recover its powers. A mind, 
I mean, sustained by good principles, and by them made 
capable of persevering efforts for its own recoveiy. It 
may be sure of regaining, in time — observe, I say in 
time — its healthful tone. 

** Time was given to me by that kind, that noble being, 
who devQted himself to me with a passion which I could 
not return — but, with such affection as J could give, and 
which he assured me would make his happiness, I de- 
termined to devote to him the whole of my future ex- 
istence. Happiness for me, I thought, was gone, except 
in so far as .r could make him happy. 

" I married Lord Davenant— much against my mother's 
wish, for he was then the younger of three brothers, 
and with a younger brother's very small portion. Had 
it been a more splenilid match, I do not think I could 
have been prevailed on to give my coasent. I could 
not have been sure of my own motives, or rather my 
pride would not have been clear as to the opinion which 
Others might form. This was a weakness, for in acting 
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W9 ought to depend mKm enneltee, and not to look for 

the praise or blame of others ; bat I let yoa see me as 
Iam,or asl was: I do not insist, like Queen Elizabeth* 
in having my portirait without shade^" 



CHAPTER VIIL 

*' I jLtt proud to tell you that, at the time I marriedi we 
were so poor, that I was obliged to give up many of 
those luxuries to which I was entitled, and to which I 
bad been so accustomed, that the doing without them 
had tilltiien hardly come within my idea of possibiUty. 
Oor whole establishment was on the most humble scale. 

** 1 look back to this period of my life with the great- 
est satisfaction. I had exquisite pleasure, like all 
young people of sanguine temperament and generous 
disposition, in the consciousness of the cap&ilitjr of 
making sacridftces. This notion was my idol, the idol 
of the inmost sanctuary of my mind, and I worshipped 
it with sdl the energies of body and soul. 

** In the course of a few years, my husband's two 
elder brothers died. If you haye any curiosity to know 
how, I win teU you, though indeed it is as little to Uie 
purpose as half the things people tell in their histories.' 
The eldest, a homebred lordling, who, from the moment 
he slipped his mother's apron-strings, had fallen into 
folly, and then, to show himself muily, run into vice, 
lost his life in a duel about some lady's crodked thumb, 
or more crooked, mind. 

^ The second brother distinguished himself in ihe 
navy ; he died the death of honour ; he fell gloriously, 
and was by his 'eountry honoured— by his country 
lAoamed. ' 

** After the death of this young man, the inheritance 
came to my husband. Fortune soon after poured in 
upon us a tide of wealth, swelled by collateral streams. 

"You will wish to know what eiiect this change of 
circumstances jHroduced upon my mind, and you shall, 
as far as I know it myself. I fancied that it would have 
made none, because 1 had been before accustomed to 
all the trappings of weaUh ; yet it did make a greater 
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change in my feelings than you could hare imaged, 
( could have conceived. The possibilitjr of producing^ 
a great effect in society, of play ing a distinguished part, 
and attaining an eminence which pleased my fancy, had 
never till now been within my reach. The incense of 
fame had been wafted near me, but not to me — ^near my 
husband, I mean, yet not to him ; I had heard his 
brother's name from the trumpet of fame, I longed to 
hear his own. I knew, what to the world was then un* 
known, his great talents for civil business, which, if 
urged into action,' might make him distinguished as a 
statesman even beyond his hero brother, but I knew 
that in him ambition, if it ever awoke, must be awaken- 
ed by love. Conscious of my influence, I determined 
to use it to the utmost. 

'* Lord Davenant had not at that time tak«n any pari 
in politics, but from his connexions he could ask and 
obtain; and there was one in the world for whom I 
desired to obtain a favour of importance. It chanced 
that he, whom I have mentioned to you as my incon- 
stant lover, now married to my lovely rival, was at this 
time in some difficulty about a demand abroad. His 
connexions, though of very high rank, were not now in 

Sower. He had failed in some military exploit which 
ad formerly been entrusted to him. He was anxious 
to retrieve his character ; his credit, his whole fate in 
life, depended on his obtaining this appointment, which, 
at my request, was secured to him by Lord Davenant. 
The day it was obtained was, I think, the proudest of 
my life. I was proud of returning good for evil ; that 
was a Christian pride, if pride can be Christian. I was 
proud of showing that in me there was none of the fury 
of a woman scorned — no sense of the injury of charms 
despised. 

" But it was not yet the fulness of success ; it had 
pained me in the midst of my intemad triumph, that 
my husband had been obliged to use intermediate 

gowers to obtain that which I desired should have 
een obtained by his own. Why should not he be in 
that first place of rule ? He could hold the balance 
with a hand as firm, an eye as just. That he should be 
in the House of Peers was little satisfaction to me, 
unless distinguished among his peers. It was this dis* 
tinction that I burned to see obtamed by Lord Davenant ; 
I urged him forward then by all the motives 



make ambition virtue. He was averse from public lifei 
partly from indolence of temper, partly from sound 
philosophy : power was low in the scale in his estimate 
of human happiness ; he saw how little can be effected 
of real good in public by an individual ; he felt it scarcely 
worth his while to stir from his easy chair of domestic 
happiness. However, love urged him on, and inspired 
him, if not with ambition^ at least with what looked like 
it in public. He entered the lists« and in the political 
tournament tilted successfully. Many were astonished, 
for^ till they came against him in the joust, they had 
no notion of his weight, or of his skill in arms ; and many 
seriously inclined to believe that Loi^ Davenant was 
onhr Lady Davebant in disguise, and all he said, wrote, 
and did, was attributed to me. Envy flfratifies herself 
continually by thus shifting the merit uom one person 
to another ; m hopes that the actual quantity may be 
diminished^ she tnes to make out that it is never the 
red person, but somebody else who does that which is 
good. This silly, base propensity might have cost me 
dear, wouM have cost me my husband's aflfections, had 
he not been a man, as there are few, above all jealousy 
of female influence or female talent ; in short, he knew 
his own superiority, and needed not to measure himself 
to provd his height. He, is quite content, rather glad, 
that everybody should set him down as a common- 
place character. Far from being jealous of his wife's 
ruling him, he was amused by the notion : it flattered 
his pride, and it was convenient to his indolence ; it fell 
in, too, with his peculiar humour. The more I retired^ 
the more I was put forward, he lauffhing behind me, 
prompted and forbade me to look back. * 

'*^low, Helen, I am come to a point where ambition 
ceased to be virtue. But why should I tell you all 
this t no one is ever the better for the experience of 
another.*^ 

''Oh! I cannot believe that/' cried Helen, **pray, 
pray go on; for though this is a sort of experience I 
can never want, yet it is most tnterestini^ to me to know 
all that you have felt.'* 

^ Thank you, my love, but a»to your never being iii a 
similar situation, I don't see any impossibility. You 
may marry a man of hig^ political influence. 

** i^nbition first rose in my mind from the ashes of 
another passion. Fresh materials, of heterogeneous 

Vol. XIX.— D 7 
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kinds, altered the colour, and changed the nature of the 
flame : I should have told you, but narrative is not my 
forte, I never can remember to tell things in their right 
order. I forgot to tell you, that when Madame de 
StaePs book, ' Sur la Revolution Fran^aise,' came out, it 
made an extraordinary impression upon me. I turned, 
in the first place, as everybody did, eagerly to the 
chapter on England, but, though my national feeling^s 
were gratified, my female pride was dreadfully morti- 
fied by what she says of the ladies of England ; in fact, 
she could not judge of them. They were afraid of her. 
They would not come out of their shells. What she 
called tiqfiidity, and what I am sure she longed to call 
stupidity, was the silence of overawed admiration, or 
mixed curiosity and discretion. Those who did /ven- 
ture, had not full possession of their powers, or in a 
hurry showed them in a wrong direction. She saw 
none of thenk in their natural state. She asserts that, 
though there n^ay be women distinguished as writers in 
Eng^d, there are no ladies who have any great conver- 
sational and political influence in society, of that kind 
which, during Vanciene regim, was obtained in France 
by what they would call their femmes marquanteSf such 
as Madame de Tencin, Madame du Deffand, Mademoi- 
selle de I'Espinasse. This remark stung me to the 
quick, for my country and for myself, and raised in me 
a foolish, vain-glorious emulation, an ambition false in 
its objects, and unsuited to the manners, domestic habits, 
and public virtue of our country. I ought to have been 
gratified by her observing, that a lady is never to be met 
with in England, as formerly in France, at the Bureau 
du Ministre ; and that in England there has never been 
any example of a woman's having known in public 
affairs, or at least told, what ought to have been kept 
secret. Between ourselves, I suspect she was a Uttie 
mistaken in some of these assertions ; but, be that as it 
may, I determined to prove that she was mistaken ; I 
was conscious that I had more within me than I had yet 
brought out ; I did not doubt that I had eloquence, if I 
had but courage to produce it. It is really astonishing 
what a mischievous effect those few passages produced 
on my mind. In London, one book drives out another, 
one impression, however deep, is effaced by the next 
taking of the sand ; but I was then in the country, for, 
unluckily for me» Lord Davenant had been sent away qo 
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tome special embassy. Left alone with my nonsense, 
I set about, as soon as I was able, to assemble an au- 
dience round me, to exhibit myself in the character of a 
female poUtician^ and I believe I had a notion at the 
same time of being the English Corinne. Rochefou- 
canlt, the dexterous anatomist of self-love, says that we 
confess our small faults, to persuade the world that we 
have no large ones. But, for my part, I feel that there 
are some small faults more difficult to me to confess 
than any large ones. Affectation, for instance; it is 
something so little, so paltry, it is more than a crime, it 
is a ridicide : I believe I did make myself completely 
ridiculous ; I am glad Lord Davenant was not by, it lasted 

but a short time. Our dear good friend D hrou knew 

D at Florence ?) could not bear to see it ; his regard 

for Lord Davenant urged him the more to disenchant 
me, and bring me back, before his return, to my natural 
form. The disenchantment was rather rude. 

** One evening, after I had been snuffing up incense 
till I was quite intoxicated, when my votaries had de- 
parted, and we were alone together, I said to him, 

* Allow that this is what would be called at Paris, un 
grand succisJ* 

" D made no reply, but stood opposite to me 

playing in his peculiar manner with his great snuff-box, 
slowly swaying the snuff from side to side. Knowing 
this to be a sign that he was in some great dilemma, I 
asked of what he was thinking. * Of you,' said he. 

* And what of me V In his French accent he repeated 
those two provoking lines — 

* Now wit, like wine, intoxicates the brain, 
Too strong for feeble women to sustain.' 

i ** 'To my face V said I, smiling, for I tried to com- 
mand my temper. 

" ' Better than behind your back, as others do,* 
said he. 

'* ' Behind my back V said I, ' impossible.' 

^ * Perfectly possible,' said he, ' as I could prove if 
you were strong enough to bear it.' 

^ ' Quite strong enough/ 1 said, and bade him speak on. 

** * Suppose you were offered,' said he, * the fairy-ring 
that rendered the possessor invisible, and ensLbled him 
to hear every thing that was said, and all that was 
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thought of him, would you throw it away, or put it on 
your finger }' 

** * Pot it on my finger,' I replied ; ' and this instant, 
for a true friend in better than a magic ring, 1 put it on.' 

«< * You are very brave,' said he, * then you shall hear 
the lines 1 heard in a rival salon, repeated by him who 
last wafted the censer to you to-night.' He repeated a 
kind of doggrel pasquinade, beginning with^ 

* Tell me, gentles, have you seen, 
The prating she, the mock Corinne.' 

n D-i — , who had the courage for my good to inflict 
the blow, could not stay to see its effect, and this time 
I was left alone, not vdth my nonsense, but with my 
reasou. It was quite sufficient. I was cured. My only 
consolation in ray disgrace was, that X honourably kept 
D 'e counsel. The friend who composed the lam- 
poon, from that day to this, never knew that I had hear4 
It ; though I must own I often longed to tell him, when 
he was offering his incense again, that I wished he would 
reverse his practice, and let us have the satire in my 
presence, and keep the flattery for my absence. The 
graft of affectation, which was but a poor weak thing, 
fell off at once, but the root of the evil had not yet been 
reached, My friend D — ^ had not cut deep enough, or 
perhaps feared to eut away too much that was sound and 
essential to life : my political'ambition remained, and on 
Lord Daveuant's return sprang up in full vigour. 

** Now it is all oyer, I can analyze and understand my 
own motives : when 1 first b^gan my political course, I 
really and truly had no love for power ; Aill of other 
feelings, I was averse from it ; it was absolutely dis- 
a^eeable to me ; but as people acquire a taste for drams 
uter making faces at first swallowing, so I, from ex^ 
panence of the excitation, acquired the habits the love, 
of this mental dram-drinking; besides, I had such 
dfiligiitful causes for myself; I didn't love power for 
its own sake, it was never used for myself, always for 
others ; ever with niy old principle of sacri^ce in full 

Elay ; this flattering unction I laid to my soul, and it long 
id from me its weakness, its gradual corruption. 
^* The first instance in which I used my influence, and 
hy my husband's intervention obtained a favour of some 
importance, the thing done, though actually obtained by 
pnirato f»?our9 W93 io i» public point of view wejl don^ 
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Bid fit to be done ; but when in time Lord Davenant had 
reached that eminence which had been the summit of 
my ambition, and when once it was known that I had 
influence (and in making it known between jest and 
earnest Lord Davenant was certainly to blame) numbers 
of course were eager to avail themselves of the dis- 
covery, swaims born in the noontide ray, or such as 
salute the rising mom, buzzed round me. I was good- 
natured and fflad to do the service, and proud to show 
that I could do it. I thought I had some right to share 
with Lord Davenant, at least, the honours and pleasures 
of patronage, and so he Mdliingly allowed it to be, as 
long as my objects were well chosen, though he said to 
me once with a serious smile, * The patronage of Europe 
would not satisfy you ; you would want India, and if 
yott had India, you would sigh for the New World.' I 
only laughed, and said, The same thought as Lord 
Chesterfield's, only more neatly put. ' If all Ireland 
were given to such a one for his patrimonvt he'd adc for 
the Isle of Man for his cabbage garden. ' Lord Davenant 
did not smile. I felt a little alarmed, and a feeling of 
estrangement began between us. 

" I recollect one day his seeing a note on my table 
from one of my protiees, thanking me outrageously, and 
extolling my very obliging disposition. He read, and 
threw it down, and with one of his diy-humour smilesi 
repeated half to himself. 



■* By flatteron besieged. 



And 80 obliging that Ab ne'er obliged.' 

** I thought these lines were in the Characters of 
Women, and I hunted all through them in vain ; at last 
I found them in the character of a man, which could 
not suit me, and I was pacified, and what is extraordinary, 
my conscience quite put at ease. 

** 'Hie week afterward I went to make some request 
for a friend ; my little boy— for I had a dear little boy 
then, had come in along with mamma. Lord Davenant 
complied with my request, but unwillingly I saw, and as 
if he felt it a weakness ; and putting his hand upon the 
coily-pftted little fellow's head, he said, * This boy rules 
all Greece, I see.' The child was sent for the Grecian 
history, his father took him on his knee, while he read 
the anecdote, and as he ended he whispered in the 
child's ear, ' Tell mamma this mnst not be ; papashould 
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be ruled only by Justice/ He really had public Wrtoe» I 
only talked of it. 
** After this you will wonder that I could go on, but 

I did. 

** I had at that time a friend, who talked always most 
romantically, and acted most selfishly, and for some time 
I never noticed the inconsistency between her words 
and actions. In fact, -she had two currents in her mind, 
two selves, one ron^antic from books, the other selfish 
from worldly education and loye of fashion, and of the 
goods of this world. She had charming manners, which 
1 thought went for nothing with me, but which I found 
stood for every things In short, she was as caressing, 
as graceful in her little ways, and as selfish as a cat. 
She had claws too, but at first I only felt the velvet. 

^^ It was for this woman that I hazarded my highest 
happiness — my husband's esteem, and for the most 
paltry object in^aginable, She wanted some petty place 
for some man who was tp marry her favourite maid. 
When I first mentioned it to him, liord Davenant coldly 
said, *It canH be done,' and his pen went on very 
quickly with the letter he was writing. Vexed and 
ashamed, and the more vested because ashamed, I per- 
sisted. * Cannot be done for f9»«r said I. ^ Not for any. 
body,* said he — * by me at least.' — ^I thought — Helen, I am 
aiqhamed to tell you what I thought, but 1 will tell it you, 
because it will show you how a vfnnd may be debased by 
the love of power, or rather by the consequence which 
its possession bestows. I thought he meant to point out 
to me that, although he would not do it, I might get it done. 
And speaking as if to myself I said, * Then 1*11 go to such 
a person, then I'll use such and such ways and means. 

" looking up from his writing at me, with a look 
such as 1 had never seen from him before, he replied 
in the words of a celebrated minister, * &est facile d^ 
M senDir de jHfreils moyen»y c^est difficile de s^y resaudre * 

*^ I admired him, despised myself, left the room, and 
went £md told my friend decidedly it couM not be done. 
That instant she became my enemy, and I felt her 
claws, I was proud of the wounds, and showed them 
to my husband, Now, Helen, you think I 9m cured 
for ev<>.r, and safe. Alas ! no, my dear, it is not so easy 
to cure habit. I have however some excuse, let me put 
it forward { the person for whom I again transgressed 

waa my mother, and for her I wa« pond of doing th9. 
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Qtmost, because she had, as I could not forget, been 
ready to s&crifice my happiness to her speculations. 
She Sad left off buildiiig castles in the air, but she had 
outbuilt herself on earth. She had often' recourse to me 
in her difficulties, and 1 supplied funds, as well I might, 
for 1 had a most liberal allowance from my mo3t liberal 
lord ; but schemes of my own, very patriotic but not 
overwise, had in process of time drained my purse. I 
had a school at Cecilhurst, and a lace manufactory, and 
to teach my little girls I must needs bring over lace- 
makers from Flanders, and Lisle thread at ^n enormous 
expense; I shut my lace-makers up in a room (for 
secrecy was necessary) where, like spiders, they quar- 
relled with each other and fought, and the whole failed. 

^Another scheme, very patriotic too, cost me an 
immensity: trying to make Indian cachemires in £ng« 
IsLiid, very beautiful they were, but they left not the 
tenth part of a penny in my private purse, and then 
nay mother wanted some thousands for a new dairy; 
dairies were then in the fashion, and hers was to be 
floored with the finest Dutch tiles, furnished with Sevre 
china, with plate-glass windows, and a porch hung with 
^ench mirrors ; so ' she set me to represent to Lord 
Davenant her very distressed situation, and to present 
a petition from her for a pension. The first time I 
urged my mother's request, Lord Davenant said, ' I am 
sure, Anne, that you do not know what you are asking.* 
I desisted. I did not indeed well understand the busi- 
ness, nor at all comprehend that I was assisting a frau- 
dulent attempt to obtain public money for a private pur- 
pose, but I wished to have the triumph of success, I 
wished to feel my own influence, 

'* Had it been foretold to me that I could so forget 
myself in the intoxication of f)olitical power, how I 
should have disdained the prophecy, ^ Lord, is thy ser- 
vant a dog, that he should do this thing V* There is a 
fine sermon pf Blair's on this subject; it had early 
jBide a great impression upon me ; but what are good 
impressions, good feelings, good impulses, good inten- 
tions, good any thing, without principle 1 

*' My mother wondered how I could so easily take a 
nfosal ; she piqued my pride by observing that she was 
sorry my influence had declined ; her pity, so near con- 
tempt, wounded me, and 1 unadvisedly exclaimed that 
my influenoe had in ao way dedioed. Scarcely had I 
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uttered the words when I saw the inference to which 
they laid me open, that I had not used my influence to 
the utmost for her. My mother had quite sense and just 
feehng enough to refrain from marking this in words. 
She noted it only by an observing look, followed by a 
sigh. She confessed that I had always been so kind, so 
much kinder than she could have expected, that she 
would say no more. This was more to the purpose with 
me than if she had talked for hours. I heard fresh sighs 
and saw tears begin to flow — a mother's siehs and tears 
it is difiicult, and I felt it was shameful to bear. I was 
partly melted, much confused, and hurried too by visiters 
coming in, and I hastily promised that I would try once 
mor^ what I could do. ThQ moment I had time for 
reflection I repented of what I had promised. But* the 
words were past recall. It was so disagreeable to 
me to speak about the affair to my husband, that I 
wanted to get it off my mind as soon as possible, but the 
day passed without my being able to find a moment 
when I could speak to Lord Davenant in private. Com- 
pany staid still late, my mother the latest. At parting 
as sne kissed me, calling me her dearest Anne, she said 
she was convinced I could do whatever I pleased with 
Lord Davenant, and as she was going down stairs, added, 
she was sure the first words she would hear from me in 
the morning would be * victory, victory.' 

*' I hated myself for admitting the thought, and yef 
there it was ; I let it in, and could not get it out. From 
what an indescribable mixture of wes^ motives or im- 
pulses, and often v^ithout one reasonable principle, do 
we act in the most important moments of life. Even 
as I opened the door of his room I hesitated, my heart 
beat forebodingly, but I thought I could not retreat, and 
I went in. 

" He was standing on the hearth looking weary, but a 
reviving smile came on seeing me, and he held out his 
hand — * My comfort always,* said he. 

" I took his hand, and, hesitating, was again m3r better 
self; but I would not go back, nor could I begin with 
any preface. Thank Heaven, that was impossible. I 
began: 

<< < Davenant, I am come to ask you a favour, and you 
must do it for me.' 

" * I hope it is in my power, my dear,' said he ; * I am 
sure you would not ask—-' and there he stopped. 
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" I told hirii it was in his power, and that I would not 
ask it for any creature livings, but— He put his hand 
npon my lips, told me he knew what I was going: to 
say, and begged me not to say it ; but I, hoping to 
carry it off playfully, kissed his hand, and putting it 
aside, said, '1 must ask, and you must grant this to my 
mother/ He replied, ^ It cannot be, Anne, consistently 
with public justice, and with my public duty. I — ' 

" ' Nonsense, nonsense,' I said, ^ such words are only 
to mask a refusal.' Masky I remember, was the word 
that hurt him. Of all I could have used, it was the 
worst : I knew it the instant I had said it. I^ord Daye« 
nant stepped back and with such a look ! You, Helen, 
who have seen only his benign countenance, his smil- 
ing eyes, cannot conceive it. I am sure he must have 
seen now much it alarmed me, for suddenly it changed, 
and I saw all the melting softness of love. 

*' Oh fool ! vain, wicked fool that I was ! I thought 
of » victory,' and pursued it. My utmost power of per- 
suasion — words — smiles — and tears I tried — and tried 
in vain ; and then I could riot bear to feel that I had in 
vain made this trial of power and love. Shame and 
pride and anger seized me by turns, and raised such a 
storm within me--H3uch confusion — that I knew not 
what I did or said. And he was so calm ! looked so at 
least, though I am sure he was not. His self-possea- 
aion piqued and provoked me past all bearing. I can- 
not tell you exactly how it was — ^it was so dreadfully 
interesting to me, that I am unable to recall the exact 
words ; but I remember at last hearing him say, in a 
voice I had never before heard, • Lady Bavenant !' — He 
had never called me so before ; he had always called me 
*Anne,' it seemed as if he had dismissed me from his 
heart. 

^ * Call me Anne ! . call me Anne !* 

^ And he yielded instantly, he called me Anne, and 
caressing me, * his Anne.* 

" Helen! never do. as I did. I whispered, * Then, 
my love, you will do this for me— for me, your own 
AnneV 

**He put me gently away, and leaned against the 
chimney-piece in silence. Then turning to me, in a 
low suppressed voice, he said : 

** ' I have loved you — ^love you as much aa man can 

D3 
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loTe woman, there is nothing I would not sacrifice for 

you except — ^ 

<^<No exceptions!' cried I, in an affected tone of 
^yety. 

" * Except honour,' he repeated, firmly. — ^Helen, my 
dear, you are of a generous nature, so am I, but the 
demon of pride was within me, it made me long to try 
the extent of my power. Disappointed, I sunk to mean- 
ness ; never, never, however tempted, however pro- 
voked, never do as I did, never reproach a friend with 
any sacrifice you have made for them ; this is a mean- 
ness which your friend may forgive, but which you. can 
never forgive yourself. 

" I reproached him with the sacrifice of my feelings, 
which 1 had made in marrying him ! His answer was, 
* I feel that what you say is true, I am now convinced 
you are incapable of loving me ; and since I cannot 
make you happy, we had better — ^part.' 

" These were the last words I heard. The blow was 
whoUy unexpected. 

'* Whether I sunk down, or threw myself at his feet, 
I know not ; but when I came to myself he was stand- 
ing beside me. There were other faces, but my eyes 
saw only his : I felt his hand holding mine, I pressed it, 
and said, * Forget.' He stooped down and whispered, 
' It is forgotten.' 

"I believe there is nothing can touch a generous 
mind so much as the being treated with perfect gene- 
rosity — ^nothing makes us so deeply feel our own fault.*' 

Lady Davenant was here so much moved that she 
could say no more. By an involuntary motion, she 
checked the reins, and the horses stopped, and she con- 
tinued quite silent for a few minutes : at length, two or 
three deeply drawn sighs seemed to relieve her ; she 
looked up, and her attention seemed to be caught by a 
bird that was singing sweetly on a branch over their 
heads. She asked what bird it was ? Helen showed it 
to her where it sat : she looked up and smiled, touched 
the horses with her whip, and went on where she had 
left off.— 

'* The next thing was the meeting my mother in the 
morning ; I prepared myself for it, and thought I was 
now armed so strong in honesty that I could go through 
with it well : my morality however was a little ner- 
vous, was fluttered by the knock at the door, and, when 
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I heard her voice as she cain^ towar s my room, a k- 
bf eagerly if I was alone, I felt a sickness at the cer- 
tainty that I must at once crush her hopes. But I stood 
resolved ; my eyes fixed on the door through which she 
was to enter. She came in, to my astonishment, with 
a face radiant with joy, and hastening to me she em- 
braced me ivith the warmest expression of fondness and 
gratitude. — ^I stood petrified as I heard her talk of my 
kindness — ^my generosity. I asked what she could 
mean, said there must be some mistake. But holding 
before my eyes a note, * Can there be any mistake in 
this V said she. That note, for I can never forget it, I 
will repeat to you. ' 

" ' What you wish can be done in a better manner 
than you proposed. The public must have no concern 
with it ; I^y Davenant must have the pleasure of do- 
ing it her own way ; an annuity to the amount required 
shall be punctually paid to your banker. The first in- 
stalment will be in his hands by the time you receive 
this. — ^Davsh ANT. ' 

" When I had been formerly disenchanted from my 
trance of love, the i^deness of the shock had benumbed 
all my faculties, and left me scarcely power to think ; 
but now, when thus recovered from the delirium of 
power, I was immediately in perfect possession of my 
understanding, and when I was made to comprehena 
the despicable use I would have made of my iniluence, 
or the influence my husband possessed, I was so shocked 
that I have ever since, I am conscious, in speaking of 
any political corruption, rather exaggerated mv natural 
abhorrence of it. Not from the mean and weak idea of 
convincing the world how foreign all such wrong waa 
to my S01U, but because it really is foreign to it, because 
I know how it can debase the most honourable charac- 
ters ; I do not feel so much shocked at the criminal as 
at the crime, because I saw it once in all its hideous- 
aess so near myself. 

" A change in the ministry took place this year, Lord 
DavenanVs resignation was sent in and accepted, and in 
retirement I had not only leisure to be good, but also lei- 
sure to cultivate my mind. Of course I had read all such 
reading as ladies read, but this was very diffei^ent from 
the kind of study that would enable me to keep pace 
with Lord Davenant and his highly-informed friends. 
Many of these, more men of thought than of shoWi 
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visited us from time to time in the cotmtry. Though 1 
had passed very well in London society, blue, red, and 
green, literary, fashionable, and political, and had been 
extoUed as both witty and wise, especially when my has-* 
band was in place ; yet when I came into close contact 
with minds of a higher order, I felt my own deficiencies*^ 
Lord Davenant^s superiority 1 particularly perceived in 
the solidity of the ground he uniformly took and held in 
reasoning. And when I, too confident, used to venture 
rashly, and often found myself surrounded, and in im- 
minent danger in argument, he often used to bring me 
off and ably cover my retreat, and looked so pleased, so 
proud when I made a happy hit, or jumped to a right 
conclusion. 

*' But what I most likedi most admired in him was^ 
that he never triumphed or took unfair advantages on 
the strength of his learning, of his acquirements, or of 
what I may call his logical training. 

"I mention these seeming trifles because it is not 
always in the great occasions of life that a generous dis 
position shows itself in the way which we most feel, 
tattle instances of generosity shown in this way, unper- 
ceived by others, have gone most deeply into ray mind : 
and have most raised my opinion of his character. The 
sense that I was over rather than undervalue, made me 
the more ready to acknowledge and feel my own defici- 
encies. I felt the truth of an aphorism of Lord Y erulam's, 
wUch is now come down to the copy-books; that ^ know- 
ledge is power.' Having made tins notable discovery, I 
set about with all my might to acquire knowledge. Yoo 
may smile, and think that this was only in a new form 
the passion for power; no, it was something better. 
Not to do myself injustice, I now felt the pure desire 
of knowledge, and enjoyed the pure pleasure of obtain* 
ing it ; assisted, supported, and delighted by the sym- 
pathy of a superior mind. 

*' As to intellectual happiness, this was the happiest 
time of my life. As if my eyes had been rubbed by 
your favourite dervise in the Arabian tales, with hui 
charmed ointment, which opened at once to view all the 
treasures of the earth, I saw and craved the boundless 
treasures opened to my view. I now wanted to read 
all that Lord Davenant was reading, that I might be up 
to his ideas, but this was not to be done in an instant. 
There was a Frenchwoman who complaiDed that tibm 



Wfer could leant my tfaing, because die eoidd not ted 
anybody to teach her all she wanted to know in two 
wonls. I was not quite so esigeanie as this lady ; bat, 
after having skated on easily and rapidly, far on the 
mperfices of knowledge, it was difficult and rather 
mortifying to have to go back and begin at the begin- 
mitf. Yet, wh«a I wanted to go a uttle deeper, and 
reaUy to understand what I was about, this was essen- 
tially necessary. I cooM not have got through without 
the assistance of one who showed me what I might 
safely leave unlearned, and who pointed out what fnit 
was worth climbing for, what would onlv turn to ashes. 
*^ This happy time of my life too quicklv passed away. 
It was interrupted, however, not by any iault or foUy of 
my own, but by an infliction from the hand of Providence, 
to which I trust I submitted with resignation— we lost 
om dear little boy ; my second boy was bom dead, and 
my confinenaent was fotto wed by long and severe iUness, 
I was ordered to try the air of Devonshire. 

** One night — now; my dear, I have kept for the last 
the only romantic incident in my life— one night a ves* 
sel was wrecked upon our coast ; one of the passengers, 
a lady, an invalid, was brought to our house ; I hastened 
to her assistance ;-*it was my beautifol rivd ! 

** She was in a deep decline, and had been at Lisbon 
for some time, but she was now sent home by the phy- 
aicians, as they send people from one country to another 
to die. Hie captain of the ship in which she was, mis- 
took the lights upon the coast, and ran the ship ashore 
near to our house. 

^ Of course we did for her all we could, but she was 
dying: she knew nothing of my history, and I trust I 
soothed her last moments — she died in my arm& 

** She had one child, a son, then at Baton : we sent for 
lum,he arrived too late, the feeling he showed interested 
OS deeply ; we kept him with us some time, he was grate- 
ful, and afterward as he rrew up he often wrote to me. 
His letters yon have xead.'' 
"Mr. Beauclerc!** said Helen. 
''Mr. Beaoclerc— I had not seen him for some time, 
ivhen General Clarendon nresented him to me as his 
Ward at Florence, where I had opportunities of essen- 
tially serving him. 

>*You may now understand, my dear, why I had ez- 
peeted that Mr< Granville Beauclerc might have preferred 

8 



c^minf to Ctarendon Park this ksi jaenth of my stay m 
England to the pleasure! of London^ I was angry, I 
own, but after five minutes* grace I cooled, saw that I 
mast be mistaken, and came to the Just oonelusien of 
the old poet, that no one sinks at once to the depth o/ 
iU) and ingratitude I consider as the depth of ill. I opine, 
therefore, that sobm stronger feeling than friendship now 
operates to detain Granvtlle B^auclerc. In that case I 
forgive him, t)ut, for his own sake, and with such a young 
man I should say for the sake of society-^^ the public 
good— ^for he will end in public life, I hope the present 
object is worthy of him, whoever she may be. 

'' Have I any thing more to tell you % Yes, I should 
say that, when by changes in the political world Lord 
Davenant was again in power, I haa learned, if not to be 

less ambitious, at least to show it less. D , who 

knew always how to put sense into my mind, so that I 
found it there, and thought it completely my own, had 
once said that 'every public man who has a cultivated 
and high-minded wife has in fact two selves, each holding 
watch and ward for the other.' The notion pleased me 
*— -pleased both my fancy and my reason ; I acted on it, 
and Lord Davenant assures me that I have been this 
second self to him, and I am willing to believe it, first be-- 
cause he is a man of strict truth, and secondly, because 
every ^oman is willing to believe what she wishes." 

Lady Davenant paused, and after some minutes of 
reflection, said, *' I confess^ however, that I have not 
reason to be quite satisfied with myself as a mother ; I 
did not attend sufficiently to Cecilia's early education : 
engrossed with politics, I left her too much to govern- 
esses, at one period to a very had one. I have done 
what I can to remedy this, and you have done more 
perhaps'; but I much fear that the early neglect can 
never be completely repaired : she is, however, married 
to a man of sense, and when I go to Russia I shall think 
with satisfaiction that I leave you with her.*' 

After expressing how deeply she had been interested 
in all that she had heard, and how grateful she felt for 
the confidence reposed in her, Helen said she could not 
help wishing that Cecilia knew all that had been just told 
to her of LaSy Davenant's history. If Cecilia could but 
k^ow all the tenderness of her mother's heart, how much 
less would she feari how much more would she love 
hor! 



^It would answer no pmi^KMe," replied Lady Dave- 
iiant ; *' there are perBons with intrinsic differences of 
character, who, explain as you will, can never under- 
stand one another beyond a certain point. Nature icnd 
art forbid — ^no spectacles you can nimish will remedy 
certain defects of yision. Cecilia sees as much as she 
can ever see of my character, and I nre, in the best Ughtf 
^e whol8 of hers. So H(elen, my dear, take the advice 
of a Scotch proverb-- proverbs are vulgar, because they 
usually contain common sense—' Let well aloiie.' 

'* You are really a very good little friend,'' added she, 
" but ke^ my personal narrative for your own use." 



CHAPTER DC. 

It was late before they reached home, and Helen 
stressed as fast as possible, for the generid's punctual 
habits required that all should assemble in the drawing- 
toom five minutes at least before dinner. Helen was 
eoming down the private turret staircase, which led 
from the family s^artraents to the great hall, when, just 
St the turn, and in the most awkwud way possible, she 
net a gentleman, a stranger, where never stranger had 
been seen by her before, running up full speed, so that 
they had but barely space and time to clear out of each 
other's way. Pardons were begged, of course. The 
luamier and voice of tl» stranger were pa^icularly gen- 
Ueman-iy^e. A servant followed with his portmanteau, 
inquiring into which room Mr. Beauclerc was to go ? 

" Mr. Beauclerc !" — ^When Helen got to the drawings 
loom, and found that not even the general was there, 
she thought she coidd have time to run up the great 
staircase to Lady Davenant's room, and tell her that 
Mr. Beauclerc was come. 

^ My dear Lady Davenant, Mr. Beauclerc !" — He was 
there! and she made her retreat as quickly as possible. 
The quantity that had been said about him, and the 
awkward way in which they had thus accidentally met, 
made her feel much embarrassed when they were regu- 
larly introduced. 

At the beginmng of dinner, Helen fancied that there 



WW tmuBoal silence and constraint ; perhaps this might 
be so, or perhaps people were really hungry, or peiiiaps 
Mr. Beauclerc had not yet satisfied the general and 
Lftdy Davenant ; however, towards the end of dinner, 
and at the dessert, he was certainly entertaining; and 
Lad]r^ Cecilia appeared particularly amused by an ac- 
count which he was giving of a little French piece he 
had seen just before he left London, called ^ Les Pre* 
mi^es Amours," and Helen might have been amused 
too, but that Lady Cecilia called upon her to listen* and» 
Mr. Beauclerc turning his eyes upon her, she saw or 
fancied that he was put out in his story, and though he 
went on with perfect good breeding, yet it was evidentlv 
with diminished spirit. As soon as pohteness permitted, 
at the close of the story, she, to reheve him and herself, 
turned to the* aid-de-camp on her other side, and de- 
voted or seemed to devote to him her exclusive atten- 
tion. He was always tiresome to her, but now more 
than ever ; he went on, when once set a-going, about 
his horses and his dogs, while she had the mort&ation 
of hearing, almost immediately after her seceding, that 
Mr. Beauclerc recovered the life and spirit of his tone, 
and was in full and delightful enjoymmit of conversation 
with Lady Cecilia. Something very entertaining caught 
her ear every now and then ; but, with her eyes fixed 
in the necessary direction, it was impossible to make it 
out through the aid-de-camp*s never-ending tedious* 
ness. She thought the sitting after dinner never wonid 
terminate, though it was in fact rather shorter than 
nsual. 

As soon as they reached the drawing-room, Ladjr Ce* 
cilia asked her mother what was the cause of Granville'a 
delay in town, and why he had come to-day, after ha 
had written it was impossible ? 

Lady Davenant answered, that he had ' trampled,' as 
Lord Chatham did, * on impossibilities.' " It was not a 
physical impossibility, it seems." 

*' I'm sure— I hope," continued Cecilia, " that none of 
the Beltravers' set had any thing to dk> with his delay, yet 
from a word or two the generai let fall, I'm almost 
sure that they have— Lady Blanche, I'm afraid—" 
There she stopped. ** If it were only a money difficulty 
with Lord Beltravers," resumed she, "that might be 
easilv settled, for Beauclerc is rich enough." 

^' Yes/' said Lady Davenant, *<but laShlygeneioiiai 



•a nnoomnion tamJLt in these days, when young men are 
in general selfishly prudent or selfishly extravagant." 

'*I hope," said Cecilia,— " I hope Lady Blanche For- 
rester will not — " there she paused and consulted her 
mother's countenance ; her mother answered ttwt Bean* 
clerc had not spoken to her of Lady Blanche. After 
patting her hopes and fears, questions and conjectures, 
into every possible form .and direction, Lady Cecilia 
was satisfied that her mother knew no more than her* 
self, and this was a great comfort. 

When Mr. Beaucierc reappeared, Helen was glad 
that she was settled at an embroidery frame, at the 
farthest end of the room, as there, apart from the world, 
she felt safe from all cause for embarrassment, and there 
she continued happy till some one came to raise the 
light of the lamp over her head. It was Mr. Beaucierc, 
and, as she looked up, she gave a foolish little start of 
sor^se, and then all her confusion returning, with 
thanks scarce audible, her eyes were instantly fixed on 
the geranium leaf* she was embroidering. He asked 
how she could by lamplight distinguish blue from green? 
a siii^e and not very alarming question, but she didnot 
hesff the words rightly, an^ thinking he asked whether 
she wished for a screen, she answered, " No, thank 
you." 

. Lady Cecilia laughed, and covering Helen's want of 
hearing by Beauclerc's want of sighC explained—" Do 
Qot you see, GranviUe, the silk-caras are written upon» 
*bWand ' green ;' there can be no mistake." 

Mr. Beaucierc made a few more laudable attempts at 
conversation with Miss Stanley, but she, still imagining 
that this was forced, could not in return say any thing 
hut what seemed forced and unnatural, and as unlike 
W usual self as possible. Lady Cecilia tried to re- 
lieve her ; she would have done better to have let it 
^one, for Beaucierc was not of the French opinion that 
^ modestie rCest bonne qu^di mUnze ans, and to him it ap- 
peared only a graceful timiaity. Helen retired earlier 
thaxi any one else, and, when she thought over her 
^oUsh awkwardness, felt as much ashamed as if Mr. 
Beaucierc had actually heard all that Lady Cecilia had 
*aid about him — ^had seen aU her thou|;hts, and under^ 
^V>od the reason of her confusion. At last, when Lady 
Cecilia came into her room before she went to bed, she 
D6gan withr— " I am sure you are going to scold me|. 
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and I deserre it; I am so proroked with myadf, and 
the worst of it is, that I do not think I shaft erer get 
over it — ^I am afiraid I shall be Jnst as foolish again to- 
morrow.** 

^ I coold find it in my heart to scold yoa to death,** 
said Ladr Cecilia, ^ but that 1 am yexed m3r8elf.*' 

Then hesitating, and studjring Helen's coontenance, 
she seemed dourofnl how to proceed. Either she was 
plajring with H^en's curiosity, or she was really herself 
perplexed. She made two or three l»eginnings, each a 
Httle inconsistent with the other. 

^ Mamma is always right; with her — ^* coming events* 
really and tmly *• cast their shadows before.' I do be- 
lieve she has the fatal gift, the coming ill to know !** 

•* 111 !" said Helen ; '• what ill is coming t" 

** After all, however, it may not be an ill," said Lady 
Cecilia; "it maybe all for the best; yet I am shock- 
ingly disappointed, though I declare I never formed 
any — ^ ^ 

^' Oh, my dear Cecilia, do tell me at once what it is 
you mean." 

^ I mean, that Granville Beanclerc, like all men of 
genius, has acted like the greatest fool." 

•* What has he done ?" 

**He is absolutely— you must look upon him in 
future — as a married man." 

' Helen was delighted. Cecilia could form no further 
schemes on her account, and she felt relieved from all 
her awkwardness. 

" Dearest Helen, this is well at all events,** cried 
Cecilia, seeing her cleared countenance. ^ This com- 
forts me ; you are at ease ; and, if 1 have caused you 
one uncomfortable evening, I am sure you are consoled 
for it by the reflection that my mother was right, and I, 
as usual, wrong. But, Helen," continued she, earnestly, 
^remember that this is not to b^ known: remember 
you must not breath the least hint of what I have told 
you to mamma or the general." 

Something more than astonishment appeared in 
Helen's countenance. *'And is it possible that Mr. 
Beauclerc does not tell them,-^oe8 not trust his 
guardian and such a friend as your mother?" said 
Helen. 

"He will ten them, he will tell them—but not yet, 
peihapa not till--h« is not to see fan fianc6e— -they 
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hvr^ to sooMi reason agreed to be separated to some 
time-*! do not know ezacUy, bat surely everybody may 
ciioose their own opportonitv to telling their own 
aecrets. In fact, Helen, the lady, I understand, made 
it a point with him that nothing should be said of it yet* 
—to any one.'* 

<* But he told it to 70U r 

" No, indeed, he did not tell it ; I found it out, and he 
could not deny it; but he charged me to keep it secret, 
and I would not Iuito told it to anybody living but Tour« 
self; and to you, after all I had said about him, I felt it 
was necessary — ^I thought I was bound — in short, I 
thought it would set things to rights, and/ put you at 
your ease at once.** 

And then, with more earnestness, she again pressed 
upon Helen a {Mromise of secresy, especially towards 
I^y Davenant. Helen submitted. Cecilia embraced 
her affectionately, and left the room. Quite tired and 
quite happy, Helen was in bed' and asleq) in a few 
minutes. 

Not the slightest suspicion crossed her mind that all 
her friend had been telling her was not perfectly true. To 
a more practised, a less confiding person, the perplexity 
of Lady Cecilia^s prefaces, and some contradictions or 
inconsistencies, might have suggested doubts ; but 
Helen's general confidence in her friend's truth had 
never yet been seriously shaken. Lady Davenant ahe 
had always thought prejudiced on this point, and too 
severe. If there had been in early childhood a bad 
habit of inaccuracy in Cecilia, Helen thought it long 
since cured ; and so perhaps it was, till she tomed a 
firi«idsfaip abroad with one who had no respect to 
truth. 

Bat of this Helen knew nothing ; and, in fact, till 
now Lady Cecilia's aberrations had been always trifiinsf, 
almost imperceptible errors, such as only her mothera 
etrictness or Miss Clarendon's scrupulosity could detect. 
Nor would Cecilia have rentured upon a decided, an 
important false assertion, except for a kind purpose. 
Never in her life had she told a falsehood to injure any 
human creature, or one tiiat shis could forest might, by 
any possibility, do harm to any livii^ being. But here 
was a friend, a very dear friend in an awkward em* 
heirassment, and bronght into it by her means ; and, by 
a littlo iBBOoent atvetdiiiig of tbe Iratii^ ahe could el 



once, the fancied, set all to riffhta. The momtot tto 
idea came into her head, upon the Bpor of tjie occaaiont 
ahe resolved to execute it directly. It was settled be- 
tween the drawing-room door and her dressings-room. 
And when thns executed successfully, with happy 
sophistry she justified it to herself. '* After all," said 
she to herself, " though it was not absolutely true, it 
wiia ben trovato, it was as near the truth, perhaps, as 
possible. Beauclerc*s best friends really feared that he 
was falling in love with the lady in question. It was 
very likely, and too likely, it might end in his marrying 
this Lady Blanche Forrester. And, on every account, 
and every way, it was. for the best that Helen should 
consider him as a married man. This would restore 
\ Helen by one magical stroke to herself, and release her 

' from that wretched state in which she could neither 
please nor be pleased.'' And, as far as this good effect 
' upon Helen was concerned, Lady Cecilia's plan was 
judicious ; it succeeded admirably. 

Wonderful ! liow a few words spoken, a single idea 
taken out of, or put into the mind, can make such a dif- 
ference, not only in the mental feelings, but in the whole 
bodily appearance, and in the actual powers of percep- 
tion and use of our senses. 

When Helen entered the breakfast-room the neiet 
morning, she looked, and moved, and felt quite a dif- 
ferent creature from what she had been the preceding 
day. She had recovered the use of her understanding, 
and she could hear and see quite distinctly; and the first 
she saw was, that nobody was thinking particularly 
about her ; and now she for the first time actually saw 
Mr. Beauclerc. She had before looked at him without 
seeing him, and really did not know what sort of look- 
ing person he was, except that he was like a gentleman ; 
of that she had a sort of intuitive perception ; — as Cuvier 
could tell from the first sight of a single bone what Uie. 
animal was, what were its habits, and to what class it 
belonged, — so any person early used to good company 
can, by the first gesture, the first general manner of 
being, passive, or active, tell whether a stranger, even 
scarcely seen, is or is not a gentleman. 

At the beginning of breakfast, Mr. Beauclerc had all 
the perfect English quiet of look and manners, with 
somewhat of a high-bred air of indifference to all sub- 
limary things, yet saying aBd doing whatever waa proper 



■itBir. M 

for the inresent company ; yet it was done and aaid like 

4Mie in a dream, performed like a aonmambolist, ooi^ 

rectly from habit, but all unconsciously. He awakened 

from his revery the moment General Clarendon came 
in, and he asked eag;erly, 

** General ! how far is it to Old Forest ?" These were 
the first words which he pronounced like one wide 
awake. " I must ride there this morning ; it's lUisolutely 
necessary." 

The general replied that he did not see the necessity. 

*' But when I do, sir,** cried Beauclerc ; the natural 
vivacity of the young man breaking through the con- 
ventional manner. Next moment, with an humble look» 
he hoped that the general would accompany him, and 
the look of proud humility vanished from ms counte* 
nance the next instant, because the general demurred, 
and Beauclerc added, '* Will not you oblige me so far ? 
Then I must go by m3rself.'' 

The generad, seeming to g[0 on with his own thouffhta» 
and not to be moved by ms ward's impatience, talked 
of a review that was to be put off, and at lengtii found 
that he could accompany him. ' Beauclerc then, de* 
lifted, thanked him warmly. 

<*What is the object of this essential visit to Old 
Forest, may I ask V said Lady Davenant. 

*' To see a dilapidated house,*' said the general. 

^'To save a whole family from niin," cried Beau- 
clerc ; *^ to restore a man of first-rate talents to his place 
in society." 

** Pshaw !" said the general. 

^Why that contemptuous exclamation, my dear 
general r' said Beauclerc. 

**I have told you, and again I tell you, the thing Is 
Impossible !" said the general. 

' ^ So I hear you say, air," replied his ward ; '^ but till 
I am convinced, I hold to my project." 

''And what is your project, Granville!" said Lady 
Davenant. 

*' I will explain it to yon when we are alone," said 
Beauclerc. 

" I beg your pardon, I was not aware that there was 
any mystery," said Lady Davenant. 

^ No mystery," said Beauclerc, '' only about lending 
some money to a friend." 

** To which I will not consent," said the general. 
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** Why not, sir !^' said' Beauclerc, throwiQ^ back his 
head with an air of defiance in his countenance ; theiv 
was as he looked at his guardian a quick, mutable suc- 
cession of feelings, in striking contrast with the 'fixity 
of the general^s appearance. 

** I have given you my reasons, Beauclerc,'' said the 
generad. *' It is unnecessary to repeat what I have said, 
you will do no good." 

" No good, general ? When I tell you that if I lend 
Beltravers the money, to put his place in repair, to put 
it in such a state that his sisters could live in it, he 
would no longer be a banished man, a useless absenteev 
a wanderer abroad, but he would come and settle at Okl 
Forest, re-establish the fortune and respectabiUty of bis 
family, and above all, save his own character and hap« 
piness. Oh, my dear general !" 

General Clarendon, evidently moved by his ward's 
benevolent enthusiasm, paused, rubbed his forehead 
alowly, and said that there were many recollections 
which made it rather painful to him to revisit Old Forest. 
Still he would do it for Beauclerc, since nothing bul 
seeing the place would convince him of the impractica* 
bility of his scheme. *' I have not been at Old Forest^" 
continued the general, ** since I was a boy — since it 
was deserted by the ovmers, and sadly changed I shall 
find it. 

** In former times these Forresters were a respect- 
able, good old English family, till the second vnfe, pretty 
and silly, took a fancy for figuring in London, where of 
course she was nobody. Then, to make herself some- 
body, she forced her husband to stand for the county. 
A contested election — ^bribery — ^a petition — another 
Section — ^ruinous expense. Then that Beltravers title 
coming to them ; and they were to live up to it, — and 
beyond their income. The old story-^over head and 
shoulders in debt. Then the new story,— that they 
must go abroad for economy !" 

"Economy! The cant of all those who haye not 
courage to retrench at home," said Lady Davenant. 

*' They must," they said, " live abroad, it is so cheap," 
continued the genersd. " So cheap to leave their house 
to go to ruin ! Cheap education too ! and so good*-and 
irhat does it come to t" 

^ A. cheap provision it is for a family in many caseB,** 



said Lord DaTenairt.. *' Wife, soDi md davgiitery SataOt 
are thy own." 

''Not in this case," cried Beauclerc; "you cannot 
mean, I hope." 

" I can answer for one, the daughter, at least," said 
Lady Davenant ; " that Mad. de St. Cimon, whom we 
saw abroad, at Florence, you know, Cecilia, with whom 
1 would not let you form an acquaintance." 

" Your ladyship was quite right," said the general. 

Beauclerc could not say, "Quite wrong," — and he 
looked — suffering. 

" I know nothing of the son," pursued Ladv Davenant 

" I do," said Beauclerc ; " he is my friend." 

^ I thought he had been a very distressed man, that 
young Beltravers," said the aid-de-camp. 

" And if he were, that would not prevent my being 
his friend, sir," said Beauclerc. 

" Of course," said the aid-de-camp, " I only asked." 

'^ He is a man of genius and feeling," continued 
Beauclerc, tuminff to Lady Davenant. 

"But I never heard you mention Lord Beltravers 
before. How long has he been your friend ?" said Lady 
Davenant. 

Beauclerc hesitated. The general without hesitation 
answered, " Three weeks and one day." 

" I do not count my friendship by days or wjeeks," said 
Beauclerc. 

" No, my dear Beauclerc," said the general : " well 
would it be for you if you would condescend to any such 
common-sense measure." He rose from the break- 
fast-table as he spoke, and rang the bell to order the 
horses. 

''You are prejudiced against Beltravers, general; 
but you will think better of him, I am sure,- when you 
know him." 

" You will think worse of him when yon know him, 
I suspect," replied the general. 

" Suspect ! But since you only siupect*^ said Beau- 
clerc, " we English do not condemn on suspicion, un- 
heard, unseen." 

"Not unheard," said the general, "I have heard 
enough of him." t 

"From the reports of his enemies," said Beauclerc. 

" I do not usually form my Judgment," replied the 
general " from reports either of friends 6r enemies ; I 
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hasft not thd lioiioiur to know any of Loid Boltiaver*» 

enemies.*^ 

** Enemies of Lord Beltravera !** exclaimed Lady 
Davenant. " What right has he to enemies as if lie 
were a great man?*-« person of whom nobody ever 
heard, setting up to haye enemies ! But now*a*dayB, 
these candidates for fame, these would-be^elebrated, 
set up their enemies as they would their equipages, on 
credit — ^then, by an easy process of prospective logic, 
make out the syllogism tnus : — Every great man ha» 
enemies, therefore, every man who has enemies must 
• be great— hey, Beauclercl** 

Beauclerc vouchsafed only a faint, absent smile, and, 
turning to his guardian, asked — *^ Since Lord Beltravers 
was not to be allowed the honours of enemies, or the 
benefit of pleading prejudice, on what tUd the general 
form his judgment r' 

" From his own words.** 

** Stay judgment, my dear general,** cried Beauclerc ;: 
*' words repeated ! by whom?** 

** Repeated by no one— heard from himself by myself.*^ 

^ Yourself ! I was not aware you had ever met ;— « 
when ? where T* Beauclerc started forward on his chair 
and listened eagerly for the answer. 

i( Pity in g|^^ Lady Davenant, speaking to herself — 
''pity! that *with such quick affections kinriling into 
flame,* they should bum to waste.** 

" When, where ?** repeated Beauclerc^ with his eyes 
fixed on his guardian, and his soul in his eyes. 

Soberly and slowly his guardian answered, and cate- 
gorically,— •* Wh«i did I meet Lord Beltraverst A 
short time before his father's death. — ^Where ? At Lady 
Grace Bland's.** 

*' At Lady Grace Bland's ^— whevs he couM not po8« 
sibly appear to advantage f Well, go on, sir.'* 

** One moment — ^patdon me, Beauclerc ; I have curi- 
osity as well as yourself. May I adc why Lord Beftra- 
vers could not possibly have appeared to advantage at 
Lady Grace Bland's 1'^ 

" Because I know he cannot endure her ; I have heard 
him, speaking of her, quote what Johnson or somebody 
says of Clarissa — * a prating, preaching, frail creaturo.*'* 

^* Good!'* said t^ feneral, "^^he said this of his own 
tunt!** 
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** ^Qnt! . You cannot mean that Lady Grace is hia 
annt I" cried Beauclerc. 

** She is bis mother's sister,'' replied the general, *' and 
therefore is, I conceive, his amit" 

** Be it BO," cried Beauclerc ; ** people must teU the 
tmth sometimes, even of tiieir own relations ; they 
noflit know it best, and therefore I conclude t^t what 
Beltrarers said of Lady Grace is tnie." 

** Bravo ! well jumped to a conclusion, Granville, as 
usual,'' said Lady Davenant. ^ But go on, general, tell 
us what you have heard from this precious lord ; can 
yon have better than what Beauclerc, his own witness, 
gives in evidence 1" 

** Better, I think, and in the same line," said the gene« 
ral ; *^ his lordship has the merit of consistency. At 
table, servants of course present, and myself a stranger, 
I heurd Lord Beltravers begin by cursinff England and 
all tibiat inhabit it. ' But your country !' remonstrated 
his aunt. He abjured England ; he had no country, he 
said, no liberal man ever has ; he had no relations— 
what nature gave him without his consent he had a 
right to discl^m, I think he argued. But I can swear 
to tiiese words, with which he concluded*-** My father 
is an idiot) my mother a bnite, and my sister may go to 
the devil her own way.' " 

** Soch bad taste !" said the aid-de<<;amp. 

Ladj Davenant smiled at the unspeakable astonish- 
ment m Helen's face. ** When you have lived one sea- 
son in the woild, my dear child, this power of surprise 
will be worn out." 

** Bnt even to those who have seen the world," said 
the aid-de-camp, who had seen the world, " as it strikes 
me, really it is such extraordinary bad taste !" 

'* Such ordinary bad taste ! as it strikes me," said 
Lady Davenant ; ^ base imitation, and imitation is always 
a c<mfession of poverty, a waQit of original genius, mit 
then there are degrees among the race of imitators. 
Some choose their oriffinals well, some come near them 
tolerably ; but here, afi seems equally bad, clumsy, Bixu 
mingfaam counterfeit ; don't you think so, Beauclerc % 
a counterfeit that falls and makes no noise. There is 
the worst of it for your proteg^, whose great ambition 
I am sure it is to make a noise in the world. However, 
I may spare my remonstrances, for I am qmte sure 
that you would never let drop a friend." 
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** NoTor, ntter !" cried Beaticlerc. 

" Then, my dear Granville, do not take up ihis many 
this Lord Beitravers, for, depend upon it, he will never 
do. If he had made a bold stroke for a reputation, like 
a great original, and sported some deed without a name, 
to work upon the wonder-loving imagination of the 
credulous English public, one might have thought some- 
thing of him. But this cowa^yi negative sin, not 
honouring hi» father and mother! so common-place 
too, neutral tint— no effect. Quite a failure, one caa^ 
not even stare^ and you know, Granville, the object of 
all these strange speeches is merely to make fools stare^ 
To be the wonder of the London world for a single day 
is the great ambition of these ephemeral fame-hunters, 
' insects that shine, buzz, and fly-blow in the setting. 



sun.' " 



Beauclerc jmshed away his tea^eup half across the 
table, exclaiming, ** How unjust ! to class him among a 
tribe he detests and despises as much as you can, Lauiy 
Davenant. And all for that one unfortunate speech — ^ 
Not quite fair, general, not quite philosophical, Lady 
Davenant, to decide on a man*s character from the 
specimen of a single speech i this is much like judging 
of a house from the sample of a single brick. All this- 
time I know how Beltravers came to make that speech 
— ^I know how it was, as well as if I had been present 
--better !" 

" Better !" cried Lady Cecilia. 

*' Ladies and gentlemen may laugh,'' resumed Beau^ 
Uerc, " but I seriously maintain-^— better !" 

'* How better than the general, who was present, and 
lieard and saw the whole V said Lady Cecilia. 

**Yes, better, for he saw only effeets, and I know 
causes ; and I appeal to Lady Davenanty— from Lady 
Davenant sarcastic to Lady Davenant philosophic I 
appeal— 'may not the man who discovers causes, say he 
knows more than he who merely sees effects V 

*^ He may say he knows more, at all events," replied 
Lady Davenant ; ** but now for the discovery of causes, 
metaphysica},sir . " 

" 1 have done," cried the general, turning to leave the 
breakfast-room ; " when Beauclerc goes to metaphysics, 
I give it up." 

" No, no, do not give it up, my dear general," cried 
Lady Cecilia ; *< do not stir tiu we have heard what will 
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eome next, for I am sure it will be 80intttiiiii(^ delight- 
Ally absurd." 

Beanderc bowed, and feared he should not justify 
fcer ladyship^s good opinion, for he had nothing delight- 
icily atenrd to say, adding that the cause of his friend's 
appearing like a brate was, that he feared to be a hypo- 
crite among hypocrites. 

" Lord Beltrayers was in company with a set who 
were striTing, with aU their might of dissimulation, to 
appear better than they are ; and he, as he always does, 
stroYO to make himself appear worse than he reaUy is." 

" Unnecessary, I should think," said Lady Dayenant. 

** Impossible, I should think," said the general. 

"Impossible I know it is to change your opinion, 
general, of any one," said Beauclerc. 

^For m^ own part, I am glad of that," said Lady 
Cecilia, rising ; *' and I advise you, Granville, to rest 
content with the general's opinion of yourself, and say 



no more." 



"But," said Beauclerc, ''one cannot be content to 
think only of one's-self always." 

*' Say no more, say no more," repeated Lady Cecilia, 
smiling as she looked back from the door, where she 
had stopped the general. ^ For my sake say no more, 
I entreat, I do dislike to hear so much said about any 
thing or anybody. What sort of a road is it to Old 
Forest ?" continued she ; " why should not we ladies go 
with you, my dear Clarendon, to enliven the way?" 

Clarendon's countenance brightened at this proposal. 
The road was certainly beautiful, he said, by the banks 
of the Thames. Lady Cecilia and the general left the 
room, but Beauclerc remained sitting at the breakfast- 
table, apparently intently occupied in forming a tripod 
of tluree teaspoons ; Lady Davenant opposite to mm, 
looking at him earnestly, "Granville!" said she. He 
started, " Granville ! set my mind at ease by one word ; 
tell me the mot ffSnigme of this sudden friendship." 

" Not what you suppose," said he, steadily, yet colour- 
ing deeply. " The fact is, that Beltravers and I were 
schoolfellows ; a generous little fellow he was as ever 
was bom ; he got me out of a sad scrape once at his 
own expense, and I can never forget it. We had never 
met since we left Eton, till about three weeks ago in 
town, when I found him in great difUculties, perse* 
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cuted, too, byaiiart3r---Ico!MiiottiimiDybackonhlni 
— ^I woiUd rather be shot !" 

*'No immediate necessity for being shot, my dear 
OranyiUe, 1 hope," said Lady Davenant. ** But if this 
be indeed all, I will never say another word against your 
Lord Beltravers; I will leave it to you to &d oat his 
character, or to time to show it. I shall be ^uite satis- 
fied that you throw away your money, if it be only 
money that is in question ; be this Lord Beltravers what 
he may. Let him say, ' or let them do, it is all one to 
me,* provided that he does not marry you to his sister." 
I " He has not a thought of it," cried Beauclerc ; ^* and 
if he had, do you conceive. Lady Davenant, that any 
man on earth could dispose of me in marriage, at h» 
pleasure V 

" I hope not," said Lady Davenant. 

^ Be assured not ; my own will, my own heart alone» 
must decide that matter." 

" The horses are at the door!" cried Cecilia, as she 
entered ; '^but where's Helen !" 

Helen had made her escape out of the room when 
Lady Davenant bad pronounced the words, '* Set my 
mind at rest, Granville," as she felt it must then be em- 
barrassiiig to him to speak, and to herself to hear. Her 
retreat had not, however, been effected without consid* 
erable loss ; she had been compelled to leave a large 
piece of the crape trimming of her gown under the foot 
of Lady DavenanVs inexorable chair. 

** Here is something that belongs to Miss Stanley, if 
I mistake not," said the generu, who first spied the 
firajg^m^tt. The aid-de-camp stooped for it — L^dy Ce- 
cilia pitied it — Lady Davenant pronounced it to be 
Helen's own fault — Beauclerc understood how it hap* 
pened, and said nothing. "But, Helen," cried Lad^ 
Cecilia, as she reappeared, — " but, Helen, are you not 
coming with us 1" 

Helen had intended to go in the pony-carriage 
with Lady Davenant, but her ladyship now declaied that 
she had business to do at home ; it was settled there- 
fore that Helen was to be of the riding-party, and that 
party consisted of Lady Cecilia and the general, Beau- 
clerc and herself. 
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CHAPTER X. 

It was a delightful day, sun shining, not too hot, air 
balmy, birds singing, all nature *gay* and the happy in- 
fluence was quickly felt by the riding party. Unplea* 
sant thoughts of the past or the future, if any such had 
been, were now lost in present enjoyment. The gene- 
ral, twice a man on horseback, as he always felt himself, 
managed his own and Helen's horse to admiration, and 
Cecilia, riding on with Beauclerc, was well pleased to 
hear his first observation, that he had been quite wrong 
last night, in not acknowledging that Miss Stanley was 
beautiSil. *' People look so different by dayUght and 
by candlelight,'^ said he ; *' and so different when one 
does not know them at all, and when one begins to 
know something of them.'' 

" But what can you know yet of Helen 1" 

" One forms some idea of character from trifles light 
as air. How delightful this day is !" 

'* And now you really allow she may be called beau- 
tiful ?" 

'* Yes, that is, with some expression of mind, heart, 
soul, which is what 1 look for in general," said Beauclerc. 

*' In general, what can you mean by in general ?" 

''Not in particular; in particular cases I might think 
— ^I might feel — otherwise." 

" In particular, then, do you like fools that have no 
mind, heart, or soul, Granville ? — ^Answer me." 

" Take care," said he, " that horse is too spirited for 
a lady." 

" Not for me," said Lady Cecilia: '' but do not think 
you shall get off so ; what did you mean V 

*' My meaning lies too deep for the present occasion." 

•' For the present company — eh 1" 

Beauclerc half smiled and answered— " You know 
you used to tell me that you hated long discussions on 
words, and nice distinctions." 

"WeU, well, but let me have the nice distinction 
now." 

"" Between love and friendship, then« there is a vast 



difference in what one wishes for in a woman's face; 
there are ' faces which pale passion loves.' " 

" To the right, turn !'* the general's voice far behind 
was heard to say. 

To the right they turned, into a elade of the park, 
which opened to a favourite view of the general's, to 
which Cecilia knew that all attention must be paid. He 
eame up, and they proceeded through a wood, which 
had been planted by his father, not one tree of which 
had ever been touched by sacrilegious axe. The road 
led them next into a village, one of the prettiest of that 
sort of scattered English villages where each habitation 
seems to have been suited to the fancy as well as to the 
convenience of each proprietor ; giving an idea at once 
of comfort and liberty, such as can be seen only in Eng- 
land. Happy England, how blessed, would she but 
know her buss! 

This village was inhabited by the general's tenants. 
His countenance brightened and expanded, as did theirs, 
whenever he came among them ; he saw them happy, 
and they knew that they owed their happiness in just 
proportion to their landlord and themselves ; therefore, 
there was a comfortable mixture in their feelings of 
gratitude and self-respect. Some old people, who were 
sitting on the stone benches, sunning themselves at 
their doors, rose as he passed, cap in hand, with cordial 
greeting. The oldest man, the father of the village, 
forgot his crutch as he came forward to see his land- 
lord's bride, and to give him joy. At every house 
where they stopped, out came husband, wife, and chil- 
dren, even '* wee toddling things;" one of these, while 
the general was speaking to its mother, made its way 
frightfully close to his horse's heels : Helen saw it, and 
called to the mother. The general, turning and leaning 
back on his horse, said to the bold little urchin as the 
mother snatched him up, " My boy, as long as you live 
never again go behind a horse's heels." 

" And remember, it was General Clarendon gave you 
this advice," add^ Beauclerc, and turning to Lady Ce- 
cilia-*" ( fit souvenezvaus que c'est Marechal Turenne qui 
vous Va dU: " 

While the general searched for that English me-* 
qiento, sixpence. Lady Cecilia repeated, ^ Marshal Tu- 
renne ! I do not understand." ' 

^ Yes» if yoa recollect," said Helen, *< you do." 
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** I dare wy 1 know, bat I dont renMmbeA** 
Oecflis. 

^ It WM odIt,'' satd Helen, ^ that the same thing had 
hai^ned to Auorahal Turenne, that he gave th^ same 
advice to a little child." 

Ladj Cecilia said ahe owed Beanclerc an acknow- 
ledcment down to her saddle-bow, for the compliment 
to her general, and a bow at least as low to Helen, for 
Bttldng her comprehend it ; and, having paid both debts 
with gracefnl promptitude, she observed, in an aside to 
Beanclerc, that she quite agreed with hioa, that, ^ In 
friendship it was good not to have to do with fools." 

He smiled. 

"It is always permitted," continued Cecilia, ''to 
woman to use her intellects so far as to comprehend 
what mail sa3rs ; her knowledge, of whatever sort, never 
comes amiss when it serves only to illustrate what is 
said by one of the lords of the creation. Let us note 
fliis, my dear H^en, as a general maxim, for future 
oae, and pray, since you have so good a memory, re- 
member to tell mamma, who says I never generalize, 
that this morning I have actually made and established 
a philosophical maxim, one that may be of some use 
too, whicxi cannot be said of all reflections, general or 
particular." \ 

They rode on through a lane fn^ant with primroses, 
mi]^§^ with violets, white and blue, in gay profusion, 
and this lane led gently down to the bcmxs of the 
Thanie»^thofte beautiful banks ! The road now con- 
timied along the river side, where the black steamboat 
never marked the way ; where yet you breathe nature's 
fresh air unpolluted if smell or smoke ; where yet the 
bi»y ham of men, the busy commerce prevail not ; but 
wher« the river flowa on, and seems as if it would for 
ever flow in full broad placid silence and dignity : nor 
ship, nor boat was to oe seen, save one pleasure-skiff 
akiwimfn|y aloug over the light streaked water, the 
"^▼ery Thames," here no unmeaning epithet, but the 
just distinction of tha^ smooth mirror, reflecting every 
object on its banks*— its banks, not here, as Beauclerc 
pointed out, crowded with citizens' boxes, or gay with 
merely pretty viUas, but sinreading into parks of vast ex- 
tent, woods towering above and beyond, and below, in 
genUe sweeps feathering down to the water^s edge, some 
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Just tingled with early green, some in fhe Ml foliage of 

^vancing spring. The general, less poeticalljr indined, 
would name to Helen all the fine places witmn view — 
''residences," as he practically remarked — ''such as 
cannot be seen in any country in the world but England ; 
and not only fine places such as these, but from the cot- 
tage to the palace^' the homes of Old England' are the 
best homes upon earth." 

'^ The most candid and sensible of all modem French 
travellers/* said Beauclerc, ^*was particukirl)r struck 
with the superiority of our English country residences, 
and the comfort of our homes.*' 

'' You mean Madame de Stael ?" s^d the general ; 
**True English sense in that book, I allow." 

When thj9 general ^nd Beauclerc did agree in opinion 
about a book, which was not a circumstance of frequent 
occurrence, they were mutually delighted ; one always 
feeling the value of the other's practical sense, and the 
other then acknowledging that literature is good for 
something. iBeauclerc, in the fullness of his heart, and 
abundance of his words, began to expatiate on Madame 
de StaePs merits, in having better than any foreigner 
understood the actual workings and balances of the 
British constitution, that constitution so much talked of 
pbroad^ and so little understood." 
" So little understood anywhere," said the general. 
Reasonably as Beauclerc now ^oke, Helen formed a 
new idea of liis capacity, and began to think more re- 
spectfully even of his common sense, than when she had 
heard him in the Beltravers cause. He spoke of the 
causes of England's prosperity, the means by which she 
niaiptains her superiority among nations-«n>her equal 
)aws and their just administration. He observed, that 
the hope which every man born in England, even in the 
Ipwest station, may have of rising by his own merits to 
the highest eminence, forms the great spring of industry 
and talent^ He agreed with the intelligent foreigner's 
observation, t|iat the aristocracy of talent is superior in 
England to the aristocracy of birth. 

The general seemed to demur at the word superior, 
drew himself up, but said nothing in contradiction. 

" Industry, ai)d wealth, and education, and •fashion, 
all emulous, act in England beneficially on each other,*^ 
continued Beauclerc. 
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The general sat at eaae agttn. 
^And above all,*' punued Beauclerc,—*' above all, 
•dncation and the diffusion of knowledge — ^^ 

''Knowledg^-^es, bat take care of what kind.^ said 
Ms guardian. 
^ An kinds are good," said Beauclerc. 
** No, only such as are safe," said the general. The 
march of intellect was not a favourite march with him, 
imless the step were perfectiy kept, and all in good 
time. 

Bat now, on passing a projecting bend in the wood, 
they came withm sight of a place in melancholy con- 
trast to all they had just admired. A park of consider- 
able extent, i&olutely bereft of trees, except a few 
ragged firs on each side of a large dilapidated mansion, 
on tne summit of a bleak hill ; it seemed as if a great 
wood had once been there. 

^ Old Forest !" exclaimed the general ; *< Old Forest, 
now no more ! Many a hai^y hour when I was a boy, 
have I 'spent shooting in thc«e woods," and he pointed 
to where innumendble stumps of trees, far as the eye 
could reach, marked where the forest had once stood ; 
some of the white circles on the ground showed the 
magnificent size of/ those newly felled. Beauclerc was 
quite silent. 

The general led the way on to the great gate of en- 
trance : the porter^B lodge was in ruins. 

A huge rusty padlock hung upon one of the gates, 
which had been dragged half open, but, the hinge hav- 
ing sunk, there it stw^— the gate could not be opened 
further. The upper hinge of the other was broken, so 
that the gate had faUen forward, and could not be stirred 
without imminent hazard of brining down the pier, 
which was so crazy, the groom said, ** he was afraid, if 
he shook it never so little, all woidd come down to- 
gether." 

'' Let it alone," said the general, in a tone resolved to 
be patient ; ** there is room enough for us to get in one- 
bv-one— Miss Stanlejr, do not be in a hurry, if yon 
please; foQow me quietly." 

In they filed, liie avenue, overgrown with grass, 
would have been difBicult to find, but for deep old cart- 
ruts which still marked the way. But soon, fallen trees, 
and lopped branches, dragged many a rood and then left 
there, made it difficult to _pass. And there lay exposed 
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the M^hite bodies pf mvmy a noble tree, some wJioDyr 

some half stripped of their bark, some green in decay, 

]^ft to the weather — ^and every here suid there Uttle 

smoking pyramids of burning charcoal. 

As they approached the house — ^' How changed,** said 
the general, " from .that once cheerful hospit&le man- 
sion!*' — It was a melancholy example of a deserted 
home: the rough-cast off, the cut-stone green, the 
windows broken, the shutters half shut, the way to the 
hall-door steps blocked up. They were forced to go 
round through the yards. Coach-houses, and stables, 
gr^nd ranges, now all dilapidated. Only one yelping 
cur in the great kennel. The back-door being ajar, the 
general pushed it open, and they went in, and on to the 
j^reat kitchen, where they found in the midst of wood-a- 
smoke one little old woman, whom they nearly scared 
out of her remaining senses. She stood and stared, 
Beauclerc stepped towards her to explain ; but she was 
deaf: he raised his voice — ^in vain. She was made to 
comprehend by the general, whose voice, known ia 
former tipties, reached her heart — ** that they only came 
to see the place." 

'* See the place ! ah, a sad sight to see." Her eyes 
reverted to Beauclerc, and, conceiving tha^ he was the 
young lord himself, she waxed pale, and her head shook 
fearfully; but, when relieved from this mistake, ^he * 
went fojrward to show them over the house. 

As they projceeded up the great staircase, she confided 
1o her friend, the general, that she was glad it was not 
flie young lord, for she was told he was a fiery man, and 
&e dreaded his coming unawares. 

Lady Cecilia asked if she did not know him. 

No, she had never seen him since he was a little fel" 
low ; " ^e has al>vays been roaming about, like the rest, 
in foreign parts, and has never set foot in the place since 
M be came tp man's estate." 

^ As the general passed a window on the landing-place, 
}ie looked put. — "You are missing the great dim, sir. 
Ah! 1 remember you here^ a boy; you was always 
gpodi. It was the young lord ordered specially the cut- 
tinff of that, which I could not stomach ; the last of the 
real old trees ! Well, well, Fm old and foolish, I'm old 
^nd foolish, and I should not talk." 

But still she talked on, and as this seemed her only 
(POmfort, they would not check her garrulity.. Ji^ the 
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hofpe that tMt tbey were come to take the home, she 
now bastled as well as she could, to show all to the 
best advantage, but bad was the best now, as she sor- 
rowfully sai£ She was yery unwilling that the gentle* 
men should go up to inspect the roof. They went, 
however; and the general saw and estimated, aa»d Beai^ 
: clerc saw and hop^. 

; The general, recollecting the geogrs^y of the house« 
j observed that she had not shown them wlut used tp be 
' the picture-gallery, which looked out on the terrace ; 
he desired to see it. She reluctantly obeyed, land, after 
trying sundry impossible keys, repeating sdl the while 
tliat her heart was broke, that she wished it had pleased 
God never to g[ive her a heart, unlock the door she could 
not in her trepidation. Beauclerc gently took the keys 
from her, and looked so compassionately upon her, that 
she God-blessed him, and thought it a nity her young 
lord was not like him ; and while he dealt with the k>ck, 
Lady Cecilia, saying they would trouble her no further, 
slipped into her hand what she thought would be 
some comfort. The poor old creature th^iked her lady- 
ship, but said gold could be of no use to her now in Ufe ; 
she should soon let the parish buiy her, and be no cost 
to the young lord. She could forgive many things, she 
said, but she could never forgive him for parting with 
the old pictures. She turned away as the gallery-door 
opened. 

One only old daub of a grandmother was there ; aD the 
rest Had been sold, and their vacant places remained dis-> 
coloured on the walls. There were two or three di»- 
membered old chairs, the richly dight windows broken, 
the floor rat-eaten. The general stood and Xodkedf and 
did not itigh, but absolutely groaned. They went to the 
shattered glass door, whi^ looked out upon the terrace 
—that terrace which had cost thousanas of pounds to 
raise, and he called Cecilia to show her the place where 
the youngsters used to play, and to point out some of 
his foyourite haunts. 

** It is most melancholy to see a femily-place so gone 
to min," said Beauclerc ; *' if it strikes us so much, 
what must it be to the son of this family, to come back 
to the house of his ancestors, and ind it thus desolate I 
Poor Beltravers !" 

The expression of the general^ eye changed* 
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**l 9m fture y(ra mtmt pity hm, mf dattr genenL^ 
continued Beaoclerc. 

<' I miffht, had he done any thing to |irefeBt, or had 
he done less to hasten this ruin." i 

^ How, he should not have cut down the trees, do yon 
mean 1—but it was to pay his father's dflbts— ^' 

'* And his own," said the general. 

^ He told me lus father's, sir." 

" And I tell yon his own." 

** Even so," said Beauclerc, " debts are not crimes for 
which we ought to shut the gates of mercy on our fel- 
low-creatures — and so young a man as BeltiraTers,left 
to himself, without a home, his family abroad, no parait, 
no friend, no ^ardian friend." 

" But what IS it yon would do, Beauclerc ?" said the 
general. 

" What y;oa must wish to be done," said Beanctee. 
" Repair this ruin, restore this onc^-hospitable manaioa, 
and put it in the power of the son to be what his an- 
cestors have been." 

*' But how, my dear Beanderc t Tell me platnly^- 
how ?" 

<( Plainly, I would lend him money enough to make 
this house fit to live in." 

^ And he would never repay you, and would neveir 
live in it." 

*' He would, sir, he promised me he would." 

" Promised you !" 

''And I promised him that I would lend him the 
money." 

'^Promised! Beauclerc t Without your guardian^ 
knowledge ! Pray, how much — " 

^ Confound me, if I remember the words, the sense 
was, what would do the business ; what would make the 
house fit for him and his sisters to live in." 

^ Ten thousand ! — ^fifteen thousand would not do.** 

'* Well,sir, you know what will be necessary better 
than I do. A few thousands more or less, what signi^ 
fies, provided a friend be well served. Tlie supMfloooB 
9i(mey accumulated during my long minoiity cannot be 
better employed." 

" All that I have been saving for you with auch care 
firom the time your father died !" 

" My dear guardian, my dear friend, do not think me 
nngrateful ; but the fact is,— in short, my happiness does 



■lit depend, iMter can dqMud, upon money; at my 
firiend, therefore,! beseech you to consider my moneyed 
interest less and my hairiness more." 

" Beauclerc, yon do not know what your happiness 
isi One hour you tell me it is one thing, the next atf- 
otber. What is become of the plan for the neW house 
you wanted to build for yourself! I must have common 
sense for you, Beauclerc, as you hare none for your- 
self. I tUbm not gire you this money for Lord BeHta^ 
ters." 
, " Vou forget, sir, that I told you I bad promised.*^ 

" You forget, Beauclerc, that I told yon that such a 
promise, vague and absurd in itself, made without Tomr 
guardian's concurrence or consent, is absolutely null and 
Yoid.'* 

^ Null and void in law, perhaps it may be," cried 
Beauclerc ; *' but for that very reason^ in honour, the 
stronger, the more binding, and I am speaking to a mm 
of honour." 

** To one who can taike eare of his own honomr^" said 
the general. 

" And of mine, I trust*" 

** You da well to trust it, as youf father ^d^ tome i it 
shall not he implicated—" 

^ When once I am of age^^ interrupted Beauclerc. 

" You wiH do as you please/' said the general. " Is 
the mean time I shall do my duty." 

" But, sir, I only ask you to let me lend this money." 

** Lend— nonsense ! lend to a man who csmnot give any 
security." 

^ Security 1" said Beauclere, with a look of mutter'* 
able contempt. '* When a friend is in distress, to talk 
to him, like an attorney, of security ! Do, pray, siip, 
spare me that. I would rather give the money at once.** 

^ 1 make no doubt of it ; then at once I say no, sir.'* 
\ ** No, sir ! and why do you say no t" 

** Becanse I think it my duty, aoid nothiiig I have 
heaid has at all shaken my opinion.^ 

" Opinion ! and so i am to be put down by opinion with' . 
oat any reason!" cried Beauclerc. Then trying to 
command his temper, " But tell me, my dear general^ 
i^y I cannot have this cursed money V 

'* Becauito, my dear Beauclerc^ I am your guarding 
and ean say no^ and can adhere to a refussii as irmly at 
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on eairtii that hath feeling keeps his promise. Hm 
Blave has a right tp his wonl I Ruin me if you will, and 
as soon as yo)jj>lease; disgrace me yon cannot; ben4 
1^ spirit vox cwu>t; min in any shape I will meet, 
gather- titlan submit to such a guardian, such a-x-'' 

Tynntn^e was on the point of saying, but Lady Ce^ 
cilia stopped that word by suddenly seising his arm : 
forcibly she carried him oif, saying, ** Come put with 
nie on the terrace, Granyilla, and recover your senses/' 

'^My senses! 1 have never lost them; never was 
cooler in my life/' said he, kicking ppen the glass door 
upon its first resistance, and shattering its remaining 
panes to fragments. Unnoticing, not hearing the crash, 
the general stood leaning his elbow on (he mantel-piece, 
and covering his eyes with his hand. Helen remained 
near him, scarce breathing loud enough to be heard ; hq 
did not know she was there, and he repeated aloud, in 
an accent of deep feeling, ^* Tyrant ! from Beauclerc !" 

A sigh from Helen made him aware of her presence, 
and, as he removed his hand from his eyes, she saw his 
look was more in sorrow than in anger : she said softly, 
'* Mr. Beauclerc was wrong, vtxy wrong, but he was in 
a passion, he did not know what he meant." 

There was silence for a few moments. *' You are 
right, I believe," said the general, " it was heat of an- 
ger—" 

" To which the best are subject," said Helen, " and the 
best and kindest most easily forjnve." 

'^ But Beauclerc said some things which were**-** 

^' Unpardonable-*H)nly forget them; let all be for* 
gotten." 

*' Yes," said the general, " all but my determination ; 
that, observe, is fixed. My mind, Misjs Stanley, is made 
up, and once made up, it is not to be changed." 

*^ I am certain pf that," said Helen, *' but I am not clear 
that your mind is made up." ' 

The general look|E>d at her with astonishmaot* 

'* Your refiisal is not irrevocable." 

^ You do not know me, Miss Stanley." 

>• I think I do." 

«* Better than I know myself V 

^' Yes, better, if you do yourself the injustice to think 
that you would not yield, if it were right to do so. At 
this very instant," pursued Helen, disre^^arding his 
ifi^r^asinf astoniabuMdat, ** yon ivoold yield if yon eonU 
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TBasonably, bonoimibly— would not yon T If you could 
^thout injury to your ward's fortune or character, 
would you not t Surely it is for his good only that you 
are so resolute V* 

** Certainly !" He waited with eyes fixed, bending 
forward, but with intensity of puipose in Ms calmness 
of attention. 

"There was something which I heard Mr. Beauclerc 
8ay, which, I think, escaped your attention,'' said Helen. 
**When you spoke of the new house he intended to 
build for himself, which was to cost so much, he offered 
to giye that up." 

** I never heard that offer." 

•♦I heard him," said Helen, "I assure you: it was 
when you were both walking up and down the room." 

** This may be so, I was angry /Aen," said the gene- 
ral. 

" fiut you are not angry now," said Helen. 

He smiled, and in truth he desired nothing more than 
an honourable loophole-— a safe way of coming off with- 
out injury to his ward — without hurting his own pride, 
or derogating from the dignity of guardian. Helen saw 
this, and, thanking him for his condescension, his kind- 
ness, in listening to her, she hastened as quickly as pos- 
sible, lest the relenting moment might not be seized ; 
and, running out on the terrace, she saw Beauclerc, his 
head down upon his arms, leaning upon an old broken 
stone lion, and Lady Cecilia standing beside him, com- 
miserating: and as she approached, she heard her per- 
suading him to go to the general, and speak to him 
again, and say «o— only say so. 

Whatever it was Helen did not stay to inquire, but 
told Cecilia, in as few words as she could, all that she 
had to say ; and ended with " Was I right ?" 

•• Quite right, was not she, Granville 1" 

Beauclerc looked up — a gleam of hope and joy came 
across his face, and with one gratefid look to Helen, he 
darted forward. They followed, but could not keep 
pace with him; and when they reached the gallery, 
they found him appealing, as to a father, for pardon. 

•* Can you forgive, and will you V 

** Forgive my not hearing you, not listening to you, 
as your father would ?^ My dear Beauclerc, you were 
too hot, and I was too cold, and there is an end of it." 

This reconciliation was as quick, as warm, as the 
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qaanrel had been. And then explanations were made. 
as satisfactorily as they are when the parties are of goo4 
undejrstandinff, and depend on each other's trath* pas^ 
present* and mture. 

Beauclerc, whose promise all relied on, and for good 
reasons, none more implicitly than the general, promised 
that he wou^d ask for no more than just what would do 
to put this Old Forest house in habitable trim ; he said 
he woiild giye up the new hoi}se for himself, till as manv 
thousands as he now lent, spent, or wasted — ^take whien 
word you wiU-^hould be again aocumulated from his 
income. It was merely a sacrifice of his own vanity, 
and perhaps a little of his own comfort, he said, to ^ave 
a friend, a human beiiig, from destn^ition. 

»* Well, well, let it rest so." 

*' It was all settled, witness present—^* two angels to 
witness," as Beauclero quoted from some old play. 

And now in high good-humour, up acain to ncmsense 
pitch, they all felt that delightful reSef of spirits of 
which friends after perilous quarrel are sensible in per* 
feet reconciliation. They left this melanoholy mansion 
now, with Beauclerc the happiest of the happy, in the 
generous hope that he shoula be the restorer of its an- 
cient glories and comfort. The poor old woman was 
not forgotten as they passed, she courtesying, hoping, 
and fearing: Lady Cecilia whispered, and the deaf ear 
heaird, 

*^ The roof will not fall— all will be well : and there is 
the man will do it all." 

'* Well, well, my heart inclined to him from the first— 
at least from the minute I knew luni not to be my young 
lordp" 

They were to go home by water. The boat' was in 
readiness, and, as Beauclerc carefully handed Helen into 
it, the general said, ^' Yes, you are right to take care 
of Miss Stanley, Beauclerc ; she is a good friend in need, 
at least, as I have found this morning," added he, as he 
seated himself beside her. 

Lady Cecilia was charming, and every thing was de- 
li btfiU, espepially the pold chicken. 
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CHAPTER XI. 

No two people could be more unlike in their habits of 
nind than this guardian and. ward. General Clarendon 
referred in aU cases to old experience, and dreaded in- 
novation; Beauclerc took for his motto, '*My mind 
leadeUi me to new things.'* General Clarendon was 
what is commonly called a practical man ; Granville 
.Beauclerc was the flower ot theorists. The general, 
fit for action, prompt and decided in all his judgments, 
was usually nght and just in his conclusions — but ir 
wrong, there was no setting him right ; for he not only 
would not, but could not, go back over the ground — ^he 
could not give in words any explanation of his process 
of reasoning— it was enough for him that it was right, 
and that it was his ; while Beauclerc, who cared not for 
any man's opinion, was always so ingeniously wron^, 
and could show all the steps of his reasoning so plausi* 
bly, that it was a pity he should be quite out of the right 
road at last. The general hated metaphysics, because 
he considered them as taking a flight beyond the reach 
of discipline, as well as of common sense ; he continu* 
ally asked, of what use are they 1 — ^While Lady Dave* 
nant answered : 

''To invigorate and embellish the understanding. 
' This turning the soul inward on itself concentrates its 
forces, and fits it for the strongest and boldest flights: 
and in such pursuits, whether we take or whether we 
lose the game» the chase is certainly of service.' " 

Possibly, the general said ; he would not dispute the 
point with Lady Davenant, but a losing chase, however 
mvigorating, was one in which he never wished to en* 
gage : as to the rest, he altogether hated discussions* 
doubts, and questionings. He had " made up his fagot 
of opinions," and wotJd not let one be drawn out for 
examination, lest he should loosen the bundle. 

Beauclerc, on- the contrary, had his dragged out and 
scattered about every day, and each particSar stick was 
tried, and bent, and twisted, this way and that, and 
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peeled, and cut, and hacked, and unless theyproTed 
sound to the very core, not a twig of them should eyer 
go back into his bundle, which was to be the bundle of 
bundles, the best that ever was seen, when once tied so 
that it would hold together— of which there seemed 
little likelihood, as every knot slipped, and all fell to 
pieces at each pull. 

While he was engaged in this analysis, he was, as his 
guardian thought, in great moral peril, for not a princi- 
ple had he left to bless himself with ; and, in any emer- 
gency, if any temptation should occur, what was to be- 
come of him ? The general, who was very fond of 
him, but also strongly attached to his own undeviating 
rule of right, was upon one occasion about perempto- 
rily to interpose, not only with remonstrances as a friend, 
but with authority as a guardian. 

This occurred when Beauclerc was with them at Flor- 
ence, and when the general's love for Lady Cecilia, and 
intimacy with her mother, commenced. Lady Davenant, 
being much interested for young Beauclerc, begged 
that the patient might be left to her, and that his 
guardian would refrain fVom interference. This was 
agreed to the more readily by the general, as his 
thoughts and feelings were then more agreeably en- 
grossed, and Beauclerc found in Lady Davenant the very 
friend he wanted and wished for most ardently— rone 
whose mind would not blench at any moral danger, 
would never shrink from truth in any shape, but, calm 
and self-possessed, would examine whether it were in- 
deed truth, or only a phantom assuming her form. Be- 
sides, there was in Lady Davenant towards Beauclerc a 
sort of maternal solicitude and kindness, of which the 
effect was heightened by her dignified manner and pride 
of character. She, in the first place, listened to him 
patiently ; she, who could talk, would listen : this was, 
as she said, her first merit in his estimation. To 
her he poured forth all those doubts, of which she 
was wise enough not to make crimes : she was sure 
of his honourable intentions, certain that there was 
no underhand motive, no bad passion, no concealed 
▼ice, or disposition to vice, beneath his boasted freedom 
from prejudice, to be justified or to be indulged by get- 
ting rid of the restraints of principle. Had there been 
any danger of this sort, which with young men who pro- 
ms themselves ultro'liberal is usually the case, she 
would have joined in his guardian^s apprehensions; but 
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in fact Beauclerc, instead of being *' le pkilosophe Bam 
le savolr," was '' le boa edfant sans le sayoir ;" for, while 
he questioned the rule of right in all his principles, and 
while they held in abeyance, his good habits and good 
natural disposition held fast and stood him in stead ; while 
Lady Dayeuant, by slow degrees, brought him to define 
his terms^ and presently to see that he had been merely 
saying old things in new words, and that the systems 
which had dazzled him as novelties were old to older 
eyes; in short, that he was merely a resurrectionist of ob« 
solete heresies, which had been gone over and over again 
at various long-past periods, and over and over again aban- 
doned by the common sense of mankind ; so that, after 
puzzling and wandering a weary way in the dark laby* 
rinth he had most ingeniously made for himself, he saw 
light, foHo wed it, and at length making his way out, was 
surprised, and sorry perhaps to perceive that it was the 
common light of day. 

It' is of great consequence to young enthusiastiQ 
tyros, like Beauclerc, to have safe fnends to whom they 
can talk of their opinions privately, otherwise they wiU 
ta& their ingenious nonsense publicly, and so they 
bind themselves, or are bound, to the stake, and live or 
die martyrs to their own follies. 

From these and all such dangers Lady Davenant pro- 
tected him, and she took care that nobody hurt him in 
his defenceless state, before his shell was well-formed 
and hardened. She was further of peculiar service in 
keeping all safe and smooth between the ward and guar- 
dian. All Beauclerc^s romance the general would have 
called by the German word " Schwarmerei'^ — not fudge 
— ^not humbug— literally "sky-rocketing" — visionary en- 
thusiasm ; and when it came to arguments, they might 
have turned to quarrels, but for Lady Davenant's supe- 
rior influence, while Lady Cecilia's gentleness and gay- 
ety usually succeeded in putting all serious duigerous 
thoughts to flight. 

Nature nerer haying intended Lady Cecilia for arnan- 
ceuvrer, she was now perpetually on the point of be- 
traying herself; and one day, when she was alone with 
Helen, she exclaimed, ^ Never was any thing better 
managed than I managed this, my dear Helen ! I am 
so glad I told YOU — *' Recollecting herself just in timeu 
she ended with, ** so glad I told you the truth." 

''Oh yes! thank yon**' said Helen. ''My unde 
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nsedto sayno one could be a good friend who does not 

tell the whole truth." 

^ That 1 deny," thought Cecilia. The twinge of con- 
science was felt but very slightly ; not visible in any 
change of countenance, except by a quick twinkling 
motion of the eyelashes, not noticed by unsuspicious 
Helen. 

Ev^ry thing now went on as happily as Cecilia could 
have desired ; every morning they rode or boated to 
Old Forest, to see what was doing. The roof was 
rather hastily taken off; Lady Cecilia hurried forward 
that measure, aware that without the roof there would 
be no possibility that any of the ladies of the family 
could for some time thiiik of coming there. To gain 
victory by delay was all she wanted, and she would now 
as she promised herself, leave the rest to time. She 
would never interfere further in word or look, espe- 
cially when her mother might be by. Half this prom- 
ise she kept faithfully, the other she broke continually. 

There were plans to be made of all the alterations 
and improvements at Old Forest. Beauclerc apphed to 
Lady Cecilia for her advice and assistance. Her ad- 
vice she gave, but her assistance she ingeniously con- 
trived to leave to Helen, for whenever Beauclerc brought 
to her a sketch or a plan of what was to be done, Lady 
Cecilia immediately gave it to Helen, repeating, *^ Never 
drew a regular plan in my life, you know, my dear ; you 
must do this ;" so that Helen's pencil and her patience 
were in constant requisition. Then came apologies 
from Beauclerc, and regrets at taking up her time, all 
which led to an intimacy that Lady Cecilia took care to 
keep up by frequent visits to Old Forest, so that Helen 
was necessarily joined in all his present pursuits. 

During one of these visits, they -were looking over 
some old furniture which Lord Beltravers had commis- 
sioned Beauclerc to have disposed of at some neigh- 
bouring auction. There was one curiously carved oak 
arm-chair, belonging to "the old gentleman of all," 
which the old woman particularly regretted^ should go. 
She had sewed it up in a carpet, and when it came out, 
Helen was struck with its likeness to a favourite chair 
of her uncle's ; many painful recollections occurred to 
her, and tears came into her eyes. Ashamed of what 
appeared so like affectation, she turned away, that her 
teaxs might not be seen, and when Cecilia, following hen 
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insisted on knowing what was the matter, she left Helen 

immediately to the old woman, and took the opportu- 
nity of tellmg Beauclerc all sdbout Dean Stanley, and 
how Helen was an heiress and no heiress, and her hs/f* 
ing determined to give up all her fortune to pay her 
uncle's debts. Ther J was a guardian, too, in the case, 
who would not consent ; and, in short, a parallelism of 
circumstances, a similarity of generous temper, and all 
this she thoiight must interest Beauclerc— and so it did. 
But yet its being told to him would have gone againsi 
his nice notions of delicacy, and Helen womd have been 
ruined in his opinion had he conceived that it had been 
revealed to him with her consent or connivance. She 
came back before Lady Cecilia had quite finished, and a 
few words which she heard, made her aware of the 
whole. The blush of astmi^ment — the glance oi ki- 
dignation — ^which she gave at Lady Cecilia, settled 
Beauclerc's opinion ; and Cecilia was satisfied that she 
had done her friend good service against her will, and 
as to the means, thought she — ^what signifies going back 
to consider, when they succeed. ' 

The Collingwoods gladly availed themselves of Lady 
Cecilia Clarendon's land invitation, as they were botn 
most anxious to take leave of Helen Stanley before 
their dei)arture. They were to sail very soon, so that 
their visit was but short ; a few days of painful pleasure 
to Helen — ^ few days enjoyed, because such kind friends 
were with her, but enjoyed with the mournful sense 
that they would end so soon, and for so long a time ; 
perhaps, for ever. 

Mr. CoUingwood told Helen, that if she still agreed to 
his conditicms, he would arrange with Mr. James, the 
solicitor, that all the money left to her by her uncle 
should be approinriated to the payment of his debts. 
*' But," continued he, '* pause and consider well, whetiier 
3rou can do without tms money, which is stifl yours ; 
you are, you know, not bound by any promise, and it is 
not yet too late to say you have altered your decision." 
> Helen smiled and said, ^' You cannot be serious in 
saying this, I am sure ?" 

I Mr. CoUingwood assured her that he was. Helen 
simply said that her determination was unalterable. He 
looked pleased, yet his last words in taking leave of hev 
were, ** Remember, my dear, that when you have given 
away your fortune, you cannot live as if you had it." 
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The Cdliogwoodi dmarted, and, after a deeent time 
had elapsed, or what efke deemed a decent time^ Lady 
Cecilia was anxious to ascertain what progress had been 
made-»how, relatively to each other, Lady Blanche For- 
rester and Helen stood inBeaucIerc's opinion^ or rather 
in his imaffination. But this was not quite so easy a 
matter to dDtermine as she had conceived it would be, 
judging from the frankness of Beauclerc's temper, and 
from the terms of familiarity on which thegr had lived 
while abroad. His confidence was not to be won, sur- 
prised, or fenced. He was not only jealous of his free 
will, as most human beings are in love afifairs, but, tike 
all men of true feeling, he desired in these matters per- 
fect mental privacy. 

When Psyche is awakened, it should be by Ciq^id 
alone. Beauclerc did not yet wish that she should be 
awakened. He admired, he enjoyed that repose; he 
was charmed by the perfect confiding simplicity of 
Helen's mindf so unlike what he had seen in others-'^o 
real; The hope of that pure friendship which dawned 
upon him he wislied to prolong, and dreaded lest, by any 
doubt raised, idl might be clouded and changed. Lady 
Cecilia was, however, convinced that, without knowing 
it, he was falling comfortably in loYe through friendship 
—a very easy, convenient way. 

And Helen, had she too set out upon that easy, con- 
venient road of friendship ? She did not think about 
the ready but she felt that it was very agreeable, and 
thought it was quite safe, as she went on so smoothly 
and easily. She could not consider Mr. Beauclerc as a 
new acquaintance, because she had heard so much 
about him. He was completely one of the family, so 
that she, as part of that family, coutd not treat him as 
a stranger^ Her happiness, she was sensible, had much 
increased since his arrival; but so had everybody's. 
He gave a new spring,' a new interest, to every thing ; 
added so much to the life of life. His (ftense and ms 
nonsense were each of them good in their kind ; and 
they were of various kinds, from the high sublime of 
metaphysics to the droll realities of life. But, eveiy^ 
body blaming, praisings scolding, lauffhmg at, er with 
him, he was necessary to all and with all, for some reason 
or other, a favourite. 

. But the general was always as impatient as Lady Ce^ 
eiliakevseu both of hwhypercriticiem and of hi»iiev«r« 
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endinjl^ftticies, each of wluch Beadcleirc purtoed with 
an eagerness, and abandoned with a faeiHtr which sorely 
tii^e genWs equanimity. ^ 

One day, after having ridden to Old Forest, General 
CSarendon retamed chafed. He entered the library, 
talking to Cecilia, as Helen thought, about his horse. 

^ No man^ng him ! Curb him ever so little, and ho 
ia on his hind4egs directly. Give him his head, put the 
bridle on his neA, and he stands still ; does not know 
which way he would go, or what he would do. The 
strangest fellow for a rational creature." 

Now it was clear it was of Beauclere that he spoke. 
* So rash and yet so resolute,'* continued the general. 

''How is thatt'' said Lady Davenant. 

** I do not know how, but so it is," said the general 
** As you know," appealing to Helen and to Lady Cecilia, 
" he was ready to run me through tiH he had his own 
way about that confounded old house ; and now there 
are all the workmen at a stand, because Mr. Beauderc 
cannot decide what he will have done or undone." 

*' Oh, it is my fault !" cried Helen, with the guilty re« 
collection of the last' alteration not having been made 
yesterday in drawing the working plan, and she hastened 
to look for it directly ; but when she found it, she saw 
to her dismay that Beauclere had scribbled it all over 
with literary notes, it was in no state to meet the gene- 
ral's eye ; sne set about copying it as fast as possiue. 

•*Yes," pursued the general; "forty alterations-— 
shuffling about continually. Cannot a man be decided 1" 

•♦Always with poor Beauclere," said Lady Cecilia, 
"le mieux est Tennemi du bien." 

** No, my dear Cecilia, it is all his inddence ; there he 
sat with a book in his hand aH yesterday I with aM his 
.mpetuosity, too indolent to stir in his own busmess,^' 
said the general. 

** His mind is too active sometimes to aBow his body 
to tertir," said Lady Davenant ; •' and, because he cannot 
move.the universe, he wiU not stir his little finger." 

** If e is very fond of paradoxes, and your ladyship is 
very fond of faim,*^ said the general ; *' but indolent he 
is, ai^ as to activity of mind, it is only in pursuit of his 
own foncies.*' 

'^ And yotor fancies aaid his diflfer;" said Lady Daventtit. 

" Because he never fiancies my thing useM," said the 
general. 
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** C'est Belon ! c'est selon !" cried Lady OecSOet^gayii^t 
" he thinks his fancies useful, and especially all jie is 
doing at Old Forest ; but I confess he tends most to the 
agreeable. Certainly he is a most agreeable creature.'* 
'' Agreeable ! satisfied to be called an agreeable man V* 
cried the general^ indignantly ; ''yes, he has no ambi- 
tion." 

" There I differ from you, general," said Lady Dave- 
nant ; " he has too much ; have patience with him ; he 
is long-sighted in his visions of glory." 

" Visions indeed !" said the general. 

" Thode who are really ambitious," continued Lady 
Davenant, '* must think before they act. ' What shaU I 
do to be for ever known V is a question which deserves 
at least a little more thought than those which most 
young men ask themselves, which commonly are, ' Wliai 
shall I do to be known to-morrow — on the Turf or at 
Brooks's — or in Doctors' Commons— or at some exclu- 
sive party at charming Lady Nobody's V " 

" What will you do for the plan for these wofkmen in 
tiie mean time, ray dear Clarendon V said Lady Cecilia, 
afraid that some long discussion would ensue. 

*' Here it is !" said Helen, who had managed to get it 
ready while they were talking. She gave it to the 
general, who thanked her, and was off directly. Cecilia 
then came to divert herself with looking at Beauclerc's 
scribbled plan, and she read the notes ak>ud for her mo- 
ther's amuseiiient. It was a sketch of a dramaticsd, 
metaph^rsical entertainment, of which half a dozen pro- 
posed titles had been scratched out, and there was 
finally left 'Tarquin the Optimist, or the Temple of 
Destmy.' It was from an old story begun by Laurentius 
Valla, and continued by Leibnitz — she read, 

" ' Act L Scene U Sexttu Tarquin goes to consult the 
Oracle^ whoforetels the crime he is to commit.'* 

" And then," cried Lady Cecilia, '* come measures of 
old and new front of Old Forest house, wings included. 
— Naw he goes on with his play. 

** ' TarquifCs complaint to Jupiter of the Orclde^-J&}dem 
Predestination compared to Ancient besting.'* 

'' And here," continued Cecilia, " come prices of Nor- 
'Way deal and a great blot, and then we have ^Jupiter's 
answer that Sextus may avoid his doom if he pleases^ by 
staying away from Rome ; but he does not please to da jo, 
because he mu^ then renounce the erovm. Good speech 
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here on vanity of human unshes — inanuitteney of human 
wishes.^ 

" * Kitchen 23 ft. by 21. Query, with hobs V 

*' I cannot conceive, my dear Helen," continued Lady 
Cecilia, '* how you could make the drawing out through 
all this," and she continued to read. 

" ''Scene Zd. 

^ * High-priest of Delphi asks Jupiter why he did not 
give Sextus a better will %'"'^why not make Mm. choose to 
give up the crown,, rather than commit the crime f Jupiter 
refuses to answer, and sends the High-priest to consult 
Minerva at Athens.^ 

*' ' N.B. Old woman at Old Forest, promised her an 
OFcn.' • Leibnitz gives^^^ 

^ Oh ! if he goes^ to Leibnitz," said Lady Cecilia, " he 
will be too grand for me, but it will do for you, mamma." 

*^ ' LeUmitz gives in his Temple of the Destinies a reprO" 
mentation of every possible universe from the worst to the 
best — this could not be done on the stage, "* 

'^Yery true indeed," said Lady Cecilia, '' but, Helen, 
listen, Granville has really found an ingenious resource. 

^ ' By Ombres Chinoises, suppose ; ora gauze curtain, ae 
in Zemire et Azore, the audience might be made to under- 
stand the main point, that good resulted from TarquifCs bad 
choice, Brutus f Liberty, Rome's grandeur, and the Opti- 
mist right at last. Q. E. D.' 

" Well, well," continued Lady Cecilia, *' I don't un* 
derstand it ; but I understand this, — ^ Bricks wanting.' " 

Lady Davenant smiled at this curious specimen of 
Beauclerc's versatility, but said, ** I fear he will fritter 
away his powers on a hundred different petty objects, 
and do nothing at last worthy of his abilities. He will 
scatter and divide the light of his genius, and show us 
erery change of the prismatic colours — curious and 
beautiful to behold, but dispersing, wasting the light he 
should concentrate on some one, some noUe object." 

" But if he has light enough for little objects and great 
toot" BBid Lady Cecilia, *' I allow, * qu'il faudrait plus 
d'un cceur pour aimer tant de choses a la fois ;' but as I 
really thinK Granville has more heart than is neces- 
sary, he can well afford to waste some of it, even oil 
the old woman at Old Forest." 

.F8 
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CHAPTER Xn. 

« 

Onk eveniiig, Helen was looking^ over a beaatifu. 
scrap-book of Lady Cecilia*8« Beaaderc, who had 
stood by for some time, eying it in a rather scomful 
silence, at length asked whether Miss Stanley was a 
lover of albums and autographs ? 

Helen had no a^um of her own, she said, but she 
was curious always to see the autogiaphs of celebrated 
people. 

" Why !" said Beaoclerc. 

'^I don't know. It seems to bring one nearer to 
them. It gives more reality to our imagination of tbem 
perhaps,'* said Helen. 

" The imagination is probably in most cases better 
than the reauty," replied he. 

Lady Davenant stooped over Helen>i shoulder to look 
at the hand-writing of the Earl of £ssez--*the writing 
of the gidlant Earl of Essex, at sight of which, as she 
observ^, the hearts of queens have beat high. ^ What 
a crowd of associated ideas rise at the sight of that 
autograph ! who can look at it withoot some emotion V* 
, Helen could not. Beauclerc, in a tone of raiUery, 
said he was sure, from the eager interest Miss Stanley 
took in these autographs, that she would in time become 
A collector herself ; and he did not doubt that he should 
see her with a valuable museum, in which should be 
preserved the old pens of great men, that of Cardinal 
Ghigi, for instance, who boasted that he wrote with the 
same pen for fifty years. 

" And by that boast you know," said Lady Davenant, 
** convinced the Cardinal de Retz that he was not a 
ipreat, but a very little man. We will not have that pen 
m Helen's museum." 

«'Why not!" Beauclerc asked, 'Hi was fiill as well 
worth naving as many of the relics to be found in most 
young ladies', and even old gentlemen's museums. It was 
quite sufficient whether a man had been great or httle that 
he had been talked of, — that he had been something of a 
Uonr^to make any thing belonging to him valuable to 
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CO ectors, who preserve and worship even ' the parings 
of lions* claws.' " 

That class of indiscriminate collectors Helen gave 
up to his ridicule ; still he was not satisfied. He went 
on to the whole class of * lion-hunters,' as he called 
them, condemning indiscriminately all those who were 
anxioQs to see celebrated people ; he hoped Miss Stan- 
ley was not one of that class. 

" No, not a lion-hunter," said Helen ; she hoped she 
never should be one of that set, but she confessed she 
had a great desire to see and to know distinguished 
persons, and she hoped that this sort of curiosity, or, as 
she would rather call it, enthusiasm, was not ridicidous, 
and did not deserve to be confounded with the mere 
trifling vulgar taste for sight-seeing and hon-hunting. 

Beaucierc half smiled, Init not answering immediately, 
Lady Davenant said, that for her part she did not coii- 
sider such enthusiasm as ridiculous ; on the contrary, 
she liked it, especially in young people. ^ 1 consider 
the warm admiration of talent and virtue in youth as a 
promise of future excellence in maturer age." 

*' And yet," said Beaucierc, '* the maxim ' not to ad-^ 
mire' is, I believe, the most approved in philosophy, 
and in practice is the great secret of happiness in this 
worid." 

*• In the fine world, it is a fine air, I know," said 
Lady Davenant. ** Among a set of fashionable young 
somnambulists, it is doubtless the only art they know to 
make men happy or to keep them so f but this has 
nothing to do with philosophy, Beaucierc, though it 
has to do with conceit or afifectation." 

Mr. Beaucierc, now piqued, with a look and voice of 
repressed feeling, said that he hoped her ladyship did 
not include him among that set of fashionable somnam- 
bulists. 

** I hope you will not include yourself in it," answered 
Lady Davenant ; ^' it is contrary to your nature, and if 
you join the nil admirari coxcombs, it can be only for 
fashion's sake— mere affectation." 

Beaucierc made no reply, and Lady Davenlmt turning 
to Helen, told her that several celebrated people were 
soon to come to Cliarendon Park, and congratulated her 
upon the pleasure she would have in seeing them. 
^ Besides being a great pleasure, it is a real advantage,** 
continued the, "to see -ttKl to be acquainted ear^ in 
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life with superior people. It enablee one to form a 
standard of excellence, and raises that standard higb 
Mid bright. • In men, the enthusiasm becomes glorious 
ambition to excel in arts or arms ; in woman, it refines 
and elevates the taste, and is so far a preventive against 
frivolous, vulgar company, and all their train of follies 
and vices. I can speak from my own recollection, of 
the great happiness it was to me when I, early in life, 
became acquainted with some of the illustrious of my 
day." 

" And may I ask," said Beauclerc, ^' if any of them 
equalled the expectations you have formed of them V 

** Some far exceeded them," said Lady Davenant. 

^ You are fortunate. Everybody cannot expect to be 
so happy," said Beauclerc. ** I believe, in general, it ia 
found that few great men of any time staid the test of 
near acquaintance. No man — " < 

" Spare me !" cried Lady Davenant, interrupting him, 
for she imagined she knew what she was going to say; 
** Oh ! spare me that old sentence, ' No man is a hero to 
lus valet-de-chambre.' I cannot endure to hear that 
for the thousandth time ; I heartily wish it had never 
been said at aU." 

** So do I," replied Beauclerc ; but Lady Davenant 
had turned away, and he now spoke in so low a voice, 
thai only Helen heard him. *' So do I detest that quo- 
tation, not onlv for being hackneyed, but for having 
been these hunihred years the comfort both of lean-jawed 
eary and fat mediocrity." 

He took up one of Helen's pencils and began to cut 
it^-he lookea vexed, and low to her observed, " Lady 
Davenant did not do me the honour to let me fijoish my 
sentence." 

^Then," said Helen, *'if Lady Davenant misunder- 
stood you, why do not you exi>lain V 

*' No, no, it is not worth while, if she oould so mis- 
take me." 

** But anybody may be mistaken ; do escplain." 

'* No, no," said he, very diligently cutting the pencil 
to pieces ; *' she is engaged, you see, with somebody- 
something else." 

** But now she has done listening." 

'^No, no, not now; there are too many people, and 
it's of no consequence." 

By this time m oomiiuiar wove aU eefti^ Wking 
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of ewery TemaikaUe penon they bad seeii^ or that they 
regretted not toving seen. Lady Cecilia now called 
upon each to name the man among the celebrated oi 
modem daya, whom they should most like to have seen. 
Sy acclamation they all named Sir Walter Scott, ^ The 
Ariosto of the North." 

All but Beauclerc; he did not join the ^neral iFoioe, 
he aaid low to Helen* with an air of dis^t, '* How 
tired I am of hearing him called ' The Ariosto of the 
North!'" 

" But by whatever name," said Helen, " surely yoo 
join in that general wish to have seen him t" 

**Ye8, yes, I am sure of your vote," cried Lady 
Cecilia, coming up to them. " You, Granyille, would 
rather have seen Sir Walter Scott than any author since 
Shakspeare— -would not you 1" 

** Pfurden me, on the contrary, I am glad that I have 
never seen him." 

*' Glad not to have seen him !— -fio</" 

The word not was repeated with astonished in- 
credulous emphasis by all voices. ^* Glad not to have 
seen Sir Walter Scott! How extraordinary I What 
can Mr. Beauclerc mean ?" 

**To make us all stare," said Lady Davenaat, "so 
do not gratify him. Do not wonder at him ; we cannot 
believe what is impossible, you know, only because it 
is impossible. But," continued she, laughing, ''I know 
how it is. The spirit of contradiction-— the spirit of 
singularity — ^two of your familiars, Granville, have got 
possession of you again, and we muat have patience 
while the fit is on." 

''But I have not, and will not have patience,'' said 
Lord Davenant, whose good-nature seldom failed,. but 
iHio was now quite indignant 

"I wonder 3rou are surprised, my dear lord," said 
Lady Davenant, '* for Mr. Beauclerc likes so much better 
to go wrong by himself than to so right with all the 
world, that you could not expect that he would join the 
loud voice of universal praise." 

" I hear the loud voice of universal execration," said 
Beauclerc ; " you have all abused me, but whom have I 
abused % What have I said ?" 

''Nothing," replied Lady Cecilia; ''that is what we 
oomplain ox. I could have better home any abuae than 
indifference to Sir Walter Scott." 
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''Indifference!" exclaimed Beauclerc — "what did I 
say, Lady Cecilia, from which you could infer that I 
felt indifference t Indifferent to him whose name I can* 
not pronounce without emotion! I alone, of all the 
world, indifferent to that genius, pre-eminent and un- 
rivalled, who has so long commanded the attention of 
the whole reading public, arrested at will the instant 
order of the da^r by tales of other times, and in this 
commonplace, this every-day existence of ours, created 
a holyday world, where, undisturbed by vulgar cares, 
we may revel in a fkncy region of felicity, peopled with 
men of other times — shades of the historic dead, more 
illustrious and brighter than in life !'* 

" Yes, the great enchanter," cried Cecilia. 

*' Great and good enchanter," continued Beauclerc ; 
"for in his magic there is no dealing with unlawful 
means. To work his ends, there is never aid from any 
One of the bad passions of our nature. In his writings 
there is no private scandal — ^no personal satire — no 
bribe to human frailty— no libel upon human nature. 
And among the lonely, the sad, and the suffering, how 
has he medicined to repose the disturbed mind, or ele- 
vated the dejected spirit ! — ^perhaps fanned to a flame 
the unquenched spark, in souls not wholly lost to virtue. 
His morality is not in purple patches, ostentatiously 
obtrusive, but woven in through the very texture of the 
stuff. He paints man as he is, with all his faults, but 
with his redeeming virtues— the world as it goes, with 
all its compensating good and evil, yet making each 
man better contented with his lot. Without our well 
knowing how, the whole tone of our minds is raisod — 
for, thinking nobly of our kind, he makes us think more 
nobly of ourselves !" 

Helen, who had sympathized with Beauclerc in every 
word he had said, felt how true it is that 

** — *Next to genius is the power 
Of feeling where true geniui lies." 

"Yet after all this, Granville," said Lady Cecilia, 
^ you would make us believe you never wished to have 
seen this great man V 

Beauclerc made no answer. 

" Oh ! how I wish I had seen him !" said Helen to 
Lady Davenant, the only person present who had had 
that happiness. . 
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"^If yoa have seen Raebom's admirable pictuea, or 
Chantrey's speaking busV' replied Lady Davenant, 
''you have as complete an idea of Sir Walter Scott aa 
painting or sculpture can give. The first impression 
of his appearance and manner was surprising to me, I 
recollect, from its ^uiet, unpretending good-nature ; but 
scarcely had that impression been made before I vfaB 
struck with something of the chivalrous courtesy of 
other times. In his conversation you would have found 
all that is most delightful in all his works — ^the com- 
bined talents and knowledge of the historian, novelist, 
antiquaryt and poet. He recited poetry admirably, bis 
whole face and figure kindling as he spoke : but whether 
talking, reading, or reciting, he never tired me, even 
with admiring; and it is curious that, in conversinf 
with liim, I frequently found m3r8elf forgetting that I 
was iq[>eakiag to Sir Walter Scott; and, what is even 
more extraordinary, forgetting that Sir Walter Scott 
was speaking to me, tin I was awakened to the convic- 
tion by his saying something which no one ^se could 
have said. Alto^her, he was certainly the most per- 
fecfly agreeable and perfectly amiaUe great man I ever 
knew.** 

''And now, mamma," said Lady Cecilia, ''do make 
Granville confess, honestly, he would give the world to 
have seen him.*' 

"Do, Lady Davenant," said Helen, who saw, or 
thought she saw, a singular emotion in Beauclerc's 
countenance, and fancied he was upon the point of 
yielding ; but Lady Davenant, without looking at him, 
replied, — ^" No, my dear, I will not ask him— -I will not 
encourage lum in affeetaiUn,^* 

At that word dm grew the brow of Beauderc, and 
be drew back, as it were, into his shell, and out of it 
came no mgre that night, nor the next morning at break- 
fast. But, as to as could be guessed, he suflfered in- 
ternally, and no effnrt made lo relieve did him any good, 
80 every one seemed to a^e that it was mueh better 
to let hun alone, to let him be moody in peace, hoping 
that in time the mood would change ; but it changed not 
till the middle of that day, when, as Helen was sittingi 
working in Lady Davenant's room, while she was 
writing, two quick knocks were heard at the door, 

^ Come in !'' said Lady Davenant. 

Mr. Beauclere stood pausing on the threshold— 

F3 



180 BBUN. 

^Do not go, Miss Stanley,'* said he, lookinff yeiy 
miserable, and ashamed, and prond, and then ashamed 
again. 

" What is the matter, Granville V* said Lady Day&. 
nant. 

'' 1 am come to have a thorn taken out of my mind,"* 
said he—" two thorns, which have sunk deep, kept me 
awake half the night. Perhaps 1 ought to be ashamed 
to own I have felt pain from such little things. But so 
it is ; though, after all, I am afraid they will be invisible 
to you, Lady Davenant.** 

*" I will try with a magnifying-glass,'* said she ; '* lend 
me that of your imagination, Granville — a high power, 
and do not look so very miserable, or Miss Stanley will 
laugh at you.*^ 
'* Miss Stanley is too good to laugh.'' 
'* That is being too good indeed," said Lady Dave* 
nant. •* Well, now to the point." 
t '* You were very unjust to me. Lady Davenant, yester* 
day, and unkind." 
^ Unkind is a woman's word ; but go on." 
'* Surely man may mark 'unkindness' altered eye' aa 
well as woman," said Beauclerc ; " and from a woman 
and a friend he may and must feel it, or he is*more or 
less than man.** 

I ^* Now what can you have to say, Granville, that will 
not be anticlimax to this exordium ?" 

" I will say no more if you talk of exordiums and 
anticlimaxes," cried he. *' You accused me yesterday 
of affectation-— twice, when I was no more afifected than 
you are." 

" Oh ! is that my crime ? Is that what has hurt you 
so dreadfully? Here is the thorn that has gone in so 
deep ! I am afraid that, as is usual, the accusation hurl 
the more because it was — " 

•* Do not say * true,' " interrupted Beauclerc, ** for you 
really cannot believe it. Lady Davenant. You know 
me, and all my faults, and I have plenty ; but you need 
not accuse me of one that I have not, and which from 
the bottom of my soul I despise. Whatever are my 
faults, they are at least real, and my own." 
^ You may allow him that," said Helen 
'' Well, I will— I do," said Lady Davenant ; *' to appease 
you, poor injured innocence; thou{j;h any one m the 
world might think you affected at thu moment. Yet 1, 
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Witt) know jon, kncnr that it is pore reii foUy. Yes, 
yesj I acquit ycm of affectation." 

Beauclerc's face instantly cleared up* 

** But you said two thorns had gone into your mind — 
one is out, now for the other." 

'*I do not feel that other now," said Beauclere; ''it 
was only a mistake. When 1 ^hegaa with * No man,' I 
was not going to say, ' No man is a hero to his valetHde- 
chambife.' If I had been allowed to finish my sentence, 
it would have saved a mat deal of trouble. I was going 
to say that no man admires excellence more fervently 
than I do, and that m]^ very reason .for wishins^ not to 
see celebrated people is, lest the illusion should be dis- 
pelled. 

** No description ever gives us an exact idea of any 
person, so that when any one has been much described 
&nd talked of, before we see them we form in our mind's 
eye some image, some notion of our own, which always 
proves to be unlike the reality ; and when we do after- 
ward see it, even if it be fairer or better than our ima- 
gination, still at first there is a sort of disappointment, 
from the non-agreement with our previously formed con- 
ception. Everybody is disappointed the first time they 
see Hamlet, or Falstaff, as I think Dugaid Stewart ob- 
serves." 

^^Tme ; and I remember," said Lady Davenant, '* Ma- 
dame de la Rochejaquelin once said to me, ' I hate that 
people shovdd come to see me. I know it destroys the 
lUosion.' " 

''Yes," cried Beauclere; "how much I dread to 
destroy any of those blessed illusions which make the 
veal happiness of life. Let me preserve the objects of 
my idolatry ; I would hot approach too near the shrine ; 
1 lear too much light. I would not know that they were 
false!" 

"Would you then be deceived T* said Lady Dave- 
nant. 

** Yes," cried he ; " sooner woidd I believe in all the 
fables of the Talmud than be without the ecstasy of 
Veneration. It is the curse of age to be thus miserably 
disenchanted ; to outlive all our illusions, all our hopes. 
That may be my doom in a^e ; but, in youth, the nigh 
spring.time of existence, I will not be cursed with such 
& premature ossification of the heart. Oh ! rather, ten 
thousand times rather» would I die this instant I" 



192 

*Weli! but then is not iiie least ooeasion for your 
dying,** said Lady Davenant; ''and I am sdiioosly «iur- 
prised that you ahoukL suffer so much from such slight 
causes ; how will you ever cet through the world if you 
stop thus to weigh every li^t word 1** 

*' The words of most people,*' rejdied he, *' pass hy me 
like the idle wind ; but I do weigh every woid from tbe 
very few whom I esteem, admire, and love f with my 
friends, perhaps, I am too susceptible, I love them so 
deeply." 

This is an excuse for suaceptibili^ of ten^r which 
flatters friends too much to be easily rejected. Even 
Lady Davenant adnutted it, and Helen thought it wa» 
all natural. 



CHAPTiER XIIL 

LioT Cbcilia was now impattent to hare the houses 
filled with company. She gave Helen a catalogue rai^ 
sonnS of all who were e^^cted st Clarendon Pars, some 
for a fashionable three days* visit ; some for a week ;• 
some for a fortnight or three weeks, be the same more 
or less. ** I have but one fixed principle," said she, *' but 
I haw one,— never to have tiresome people when it can 
I>os8ibly be avoided. Impossible, you know, it is some- 
times. One*s own and one*s husband's relations one 
must have ; but, as for the rest, it*s one*s own fault if one 
fails in l^e first and last maxim ei hospitality — ^to wel- 
come the coming and speed the parting guest.** 

The first party who arrived were of Lady BavenanVs 
particular fnends, to whom Cecilia had kindly given the 
precedence, if not the preference, that her mother might 
nave the pleasure of seeing then^ and that they might 
have the nonour of taking leave of her, before her de- 
parture from England. 

They were political, fashionable, and literary; some 
of ascendency in society, some of parliamentary prom- 
ise, and some of ministerial eminenee— the aristocracy 
of birth and talents well mixed. 

The aristocracy of birth and the aristocracy of talents 
are wcNrds now used more as a commoDiplaoe Mititfa«ais> 



than as denoting a real difference or cratrass. In nuuqf 
instances, among those now living, both are united in a 
manner happy for themselves and glorious for their 
coontiy. England may boast of having among her 
young nobility 

'< The first in birth, the first in fkme,'' 

men distinguished in literature and science, in senatorial 
eloquence and statesman-like abilities* 

Bat in this party at Clarendon Park there were mora 
of the literary and celebrated than without the presence 
of Lady Davenant could perhaps have been assembled, 
or perhaps would have been desired by the generad and 
Lady Cecilia. Cecilia's beauty and grace were of all 
societies, and the general was glad for Lady Davenant's 
sake, and proud for his own part, to receive these dis- 
tinguished persons at his house. 

Helen had seen some of them before at Cecilhurst 
and at the deanery. By her imcle's friends she was 
kindly recognised, by others of course politely noticed^ 
but miserably would she have been disappointed and 
mortified, if she had e}q)ected to fix genersd attention, 
or excite general admiration. Past and gone for ever 
are the days, if ever they were, when a young lady, on 
her entrance into life, captivated by a glance, overthrew 
by the first word, and led in triumph her train of admirers. 
lliese things are not to be done now-a-days. 

Yet even when unnoticed Helen was perfectly happy. 
Her expectations were more than gratified in seemg 
and in hearing these distin^shed people, and she sat 
listening to their conversation in delightful enjoyment, 
without even wanting to have it seen how well she un« 
derstood. 

There is a precious moment for young people, if taken 
at the prime, when first introduced into society, yet not 
expected, not called upon to take a part in it, they, as 
standers-by, may see, not only all the play, but the char- 
acters of the players, and may learn more of life and 
of human nature in a few jnonths, than afterward in 
years, when they are themselves actors upon the stage 
of life, and become engrossed by their own parts. There 
is a time, before the passions are awakened, when the 
understanding, with all the life of nature, fresh from all 
that education can do to develop and cultivate, is at 
once eager to observe and able to judge, for a brief space 

12 



134 RSLvirv ' 

blessed with the double ad^anta^es of yoittth and agei 
This time once gone is lost irreparably ; and how often' 
it is lost — ^in premature vanity, or premature dissipa^ 
tion! 

Helen had been chiefly educated by a man, and a very 
sensible man, as Dean Stanley certainly was in all but 
money matters. Under his masculine care, while her 
mind had been brought forwarct on some poii^s, it had 
been kept back on others-; aoid while her undewtanding 
had been cultivated, it had been done without the aid 
of emulation or competition ; not by touching the springs 
of pride, but by opening sources of pure pleasure ; and 
this pure pleasure she now enjoyed, grateral to that dear 
uncle. 

For the. single inimitable gmce of simplicity whicb- 
she possessed, how many mothers^- governesses, and 
young ladies themselves, willingly, when they see how 
much it charms, would too late exchsmge half the ac- 
complishments, aU the acquirements, so laboriously 
achieved ! 

Beauclerc, who had seen something, of the London; 
female world, was, both from his natunil taste and fronv 
contrast, pleased with Helen's fresh and genuine char- 
acter, and he sympathized with all her silent delight. 
He neyer interrupted her in her enthusiastic contem- 
plation of the great stars, but he woidd now and then 
seize an intervS of rest to compare her observations 
with his own ; anxious to know whether she estimated 
their relative magnitude and distances as he did. These 
snatched moments of comparison and proof of a^e- 
ment in theit observations, or the pleasure of examming 
the causes of their difference of oiMnioUf enhanced the 
enjoyment of this brilliant fortnight ; and not a cloud 
obscttried the deep serene. 

( Notwithstanding all the ultra-refined nonsense Beau- 
clerc had talked about his wish not to see remarkable 
persons, no' one could enjoy it more^ as Helen now per- 
ceived ; and she saw also that he was considered as a 
man of promise among all these men of performance. 
But there were some, perhaps very slight things, which 
raised him still more in her mind, because they showed 
superiority of character. She observed his manner to- 
wards the general in this company, where he had him- 
self the vantage-ground— so different now from what 
tt had been in the Old Forest battle^ when only man to 
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nan, ward to guardian. Before these distinguished per- 
sons there w^as a look*-a tone of deferenx;e at once most 
afiectioDate and polite. 

^ It is so ^nerous," said Lady Cecilia to Helen ; " is 
«iot it V* and Helen agreed. 

This brJUiant fortnight ended too soon, as Helen 
thought, but Lady Cecilia had had quite enough of it. 
<** They aare all to go to-morrow morning, and 1 am not 
sorry for it«'* said she at night, as she tlu'ew herself into 
^ arm-chair in Hden's room ; and, after having indulged 
in a refresbing yawn, she exclaimed, *' Very delightful, 
•very deJiigbifttl'! as you say, Helen, it has all been; but 
1 am not sure that I should not be very much tired if I 
had much more of it. Ohj yes, I admired them all 
amazingly, but then admiring sdl day long is excessively 
wearisome. The very attitude of looking up fatigues 
both body and mind. Mamma is never tired, because 
ehe never has to look up ; she can always look down, 
<and that^s so grand and so easy. She has no idea how 
the neck of my poor mind aches this minute ; and my 
poor eyes ! blasted with excess of light. How yours 
have stood it so well, Helen, I cannot imagine; how 
much stronger they must be than mine ! I must con- 
fess, that, without the relief of music now and then, and 
4cart6, and that quadrille, bad as it was, I should never 
have got through it to-night alive or awake. But,'* 
cried she, starting up in her chair, ** do you know Horace 
Churchill stays tOrmorrow % Such a compliment from 
^him to stay a day longer than he intended ! And do you 
Imow whai he says of your eyes, Helen 1-^that they 
are the be^t listeners he ever spoke to. I should warn 
you though, my dear, that he is something, and not a 
little, I believe, of a male coquette, though he is not 
^ery young ; but he well understands all the advantages 
of a ca'reful toilette. He has, like that George Herbert 
in Queen Elizabeth^s time, ' a genteel humour for dress.' 
He is handsome still, and his fine figure, and his fine 
feelings, and his fine fortune, have broken two or three 
hearts ; nevertheless, 1 am delighted that he stays, espe- 
cially that he stays on your account." 

" Upon my account !" exclaimed Helen. " Did not 
you see that, from the first day when Mr. Churchill had 
the misfortune to be placed beside me at dinner, he 
tttteriy despised me ? n^ hegan to talk to me, indeedt 
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but left his sentence unfinished, his good story unioldy 
the instant he caught the eye of a grander auditor." 

Lady Cecilia had seen this, and marvelled at a well- 
bred man so far forgetting himself in vanity ; but this, 
she observed, was only the first day ; he had afterward 
chanced his manner towards Helen completely. 

"Yes, when he saw Lady Davenant thought me 
worth speaking to. But, after all, it was quite natural 
that he should not know well what to say to me. I am 
only a young lady. I acquit him of all peculiar rudeness 
to me, for I am sure Mr. Churchill really could not talk 
for only one insignificant hearer, could not bring out his 
good things, unless he felt secure of possessing the 
attention of the whole dinner-table ; so 1 quite forgive 
him." 

" After this curse of forgiveness, my dear Helen, I 
will wish you a good night,"'Said Lady Cecilia, laugh- 
ing ; and she retired with a fear that there would not be 
jealousy enough between the gentlemen, or that Helen 
would not know how to play them one against another. 

There is a pleasure in seeing a large party dispei;se ; 
in staying behind when others go : there is advantage 
as well as pleasure, which is felt by the timid, because 
they do not leave their characters behind them ; and re- 
joiced in by the satirical, because the characters . of the 
departed and departing are 'left behind, fair game for 
them. Of this advantage no one could be more sensi- 
ble, no one availed himself of it with more promptitude 
and skill, than Mr. Churchill: for well he knew that 
though wit may fail, humour may not take, though even 
fiattery may pall upon the sense, scandal, .satire, and 
sarcasm are resources never failing for the lowest ca- 
pacities, and sometimes for the highest. 

This morning, in the library at Clarendon Park, he 
looked out of the window at the departing guests, and, 
as each drove off, he gave to each his coup depatte. To 
Helen, to whom it was new, it was wonderful to see how 
each, even of those next in turn to go, enjoyed the demo- 
lition of those who were just gone ; how^ blind to fate, 
they laughed, applauded, and licked the hand just raised 
to strike themselves. Of the first who went—" Most 
respectable people,^' said Lady Cecilia ; " a bonne mire 
defamille,'^ 

"Most respectable people !" repeated Horace—" most 
respectable people, old coach and all." And then, as 
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mother party drove off, *' No fear of any thing truly re* 
spectable here." 

'* Now, Horace, how can you say so ! She is so ami- 
able, and so clever." 

^ So clever ! only, perhaps, a thought too fond of 
English liberty and French dress. Poissarde bien coif" 

" Poissardef of one of the best-bom, best-bred women 
in England !" cried Lady Cecilia ; " bien caiffie, I allow." 
^Lady Cecilia is si coiffie de sa belle amt>, that I see I 
mu^ not say a word against her, till — ^the fashion 
changes. But^ hark ! I hear a vdice I never wish to 
hear." 

<> Yet nobody is better worth hearing." 

** Oh, yes, the Queen of the Blues — the Blue Devils !" 

" Hush !" cried the aid-de-camp, '* she is coming in 
to take leave." 

Then, as the Queen of the Blue Devils entered, Mr. 
Churchill, in the most humbly respectful manner, begged 
— " My respects — I trust your grace will do me the fa- 
vour, the justice to remember me to all your party who 
—do me the honour to bear me in mind," then, as she 
left the room, he turned about and laughed. 

'' Oh, you sad, false man !" cried the lady next in turn 
to go. ^' I declare, Mr. Churchill, though I laugh, I am 
quite afraid to go off before you." 

'* Afraid ! what could malice or envy itself find to say 
of your ladyship, intacte as you are t Intacte /" re* 
peated he, as she drove of(, ^Untacte ! — a well-chosen 
epithet, I flatter myself !" 

^ Yes, iiUacte — untouched, above the breath of slan- 
der," cried Lady Cecilia. 

** I know it : so I say," replied Churchill ; '* fidelity 
that has stood all temptations — ^to which it has ever 
been exposed ; and her husband is — ^ 
, ** A near relation of mine," said Lady Cecilia. " I am 
not prudish as to scandal in general," continued she, 
laughing ; ** ' a chicken, too, might do me good,' but 
then the fox must not prey at home. No one ought to 
itand by and to hear their own relations abused." 

^ A thousand pardons I I depended too much on the 
general maxim— rthat the nearer the bone, the sweeter 
the slander." 

** Nonsense !'^ said Lady Cecilia. 

H ) meant to s^yy the nearer the heart the dearer 



^6 blame. A cut against a first cousin may go wtong^ 
but a bosom friend— oh, how I have succeeded against 
best friends ! scolded all the while, of course, and called 
a monster. But there is Sir Stephen bowing to you.^ 
Then, as Lady Cecilia kissed her hand to him from the 
window, Churchill went on : ** By-the-by, without any 
scandal, seriously I hear^ something, I was quite con- 
cerned — ^that he had been of late less in his laboratory 
and more in the boudoir of -^ — . Surely it cannot be 
true !♦' 

*• Positively false," said Lady Cecilia. 

'* At every breath a reputation dies," said Beauderc. 

" Ton my soul, that's true !" said the aid-de-camp« 
^ Positively, hit or miss, Horace has been going on, 
firing «W2Ly with his wit, pop, pop, pop ! till he has bagged 
—how many brace ?" 

Horace turned away from him contemptuously, and 
looked to see whereabouts Lady Davenant might be all 
this time. 



CHAPTER XIV. 

Lady Davenant was at the far end of the room, en- 
grossed, Churchill feared, by the newspaper. As he 
approached she laid it down, and said, 

** How scandalous some of these papers have become ! 
but it is the fault of the^ taste of the age. * Those vdio 
live to please, must please to live.' " 

Horace was not sure whether he was cut or not, but 
he had the presence of mind not to look hurt. He drew 
nearer to Lady Davenant, seated himself, and taking up 
a book as if he was tired of folly, to which he had 
merely condescended, he sat and read, and then sat and 
thought, the book hanging from his hand. 

The result of these profound thoughts he gave to the 
public, not to the aid-de-camp ; no more of the littld pO}>* 
gun pellets of wit — ^but now was brought out reason and 
philosophy. In a higher tone he now reviewed the lite- 
rary, philosophical, and political world, with touches cmT 
La Bruyere and Rochefoucault in the characters he 
drew and in the reflections he made ; with an eiri too 



«f sentimental ooiiitritioii for his own penetrali<m and 
fine moral sense, which compelled him to see and to 
he BBooyed by the faults of such superior men. 

The analysis he made of every mind was really 
perfect — in one respect, not a grain of bad but was 
ftepsrated from the good) and held up clean and clear 
to public view. And as an anatomist he showed sudh 
knowledge both of the brain aiM of the heart, such an 
admirable acquaintance with all their diseases, and 
handled the probe and the scalpel so well, with such a 
practised hand ! 

'* Well, really this is comfortable," said Lord Dayenant, 
throwing himself back in his arm-chair — '* true English 
comfort, to sit at ease and see all one's friends so well 
dissected ! Haj^y to feel that it is our duty to our neigh- 
bour to see hun well out up — ^ably anatomized for the 
good of society ; and when I depart — when my time 
comes — as come it must, nobody is to touch me but 
Professor Churchill. It will be a satisfaction to know 
that I shall be carved as a dish fit for gods, not hewed 
as a carcass fojf hounds. So now remember, Cecilia, I 
call on you to witness^— I hereby, being of sound mind and 
body, leave and bequeath my character, with all my de« 
fects and deficiencies whatsoever, and all and.any singular 
curious diseases of the mind, of which I may die pos- 
sessed, wishing the same many for his sake, — ^to my good 
friend Doctor Horace Churchill, professor of moral, 
philosophic, and scandalous anatomy, to be by him dis« 
sected at his good pleasure for the benefit of society." 

''Many thanks, my good lo|d; and I accept your 
legacy for the honour — ^not the value of the gUX^ which 
everybody must be sensiMe is nothing," said Churchill, 
with a polite bow — " absolutely nothing. I shall never 
be Me to make any thing of it." 

" Try— try, my dear friend," answered Lord Davenant. 
" Try, don't be modest." 

^ ThsX would be difficult when so distinguished," said 
Beanclerc, with an admirable look of proud humility. 

^ Distinguished Mr. Horace Churchill assm^y is,** 
said Lady Davenant, looking at )um from behind her 
newspaper. '' Distinguished above all his many com- 
petitors in this age of scandal ; he has reallv raised the 
art to the dignity of a science. Satire, scanaal, and gos- 
sip, now hand4n-hand--the three new graces : aU on the 
same elevated rank^t^re^, formerly considered as so 
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different, and the last left to our inferior box, but now, 
eurely, to be a male gossip is no reproach." 

'* O, Lady Dayenant ! — ^male gossip — ^what an expres- 
sion !*' 

" What a reality !" 

"Male gossip! — ^Tombe sur mai U cielP" cried 
Churchill. 

" ' Pourvu que je me venge^^ always understood,*' pur- 
sued Lady Davenant; **but why be so afraid of the 
imputation of gossiping, Mr. Churchill? It is quite 
fashionable, and if so, quite re8pectable,^you know, and 
in your style quite grand. 

* And gossiping wonders at befng 09 fifi^e !* 

Malice, to be hated, needs but to be seen; but now whei^ 
it is elegantly dressed we look upon it without shame or 
consciousness of evil; we grow to dote upon it^--so en- 
tertaining, so graceful^ so refined. When vice loses 
half its gFOSsness, it loses all its deformity. Humanity 
used to be talked of when our friends were torn to 
pieces, but now there is such a philos^hical perfdme 
thrown over the whole operation that we' are irresistibly 
attracted. How much we owe to such men as Mr. 
Churchill, who make us feel detraction virtue !" 

He bowed low as Lady Davenant, summoned by her 
lord, left the room, and there he stood as one condemned 
but not penitent. 

" If 1 have not been well sentenced,'' said he, as the 
door closed, " and made Ho feel detraction virtue!' — ^But 
since Lady Cecilia cannot help smiling at that, I am ac- 

2uitted, and encouraged to sin again the first opportunity, 
lut Lady Davenant shall not be by, nor Lord Davenant 
either." 

Lady Cecilia sat down to write a note, and Mr. Churchill 
walked round the room in a course of critical obser- 
vation on the pictures, of which, as of every thing else, 
he wais a supreme judge. At last he put his eye and his 
glass down tq something which singularly attracted his 
attention on one of the marble tables. 

" Pretty," said Lady Cecilia, " pretty, are not they t^- 
though one's so tired of them — everywhere now — ^those 
doves !" 

'* Doves !" said Churchill, " what I am admiring are 
Mloves, are not they, Miss Stanley V said he,'pointuig to 
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an old pair of g^oresy winch, much wrinlded and squeezed 
together, lay on the beautiful marUe in rather an un- 
iiglitly lump. 

" Poor Doctor V ^," cried Helen to Cecilia; "that 

poor Doctor V is as absent as ever ! he is gone, 

and has forgotten his gloves !" 

'' Absent ! oh, as ever !*' said Lady Cecilia, going on 
with her note, "the most absent man alive." 

" Too much of that sort of thing I think there is in 

Doctor y ,'* pursued Churchill, " a touch of sconce 

of mind, giving the idea of high abstraction, becomes a 
learned man well enough ; but then it slwuld only be 
digfat, as a soungon of rouge, which may become a pretty 
woman; all depends on the measure, the taste, with 
which these things are managed — put on." 

" There is notmng managed, nothing put on in Doctor 

V ^^ cried Helen, eagerly, her colour rising, " it is all 

perfectly sincere, true in him, whatever it be." 

Beauclerc put down his book. 

" All -perfectly tme I' Yon really think so, Miss Stan- 
leyV said Churchill, smiling and looking superior do#n. 

** I do indeed," cried Helen. 

" Charming^-so young ! How I do love that fresh- 
ness of mind !" « 

" Impertinent fellow ! I could knock him down," felt 
Beauclerc. 

"And you think all Doctor V ^'s humility truer 

said Churchill. 

" Yes, perfectly" ! said Helen; " but I do not wonder 
you are surprised at it^ Mr. Churchill." 

She meant no mo/tce, though for a moment he thought 
she did; and he winced under Beauclerc's smile. 

" I do not wonder that any one who does not know 
Doctor V— -~ should be surprised by his great humility »" 
added Helen. 

' " You are sure that it is not pride that apes humility !" 
asked Churchill. 

" Yes, quite sure !" 
' " Yet," said ChurohiU (putting his malicious Anger 
through a great hole in the thumb of the' doctor's g^ove)« 
**! should have fancied thatl saw vanity through the 
holes in these gloves, as tlnrough the philosopher's cloak 
of old." 

'* HotMe is a famous fellow for picking holes and 
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making^mvch of them, Miss Stinleff yoa see*** Mid Ite 
aid-de-camp. 

" Vanity ! Doctor Y has no vanity !'* said Helen, 

^*ifyau knew him." 

*^ No vanity ! Whom does Miss Stanley mean V^ cried 
the aid-de-camp. ^^No vanity J that*s good. Whof 
Horace ?" 

" Mauvais jdaUant /" Horace put him by, and, hap- 
pily not easily put out of countenance, he continued to 
Helen, 

" You give* the good doctor credit, too, for all hi« 
naweii /" said Churchill. 

" He does not want credit for it," s^id Helen ; ^' he 
really has it.'' 

" I wish I could eee things as you do. Miss Stanley." 

" Show him that, Helen," cried Lady Cecilia, lookmg 
at a table beside them, on which lay one of those dio- 
ramic prints which appear all a confusion of lines tiU 
vou look at them in their right point of view. '* Show 
him that — it all depends, and so does seeing characters, 
on getting tfie right point of view." 

" Ingenious !" said Churchill, trying to catch the right 
position ; '* but I can't, I own-r-" then abruptly resuming, 
^ Nsdvet6 charms me at fifteen," and his eye glanced at 
Helen, then was retracted, then reCuniing to his point 
of view, *' at eighteen perhaps may do," and his eyes 
again turned to Helen, " at eighteen^t captivates me 
quite," and his eye dwelt. " But naivety at past fifty, 
verging to sixty, is quite another thing, really rather too 
much for me. I like all things in season, and above all, 
simplicity will not bear long keeping. I have the 
greatest respect possilde for our learned and excellent 
friend, but I wish this could be any way suggested to 
him, and that he would lay pside this out-of-season sim- 
plicity." 

*' He cannol lay aside his nature," said Helen, ^ and I 
am glad of it, it is such a good nature." 

** Kind-hearted creature he is. I never heard him say 
a severe ^v^oid of any one," said Lady Cecilia. 

" What a sweet man he must be !'' said Horace, mak- 
ing a face at which none present, not even Helen, could 
forbear to smile. ** His heart, I am sure, is in the right 
place always. I only wish one could say the same of 
foB wig. ^knd wpxm it he amiss if he sometimes (| 
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would not be too huffed upon himt Miss Stanley), once a 
fortnight, suppose — brushed, or caused to be brushed^ 
that coat of his f' 

''You have dusted Mar jacket for hint famonsly, Hor^ 
ace, I think," said the aid-de-camp. 

At this instant the door opened, and in came the doc-i 
tor himself. 

Lady Cecilia's hand'was outstretched with her note, 
thinking, as the door opened, that she should see the 
servant come in, for whom she had rung. 

^ What surprises you all so, my good friends 'i^ said 
the doctor, stopping and looking round in all his native 
simplicity. 

" Bify dear doctor,'^ said Lady Cecilia, ** only we all 
thought you were gone— -that's ril^** 

" And I atn not gone, that's all< I staid te write a 
letter, and I am come here to look for — ^but I cannot find 
■«-my— '* 

'*' Your gloves, perhaps, doctor, you are looking for,'* 
said Churchill, going forwsurd, an4 with an air of the 
greatest respect and consideration^ both for the gloves 
and for their owner, he presented them ; then shook the 
doctor by the hand, with a eOrdiality which the good 
80td thought truly English, and, bowmg him out, added« 
''How proud he had been to make his acquaintance,— • 
ott reoait, he hoped, in Park Lane." 

** Oh you treacherous-^ !" cried Lady Cecilia, turning 
to Horace, as soon as the unsuspecting philosopher was 
fairly gone. **Too bad really! If he were not the 
most simple-minded creature extant, he must have seen, 
suspected, something from your look ; and what would 
have become of you if the doctor had come in one 
moment sooner,- and had heard you — I was really fright- 
ened." 

" Frightened ! se was t, ahttost out of my wits,^ said 
Chuxtelnll. **Les revenans always frighten one; and 
they never hear any good of themselves, for which 
reason I make it a principle, when once I have left a 
room, fill} of friends especially, never — ^neVer to go back. 
My gloves, my hat, my coat, Fd leave, sooner than lose 
my mends. Once I heard it said, by one who knew the 
world and human nature better than any of us — once I 
heard it said in jest, but in sober earnest I say, that I 
would not ibr more than I am worth be placed, without 
his knowing it^ within earshot of my best friend^** 
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^ What sort of a best friend ean jmn be !'* cried 
Beauclerc. 

'* Much like other people's, I snxppoBej^ replied Horace, 
speaking with perfect nonchalanee*-*^' much like otber 

feople's best fnends. Whosoever expects to find better, 
guess, will find worse, if he live in the world we live 
in." 
" May I go out of the world before I believe or sns- 

Sect any such thing !" cried Beauclerc. ** Rather than 
ave the Roman curse Ught upon me, * May you survive 
all your friends and relations !' may I die a thousand 
times!'' 

" Who talks of d3dng, in a voice so sweet — a voice so 
loud 1" said provoking Horace, in his calm, well-bred 
tone ; '* for my part, I, who have the honour of speaking 
to you, can boast, that never since I was of years of dis- 
creticm (counting new style, beginning at thirteen, of 
course) — ^never have I lost a friend, a sincere friend — 
never, for this irrefragable reason — since that nonage, 
never was I such a neophyte as to fancy I had foimd 
that lusus natura, a friend perfectly sincere." 

" How I pity you !" cried Beauclerc, " if you are in 
earnest ; but in earnest you can't be." 

*' Pardon me, I can, and I am. And, in earnest, you 
will oblige me, Mr. Beauclerc, if you will spare me your 
pity : for, all things in this world considered," said Hor- 
ace Churchill, drawing himself up, " I do not conceive 
that I am much an object of pity." Then, turning upo& 
his heel, he walked away, consciotis however, half an 
instant afterward, that he had drawn himself up too 
high, and that for a moment his temper had spoiled his 
tone, and betrayed him into a look and manner too 
boastful, bordering on the ridiculous. He was in haste 
to repair the error. 

Not Garrick, in the height of his celebrity and of his 
susceptibility, was ever more anxious than Horace 
Churchill to avert the stroke of ridicule — to guard 
against the dreaded smile. As he wadked aWay, he felt 
behind his back that those he left were smiling in 
silence.* 

Lady Cecilia had thrown herself on a sofa, resting, 
after the labour of rsioquence de biUet. He stO{^d, and 
leaning over the back of the sofa on which she reclined^ 
repeated an Italian line in which was the word **jKmai^ 
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**Hy dear IsAj Cecilia, you, who understand and 
feel Italian so well, how expressive are some of their 
words! Panxmeggiarsi ! — untranslatable. One cannot 
say well in Engueh, to peacock one's self. To make 
one's sel&like unto a peacock is flat ; but, pmxmeggiarsr^ 
action, passion, picture, all in one ! To plume one's self 
comes nearest to it ; but the word cannot be given, even 
by equivalents, in English ; nor can it be naturalised, 
because, in fact, we have not the feeling. An English- 
man is too proud to boast — ^too bashful to strut ; if even 
he peacocks himself^ it is in a moment of anger, not in 
disiMay. The language of every country," continued 
he, raising his voice, m order to reach Lady Davenant, 
who just then returned to the room, as he did not wish 
to waste a philosophical observation on Lady Cecilia — 
** the language of every country is, to a certain degree, 
evidence in record, history of its character and man- 
ners." Then, lowering his voice almost to a whisper, 
but very distinct, turning while he spoke, so as to make 
sure that Miss Stanley heard — ^" Your young friend this 
morning quite captivated me by her nature — ^nature, the 
thing that now is most uncommon, a real natural woman ; 
and when in a beauty, how charming ! How delicious 
when one meets with effusion de cceur : a young lady, 
too, who speaks pure English, not a leash of languages 
at once ; and cultivated, too, your friend is, for one does 
not like ignorance, if one could have knowledge with- 
out pretension— so hard to find the golden mean ! — ^and 
if one coiild find it, one might not be nearer to — " 

Lady Cecilia listened for the finishing word, but none 
came. It all ended in a sigh to be interpreted as 
she pleased. A look towards the ottoman, where 
Beauclerc had now taken his seat beside Miss Stanley, 
seemed to point the meaning out: but Lady Cecilia 
knew her man too well to seem to understand him. 

Beauclerc, seated on the ottomati, was showing to 
Helen some passages in the book he was reading ; she 
read with attention, and from time to time looked up 
with a smile of intelligence and approbation. ^ What 
either said Horace could not hear, and he was the more 
curious, and when the book v^as put down, after car^- 
^essly opening others he took it up. Very much sur- 
prise was he to find it neither novel nor poem : many 
passages were marked with pencil notes of approbation, 
ne to& it ibr granted these were Beanclero^s ; there h* 
Vois. 2tlX.— G 13 
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was mistaken, they were Lady Davenanlfs. She was 
at her work-table. Horace, book in hand, approached ; 
the book was not in his line, it was more scientific thaa 
literary — ^it was for posterity more than for the day ; he 
had only turned it over as literary men turn over 
scientific books, to seize what may serve for a new 
simile or a good allusion ; besides, among^ his philoso- 
phical friends, the book being talked of, it was well to 
know enoij^h of it to have something to say, and he had 
said well, very judiciously he had praised it among the 
elect ; but now it was his fancy to depreciate it with all 
his might ; not that he disliked the author or the work 
now more than he had done before, but he was in the 
humour to take the opptosite side from Beauclerc ; so he 
threw the book from him contemptuously. 

** Rather a slight hasty thing, in my opmion," said he. 

Beauclerc^s eyes took fire as he exclaimed, *' Slight ! 
hasty ! this most noble, most solid work !" 

*^ Solid in your opinion,^' said Churchill, with a smile 
deferential, slightly sneering. 

'' Our own opinion is all that either of us can give,^ 
said Beauclerc ; ^' in my opinion it is the finest view of 
the progress of natural philosophy, the most enlarged, 
the most just in its judgments of the past, and in its 
prescience of the future ; in the richness of experimental 
knowledge, in its theoretic invention, the greatest 
work by any one individual since the time of Bacon." 

" And Bacon is under your protection too I" 

" Protection ! my protection V* said Beauclerc. 

" Pardon me, I simply meant to ask if you are one of 
those who swear by Lord Verulam.^ 

^' I swear by no man, I do not swear at all, not on 
philosophical siibjects especially; swearing adds nothing 
to faith," said Beauclerc. 

*' I stand corrected," said Churchill, '* and I would go 
further, and add, that in argument enthusiasm adds 
nothing to reason — ^much as I admire, as we all admire*** 
glancing at Miss Stanley, *' that enthusiasm with which 
this favoured work.has been advocated !" 

** I coifld not help'speaking warmly," cried Beauclerc ; 
"it is a book to inspire enthusiasm; there is such a 
noble spirit aU through it, so pure from petty passions, 
from all vulgar jealousies, all low concerns ! Judge of a 
bobk, somebody says, by the impression it leaves on 
your mind when you lay it down : this book stands that 
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lest, at least with me ; I lay it down with such a wish to 
follow — with steps ever so unequal, still to foUow 
where it points the way." 

** Bravo ! bravissimo ! hear him, hear him ! print him, 
print him ! hot-press from the author to the author, hot- 
press !** cried Churchill, and he laughed. 

lake one suddenly wakened from the trance of enthu- 
siasm by the cold touch of ridicule, stood Beauclerc, 
brought down from heaven to earth, and by that horrid 
little laugh, not the hearths laugh. 

*' But my being ridiculous does not make my cause so, 
and that is a comfort.*' 

*' And another comfort you may have, my dear Gran- 
ville," said Lady Davenant, " that ridicule is not the test 
of truth ; truth should be the test of ridicule." 

** But where is the book V continued Beauclerc. 

Helen gave it to him. 

" Now, Mr. Churchill," said Beauclerc, "1 am really 
anxious, I know you are such a good critic, will you 
show me these faults ? blame as well as praise must 
always be valuable from those who themselves excel." 

" You are too good," said Churchill. 

" Will you then be good enough to point out the 
errors for me V 

•* Oh, by no means," cried Churchill, " don't note me, 
do not quote me, I am nobody, and I cannot give up my 
authorities." 

^ But the truth is all I want to get at," said Beauclerc. 

^ Let her rest, my dear sir, at the bottom of her well ; 
there she is, and there she will be for ever and ever, and 
depend upon it none of our windlassing will ever bring 
her up." 

"Such an author as this," continued Beauclerc, 

** would have been so glad to have corrected any error." 

, ** So eveiy author tells you, but I never saw one of 

*them who did not look blank at a list of errata — ^if you 

' knew how little one is thanked for them !" 

• *^But YOU would be thanked now," said Beauclerc: 

'* the faults in style, at least." 

" Nay, I am no critic," said Churchill, confident in his 
habits of literary detection ; '* but if you ask me," said 
he, as he disdainfully flirted the leaves back and forward 
with a " There now !" and " Here now !" " We should 
BOt call that good writing— you could not think this cor- 

62 
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rect 1 I may be wrong, bot 1 ^ould not use Ibis pbrase* 
Hardly English that— colloquial, I think; ami this 
awkward ablative case absolute— never admitted now." 

*'Thank you*** said Beauclerc, ** these faults are 
easily mended.** 

'* Easily mended, say you? I say, better make a new 
one." 
I «« Who could 1" said Beauclerc. 

'* How many faults you see,^' said Helen, ^ which I 
should never have perceived unless you had pointed 
them out, and I am sorry to know them now.*' 

Smiling at Helen's look of sincere mortification, in 
contrast at this moment with Mr. QhurchiU's air of 
satisfied critical pride, Lady Davenant said, 

** Why sorry, my dear Helen t No human work can 
be perfect; Mr. Churchill may be proud of that strength 
of eye which in such a powerful light can count the 
spots. But whether it be the best use to make of his 
eyes, or the best use that can be made of the Us^t, re 
mains to be considered.** 



CHAPTER XV. 

BcTOND measure was (%urchill proroked to find Lady 
Davenant against him* and on the same side as Granyille 
Beauclerc — all unused to contradiction in his own soci- 
ety, where he had long been supreme, he felt a differ- 
ence of opinion so sturdily maintained as a personal 
insult. 

For so young a man as Beauclerc, yet unknown to 
fame, not only to challenge the combat but to obtain the 
i^ victory, was intolerable ; and the more so, because his 
' young opponent appeared no ways elated or surprised, 
but seemed satisfied to attribute his success to the good- 
ness of his cause, 

Churchill had hitherto always managed wisely his 
ffreat stakes and pretensions in both the fashionable and 
uterary world. He had never actually published any 
thing except a clever article or two in a review, or an 
epigram, attributed to him but not aoknowledged. Hav- 
ing avoided giving bis measure, it was believed he was 
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ibor« all who had been publicly tried— it was alwa3r8 
said — ^* If Horace Churchill would but publish, he would 
surpass every other author of our times.'' 

Churchill accordingly dreaded and hated all who 
might by possibility approach the throne of fashion, or 
interfere with his dictatorship in a certain literary set 
in London, and from this moment he began cordisdUy to 
detest Beauclerc — ^he viewed him with scornful yet vrith 
jealous eyes ; but his was the jealousy of vanity, not 
of love ; it regarded Lady Davenant and his fashionable 
reputation in the first place — Helen only in the second. 
Lady Davenant observed all this, ai^d was anxious to 
know now much or how little Helen had seen, and what 
degree of interest it excited in her mind. One morn- 
ing, when they were alone together, looking over a 
cabinet of cameos, Lady Davenant pointed to one which 
she thought like Mr. Beauclerc. Helen did not see the 
likeness. 

« People see likenesses very differently," said Lady 
Davenant. '* But you and I, Helen, usually see charac- 
ters, if not faces, with the same eyes. I have been 
thinking of these two gentlemen, Mr. Churchill and Mr. 
Beauclerc — ^which do you think the most agreeable ?" 

''Mr. Churchill is amusing certainly," said Helen. 
" but I think Mr. Beauclerc's conversation much more 
interesting — though Mr. Churchill is agreeable, some- 
times — when—" 
*• When he flatters you," said Lady Davenant. 
•* When he is not satirical — I was going to say," said 
Helen. 

•* There is a continual petty brilliancy, a petty effort 
too," continued Lady Davenant, *^ in Mr. Churchill, that 
tires me — sparks struck perpetually, but then you hear 
tiie striking of the flints, the clink of the tinder-box." 

Helen, though she admitted the tinder-box, thought it 
too low a comparison. She thought Churchill's were 
not mere sparks.' 

" Well, fireworks if you will," said Lady Davenant, 
" that rise, blaze, burst, fall, and leave you m darkness, 
and with a disagreeable smell too ; and it's BUfeu eTartifice 
after all. Now in Beauclerc there is too little art and 
too ardent nature. Some French friends of mine who 
knew both said of Mr. Churchill, ' De Vesprit on nepeut ^oj 
plutf mime d PariSf the highest compliment a Parisian 
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can pay, but they allowed that Beanclerc had *5ei 

plus ffameJ* ** 

*' Yea,^' aaid Helen ; ^ how far auperior T' 

** It has been aaid,** continued Lad>[ Davenant, *Hhi 
it ia safer to iudge of men by their actions than by thei 
words, but there are few actions and many words * 
life ; and if women would avail themselvea of thei 
daily, hourly opportunities of judging people by thei 
words, they would get at the natural characters, or, wha 
is of just as much consequence, tbey would pent 
trate through the acquired habits ; and hore, Helen, y( 
have two good studies before 3^ou." 

Preoccupied as Helen was with the certainty of Beau* 
clerc being an engaged, almost a married man, and 
looking, as she did« on Churchil} as one who must con«| 
aider her utterly beneath his notice, she listened to Lady', 
Davenant's remarks as she would have done to ebser«i 
vations about two characters in a novel or on the sta^e. 

As Churchill could not immediately manifest his', 
hatred of Beauclerc, it worked inwardly the more. He 
did not sleep well this night, and when he got up in the 
morning, there was something the matter with \da^. 
Nervous, bilious — cross it could not be ; jaumalier (a 
French word settles every tYangy-^oumnlier he allowed 
he was ; he rather gloriea in it, because his being per- 
mitted to be so proved his power-rfhis prerogative of 
fortune and talent combined. 

In the vast competition of the London world, it is not 
permitted to every man to be in his humour or out of 
his humour at pleasure ; but, by an uncommon combi- 
nation of circumstances, Churchill had established his 
privilege of caprice ; he was allowefl to have his bad 
and his good days, and the highest people and the finest 
smiled, and submitted to his *' cachet de fcmeur et de dis^ 
frace;^^ and when he was sulky, rude, or snappish, called 
It only Horace Churchill's way. They even prided 
themselves on his preferences and his aversions. ** Hor- 
ace is always charming when he is with us." — '* With 
me you have no idea how delightful he is.*' — ^*' Indeed I 
must do him the justice to say that I never found him 
otherwise.** — ^While the less favoured permitted him to 
be as rude as he pleased, and only petted him, and told 
of his odd ways to those who sighed in vain to have him 
at their parties. But Lady Davenant was not a peraon 
to pet or spoil achild of any age^ and to the gsmnai 
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^ Mr. Chmrchin was not particularly agreeable-*-not 
sort ; while to Lady Cecilia, secure in prace, l^eauty, and 
fashion, his humours were only matter of amusementi 
j^ . and she bore with him pleasantly and laughingly. 
^y ' '* Such weather !'* cried he in a querulous tone ;^ '.* how 
jQjf, can a man have any sense in such weather t Som^for* 
of 2 signer says* that the odious climate of England is aa 
ijy ^ over-balance for her good constitution. The sun of 
^^^7, the south is in truth weU worth the liberty of the north. 
I V- It is a sad thing,'' said he, with a very sentimental air, 
^^ '* that a free-bom Briton should be servile to these skyey 
' influences ;" and, grumbling on, he looked out of the 
'B» Mrindow as cross as he pleased, and nobody minded him. 
J ^ The aid-de-camp civilly agreed with him that it was hor- 
'(^ rid weather, and likely to sain, and it did rain ; and every 
^^ one knows how men, like children, are in certain circum- 
fg^, stances affected miserably by a rainy day. There was 
9^e, no going out ; horses at the door, and oblig[ed to be dis- 
^jg misse^. Well, since there could be no ridmg, the next 
ff^ best thing, the aid-de camp thought, was to talk of 
jj^ t^orses, and the officers all grew eager, and Churchill 
01, ^d a mind to exert himself so far as to show them that 
/g he knew more of the matter than they did ; that he was 
r^ no mere book-man ; but on this unlucky day all went 
,f. wrong. It happened thai Horace fell into sq^ie grlev- 
q( ous error concerning the genealogy of a famous race- 
horse, and disconcerted more than he would have been 
^l at being convicted of any degree of moral turpitude, 
,( vexed and ashamed, he talked no more of Newmarket 
j. or of Doncaster, left the race-ground to those who 
, prided themselves on the excellences of their four- 
I footed betters, and lounged into the billiard-room. 

He found Lady Cecilia playing with Beauclerc; Miaa 
Stanley was looking on. Churchill was a famous bil- 
liard-player, and took his turn to show how much bet- 
ter than Beauclerc he performed, but this day his hand 
was out, his eye not good ; he committed blunders of 
which a novice might have been ashamed ; took his an- 
tagnoist's ball for his own, ran a coupf and finished in a 
passion by tearing the cloth with his cue. And there 
was Miss Stanley and there was Beauclerc by to see! 
and Beauclerc pitied him ! 

line extreme of huouui mieerj ! 

He retreated to the book-room, but there the 
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Horace, with all the sages, poets, and novelists of 
every age within his reach, reached them not ; but with 
his hands in his pockets, hke any squire or schoolboy 
under the load of ignorance or penalties of idleness, 
stood before the chimney-piece, eying the pendule, and 
Terily believing that this morning the hands went back- 
ward. Dressing-time at last came, and dinner-time, 
bnnging relief how often to man and child ill-tempered ; 
but this day to Churchill dinner brought only discom- 
fiture worse discomfited. 

Some of the neighbouring families were to dine at 
Clarendon Park. Mr. Churc^ll abhorred country neigh- 
bours and country gentlemen. Among these, however, 
were some not unworthy to be perceived by him ; and 
besides these, there were some foreign ofSicers ; one in 
particular, from Spain, of high rank and birth, of the 
sangre aztda, the blue blood, who have the privilege of 
the silken cord if they should come to be hanged. This 
Spaniard was a man of distinguished talent, and for him 
Horace might have been expected to shine out ; it was 
his pleasure, however, this day to disappoint expecta- 
tions, and to do "the dishonours of his country." He 
would talk only of eating, of which he was privileged 
not only to speak but to judge, and pronounce upon en 
dernier ressort, though this was only an air, for he was 
not really a gourmand; but after ogling through his 
glass the distant dishes, when they with a wish came 
nigh, he, after a cursory glance or a close inspection, 
made them with a nod retire. 

At last he thought an opportunity offered for bringing 
in a well-prepared anecdote which he had about Cam- 
ba9eres, and a hot blackbird and white feet, but unluckily 
a country gentleman would tell some history of a battle 
between poachers and gamekeepers, which fixed the 
attention of the company till the moment for the anec- 
dote was past. 

Horace left his tale untold, and spoke word never more 
till a subject was started on which he thought he could 
come out unrivalled. General Clarendon had some re- 
markably good wines. Churchill was referred to as a 
judge, and he allowed them to be all good, but he prided 
himself on possessing a certain Spanish wine, esteemed 
above all price, because not to be had for money — anions 
tillado is its name. Horace appealed to the Spanish 
officer, who confirmed all he said of this vinous phe** 
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nomenon. " No cultivator can be certain of producinff 
it. It has puzzled, almost to death, all the growers of 
Xeres : it is a variety of sherry, almost as difficult to 
Judge of as to procure." 
But Mr. Churchill boasted he had some, undoubtedly 

Smuine; he added/** that Spanish Judges had assured 
m his taste was so accurate he might venture to 
pronounce upon tlie difficult question of amontillado or 
not." 

While he yet spoke, General Clarendon, unawares, 
placed before him some of this very fine wine, which, 
as he finished speaking, Churchill swallowed without 
knovring it from some other sherry which he had been 
drinking. He would have questioned that it was genu- 
ine, but the Spaniard* as far as he could pretend to judge, 
thought it unquestionable. 

Chwchill's countenance fell in a manner that quite 
surprised Helen, and exceedingly amused Lady Cecilia. 
He was more mortified and vexed by this fiailure than 
by all the rest, for the whole table smiled. 

The evening of this day of misfortune was not brighter 
than the morning, every thin^ was wrong-— even at night 
—-at night when at last the dinner company, the country 
visiters, relieved him from their presence, and when 
some comfort might be had, he thought, stretched in a 
good easy-chair— Lord Davenant had set him the ex- 
ample. But something had happened to all the chairs,— 
there were a variety of fashionable kinds ; he tried them 
by turns, but none of them this night would suit him. Yet 
Lady Cecilia maintained (for the general had chosen 
them) that they were each and all of them in their way 
comfortable, in the full English spirit of the word, and 
according to the French explanation of com/br^ad/^, given 
to us by the Duchess d'Abrantes, canvenablemerU bon ; but 
in compassion to Mr, ChurchiU^s fastidious restlessness, 
she would now show him a perfection of a chair which 
she had just had made for her own boudoir. She or- 
dered that it should be brought, and in it rolled, and it 
was looked at in everjr direction and sat in, and no fault 
could be found with it, even by the great fault-finder; 
but what was it called 1 It was neither a lounger, nor a 
dormouse, nor a Cooper, nor a Nelson, nor a kangaroo : 
a chair without a name would never do ; in all things 
fashionable the name is more than half. Such a happy 
name as kangaroo Lady Cecilia despaired of finding for 
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her new favourite, bnt she begged some one would give 
it a good one ; whoever gave her the best name should 
be invited to the honours and pleasures of the sitting in 
this chair for the rest of the night. 

Her eyes, and all eyes,' turned upon Mr. Churchill, but 
whether the occasion was too great, or that his desire 
to satisfy the raised expectation of the public was too 
high-strained, or that the time was out of joint, or that 
he was out of sorts, the fact was, he could find no name. 

Beauclerc, who had not yet tried the chair, sank into 
its luxurious depth, and leaning back, asked if it might 
not be appropriately called the " Sleepy-hollow." 

" Sleepy-hollow !" repeated Lady Cecilia, " excellent !** 
and by acclamation " Sleepy-hollow" was approved ; but 
when Beauclerc was invited to the honours of the sitting, 
he declined, declaring that the name was not his inven- 
tion, only his recollection ; it had been given by a friend 
of his to some sudti easy-chair. 

Ifhis magnanimity was too much for Horace; he 
looked at his watch, found it was bed-time, poshed the 
chair out of his way, and departed ; Beauclerc, the first 
and last idea in this his day of mortifications. 

Seeing a man subject to these petty irritations lowers 
him in the eyes of woman. For that susceptibility of 
temper arising from the jealousy of love, even when 
excited by tnfles, woman makes all reasonable, all 
natural allowance ; but for the jealousy of self-love she 
has no pity. Unsuited to the manl^r character !-h30 
Helen thought, and so every woman thinks. 



CHAPTER XVI. 

It was expected by all who had witnessed his discom- 
fiture and his parting push to the chair, that Mr. ChurchiU 
would be off early in the morning — such was his wont 
when he was disturbed in vanity : but he reappeared at 
breakfast. 

This day was a good day with Horace ; he determined 
it should be so, and though it was again a wet dayihe 
now showed that he could rule the weather of his own 
humour, when intensity of will was wakened by rivaliy* 
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He made himself most agreeable, and the man of yt iter* 
day was forgotten or remembered only as a foil t0 the 
maa of to-day. The words he so much loved to hear, 
and to vhich he had so often surreptitiously listenedi 
"were now repeated — " No one^can be so agreeablo as 
Horace Churchill is on his good days !" 

Bright he shone out, all gayety and graciousness : the 
cachet defaveur was for all, out its finest impression was 
for Helen. He tried flattery and wit, eacn playing on 
the other with reflected and reflecting lustre, for a 
woman naturally says to herself, " When this man has 
so much wit, his flattery even must be worth some- 
thing.'* 

And another day came, and another, and another party 
of friends filled the house, and still Mr. Churchill re- 
mained, and was now the delight of all. As far as con- 
cerned his successes in society, no one was more ready 
to join in applause than Beauclerc; but when Helen 
was in question he was different, though he had reasoned 
himself into the behef that he could not yet love Miss 
Stanley, therefore he could not be jealous. But he had 
been glad to observe that she had from the first seemed 
tasee what sort of a person Mr. Churchill was. She 
was now only amused, as everybody must be, but she 
would never be interested by such a man as Horace 
Churchill, a wit without a soul. If she were — why he 
could never feel any further interest about her — ^that 
was all! 

So it went on ; and now Lady Cecilia was as much 
amused as she expected by these daily jealousies, con- 
flicts, and comparisons, the feelings perpetually tricking 
themselves out, and strutting about, calling themselves 
judgments, like the servants in Gil Bias in their masters' 
clothes, going about as counts, dukes, and grandees. 

^' Well, resdly,*' said Lady Cecilia to Helen, one day, 
as she was standing near her tambour-frame, " you are 
an industrious creature, and the only very industrious 
person I ever could bear. I have myself a natural 
aversion to a needle, but that tambour-needle I can 
better endure than a common one, because, in the first 
I^ace, it makes a little noise in the world ; one not only 
sees but hears it getting on; one finds, that without 
dragging it draws at every link a lengthened chain.** 

'*It is called chainstitch, is it notV said the aid-de- 



camp ; *^ and Miss Stanley is working on so famoasly 

fa^ at it, she will have ns all in her chains by-and-by." 

'*Bow, Miss 'Stanley/' said Lady Ceciua; "that 
pretty compliment deserves at least a bow, if not a 
look-up." 

" I should prefer a look-down, if I were to choose," 
said GhurchiU. 

''Beggars must not be choosers/' said the aid-de« 
camp. 

" But the very reason I can bear to look at you woik- 
ing, Helen," continued Lady Cecilia, '* is, because you 
do look up so often-^o refreshingly. The professed 
notables I detest — those who never raise their eyes 
from their everlasting work; whatever is said, read, 
thought, or felt is wini them of secondary importance 
to that bit of muslin In which they are making holes, or 
that bit of canvass on which they are perpetniting such 
figures or flowers as nature scorns to look upon. I did 
not mean any thing agstinst you, mamma, I assure you," 
continued Cecilia, turning to her mother, who was also 
at her embroidering frame, '* because, though you do 
work, or have work before you, to do you justice, you 
never attend to it in the least." 

'* Thank you ! my dear Cecilia," said Lady Davenant, 
smiling ; *' I am, indeed, a sad bungler, but still I shall 
always maintain a great respect for work and workers, 
and I have good reasons for it." 

'* And so have I," said Lord Davenant. " I only wish 
that men who do not know what to do with their hands 
were not ashamed to sew. If custom had but allowed 
us this resource, how many valuable lives might have 
been saved, how many rich ennuy^s would not have 
hung themselves, even in November ! Vl^hat yean of 
war, what overthrow of empires might ]iave been 
avoided, if princes and sultans, instead of throwing han4' 
kerchiefs, had but hemmed them !" 

" No, no," said Ladv Davenant, ** recollect that the 
race of Spanish kings has somewhat deteriorated sinca 
they exchanged the sword for the tambour-frame. We 
had better have things as they are : leave us the privi- 
lege of the needle, and what a valuable resource it is ; 
sovereign against the root of all evil — an antidote both 
to love m idleness and hate in idleness—- which is most 
to be dreaded', let those who have felt bgth decide. I 
think we ladies must be allowed to keep the privilege 
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•f tlie DMdle to ounehes, humble thoii^ it be, for we 
must allow it is a good one." 

" Grood at need," said Churchill. ^ There is an excel- 
lent print, by Bouck, I believe, of an old woman beating 
the devil with a distaff : distaffs hare been oot of fashion 
with spinsters ever since, 1 fancy." 

'* But as she was old, Churchill," said Lord Davenant, 
^ might not your lady have defied his black majesty, 
without her mstaff ?" 

'^ His black majestv ! I admire your distinction, my 
lord," said Churchill, " but give it more emphasis ; for 
all kings are not black in the eyes of the fair, it is said, 
you know." And here he began an anecdote of regal 
Bcandal, in which Lady Cecilia stopped him— 

" Now, Horace, I potest against vour beginning with 
Bcandal so early in the morning. None of your on ditSf 
for decency's sake, before luncheon ; wait till evening." 
Churchill coughed, and shrugged, and sighed, dnd de- 
clued he would be temperate ; he would not touch a 
character, upon his honour ; he would only indulge in a 
few little personahties ; it could not hurt any lady's 
feelings that he should criticise or praise absent beau- 
ties. So he just made a review of all he could recollect, 
in answer to a question one of the officers. Captain 
Wannsley, had asked him, and which, in an absent nt, he 
had had the ill-manners yesterday, as now he recollected, 
not to answer — ^Whom he considered as altogether the 
handsomest woman of his acquaintance? Beauclerc 
was now in the room, and Horace was proud to display, 
before him in particular, his infinite knowledge of all the 
fair smd fashionable, and all that might be admitted 
fashionable without being fair — ^all that have the je ne 
sais juaiy which is than beauty dearer. As one conscious 
of his power to consecrate or desecrate, by one look of 
disdain or one word of maise, he stood ; and beginninff 
at the lowest conceivable point, his uttermost notion of 
want of beauty— his laid ideal, naming one whose image, 
no doabt, every charitable imagination will here supply, 
Horace next fixed upon another for his mediocrity point 
—what he should call just ''well enough" — asiez hien, 
iuui-^ixiBt up to the Bellasis motto, ^^ Bonne et belle 
auezJ* Then, in the ascending scale, he rose to those 
who, in common parlance, may be called charming, 
fascinating ; and stul for each he had his fastidious loMC 
and depreciating word. Just keeping within the verge^ 
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Horace, without exposing himself to the tidicide of ccns 
combry, ended by sighing for that being '* made of every 
creature's best" — ^perfect, yet free from the curse of per* 
fection. Then, suddenly turning to Beauclerc, and tap* 
ping him on the shoulder — ^* Do give us your notions — 
to what sort of a body or mind, now, would you willingly 
bend the knee ?** 

Beauclerc could not or would not tell— '* I only know 
that whenever I bend the knee,** said he, " it will be 
because I cannot help it !" 

Beauclerc could not be drawn out either by Churchill's 
persiflage or flattery, and he tried both, to talk of his 
tastes or opinions of women. He felt too much 
perhaps about love to talk much about it. This all 
agreed well in Helen's imagination with what Lady Ce- 
cilia had told her of his secret engagement. She was 
sure he was thinking of Lady Blanche, and that he could 
not venture to describe her, lest he should betray him- 
self and his secret. Then, leaving Churchill and the 
talkers, he walked up and down the room alone, at the 
farther side, seeming as if he were recollecting some 
lines which he repeated to himself, and. then stopping 
before Lady Cecilia, repeated to her, m a very low 
voice, the following. 

** 1 saw her upon nearer view, 
A spirit, yet a woman too ! 
Her household motions light and free, 
And steps of virgin liberty ; 
A coantenance in which did meet 
Sweet records, promises as sweet ; 
A creature not too bright or good 
For human nature's wly food ; 
For transient sorrows, simple wilesy 
Praise, blame, lofve, kiasee, tears, and amilea*** 

Helen thought Lady Blanche must be a charming 
creature if she was like this picture ; but somehow, 
as she afterward told Lady Cecilia, she had formed a 
different idea of Lady Kanche Forrester. Cecilia 
smiled, and asked, " How ! difierent how V* 

Helen did not exactly know, but altogether she had 
imagined that she must be more of a heroine, or per- 
haps more of a woman of rank and fashion. She had 
not formed any exact idea*— but different altogether 
from this description; Lady GeciMa again smiled^ airf 
saidy 
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** Venr natiiral ; and« after all, not yenr certain that the 
Lady Blanche is like this pictrare, which was not drawn 
for her or from her assuredly — a resemblance fomid only 
in flie imagination, to which we are all of us, more or 
less, dupes ; and UmtmietuBf say I — tantpiSf says mamma 
— and all mothers." 

** There is one thing I like better in Mr. Beauderc's 
manners than in Mr. Churchill," said Helen. 

** There are a hundred I like better/* said Lady Ce- 
cilia, ^ bat what is your one thing!'* 

" That he always speaks of woman in general with 
respect — as if he had more confidence in them, and 
more dependence upon them for his happiness. Now 
Mr. Churchill, with all the.adoratiqn he professes, seems 
to look upon them as idols that he can set up or pull 
down, bend the knee to or break to pieces, at pleasure 
— ^I could not like a man for a friend who had a bad, or 
even a contemptuous, opinion of women— could yon, 
Cecilia?" 

" Certainly not," Lady Cecilia said ; the general had 
always, naturally, the greatest respect ror women. 
Whatever prejudices he had taken up had been only 
caught from others, and lasted only till ne had got rid of 
the impression of certain ** untoward circumstances." 
Bven a grave, serious dislike, both Lady Cecilia and 
Helen agreed that they could bear better than that per- 
siilage which seemed to mock even while it most pro- 
fessed to admire. 

Horace presently discovered the mistakes he had 
made in his attempts, and repaired them as fast as he 
could by his infinite versatilUy. The changes shaded 
off with a skill which made them run easily into each 
other. He perceived that Mr. Beauderc's respectful 
air and tone were preferred, and he now laid himself 
out in the respectfm line, adding, as he flattered him- 
self; something of a finer point, more polish in whatever 
he said, and with more weight of authority. 

But he was mortified to find that it did not produce 
the expected effect, and, after having done the respect- 
lal one morning, as he fiincied, in the happiest manner, 
he was vexed to perceive that he not only could not 
raise Helen's eyes from her work, but that even Lady 
Davenant did not attend to him ; and that, as he was 
rounding one of his best periods, her looks were directed 
.to the oSier side of the room, where Beauclerc sat apart ; 
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and preMnfly riie caUed to him, and begged to know 
what it was he was reading. She said she quite envied 
him the power he possessed of foeing^ rapt into fnture 
times or past, completely at his author's bidding^, to be 
transported how vad where he pleased. 

Beauclerc brought the book to her, and put it into her 
hand. As she took it she said, ** As we advance in life, 
it becomes more and more difficult to find in any book 
the sort of enchanting, entrancing interest which we 
enjoyed when life, and books, and we ourselves were 
new. It were vain to try and settle/ whether the fault 
is most in modem books, or in our ancient selves ; prob- 
ably not in either : the fact is, that not onhr does the 
imagination cool and weaken as we grow older, but we 
become, as we live on in this world, too much engrossed 
by the real business and cares of life, to have feeling or 
time for factitious, imaginary interests. But why do I 
say factitious! while they last, the imaginative inter- 
ests are as real as any others." 

*' Thank you,** said Beauclerc, ^ for doinff justice to 
poor imagination* whose pleasures are surdy, after all, 
the highest, the most real that we have, unwarrantably 
as the^ have been decried both by metaphysicians and 
physicians.'* 

The book which had so fixed Beanclerc*8 attentloA 
was Segur*s History of Napoleon's Russian Campaign. 
He was at the page where the homing of Moscow is 
described— -the picture of Bonaparte's despair, when 
he met resolution greater than nis own, when he felt 
himself vanciuished by the human mind, by patriotiam, 
by virtue — ^virtue in which he could not believe, the ex* 
istence of which, with all his imagination, he could not 
conceive ; the power which his indomitable will could 
not conouer. 

Beauclerc pointed to the account of that famous in* 
Bcription on the iron gate of a church which the French 
found still standing, the words written by Rostopchia 
^[ter the burning of his " delightful home.'' 
' ^ Frenchmen^ I haoe betn eight years in emheUisking' tku 
residence ; I have lived in ii happUy in the hasom of my 
family. The inhabitants of this estate (amomUing' to sev- 
enteen hundred and twenty) have quitted it at your approach ; 
and I have, with my own hands ^ set fire to my own hause^ to 
prevent it from being polluted by your presenfe-'*^ 

^See what one, even one magnanimous individiial 



can do for his coimiKy," exclaimed Bemielerc. ^ How 
little did Uiis sacrifice cost him ! Sacrifice do 1 say ! it 
was a pride — a jdeasure.'* 

CharchiU did not at all like the expression of Helen's 
coimtenance, for he perceived she sympathized with 
Beauderc's enthusiasm. He saw that romantic enthu- 
siasm had more charm for her than wit or fashion ; and 
now he meditated another change of style. He would 
try a noble style. He resolved that the first conve- 
nient opportumty he would be a Uttle romantic, and per- 
haps, even take a touch at chivalry, a burst like Beau- 
clercy but in a way of his own, at the degeneracy of 
modem times. He tried it— but it was quite a failure ; 
Lady Cecilia, as he overheard, whispered to Helen what 
was once 8aid,Ve believe, of Chateaubriand — 

** Ah ! le pmttfre homme ! comme il se hatte lesflanes tPun 
fwthounasme de commande,^* 

Horace was too clever a man to persist in a wrong 
line, or <me in which his test of right success did not 
crown hu endeavours. If this did not do, somethinff 
else would — should^ It was impossible that with afl 
bis spirit of resource he should ultimately fail. To 
please, and to make an impression on Helen, a greater 
impression than Beauclerc— to annoy Beauclerc, in 
short, was still, independently of all serious thoughts, 
the utmost object of Churchill's endeavours. 



CHAPTER XVn. 

About this time a circumstance occurred, which 
■eemed to have nothing to do with Churchill or Beau- 
clerc, but which eventually brought both their char- 
acters into action and passion. 

Lord Davenant had purchased, at the sale of Dean 
Stanley's pictures, several of those which had been the 
dean's favourites, and which, independently of their 
positive merit, were peculiarly dear to Helen. He had 
ordered that they should be sent down to Clarendon 
^aik ; at first, he only begged house-room for them from 
the general whUe he and Lady Davenant were in Russia ; 
flwn he said, that in case he should never return, he 



1 



Ml 

wished the piGtaresihoiild be divided between hie two 
dear children, Cecilia and Helen : and that, te preveot 
diaputee, he woold make the distribution fk them hbn 
sell now, and in the kindest and rooet playful manner 
he allotted them to each, always findings aorae exc^lent 
reason for giving to Helen those which he knew she 
liked best ; and then there was to be a ktmging cm^ 
mUtee^ tor hanging the pictures, which occasioned a 
great deal of talking, Beauclerc always thinking most 
of Helen, or of what was really best for the paintings ; 
Horace most of himself and his aflftatenrship. 

Among these pictures were some fine Wouverman's, 
and other huntiiw and hawking pieces, and one in per- 
ticalar of the Duchess and her Ladies, from Don Qinxote* 
Beauclerc, who had gone round examining and admix^- 
inir, stood fixed when he came to this picture, in which 
ne lancied he discovered in one of the figures some like-i 
ness to Helen ; the lady had a hawk upon her wrist. 
Churchill came up eagerly to the examinationy with 
glass at eye. He could not discern the slightest resem- 
blance to Miss Stanley ; but he was in histe to biuw 
out an excellent observation of his own, which he baa 
made hia own from a Quarterly RoTiew, iUustrating 
the advantage it would be to painters to possess know- 
ledge, even of kinds seemingly most distant from tto 
line of their profession. 

" For instance, now, d prioHj one should not insist 
upon a great painter's being a good omitholo{(ist, and 
vet, for want of being scNnething of a bird-fancier, look 
here what he has done — quite absurd, a sort of hawk 
introduced, such as never was or could be at any hawk- 
ing affair in nature ; would not sit upon lady's wrist or 
answer to her csdl — would never fly at a bird. Now you 
see this is a ridiculoos Unader." 

While Churchill plumed himself on this critical re- 
mark. Captain Warmsley iold of who slill kept hawfcs 
in England, and of the hawking-partiea he had seen and 
heard of—" even this year, that famova hawking in 
Wiltshire, and that other in Norfolk." 

Churchill asked Warmsley if he had been at Loid 
Bernera's when Lanseer was there studying the subject 
of his famous hawking scene. *' Have yon seen it, Idriy 
Cecilia I" continued he ; 'Mt is beautiful ; the faiids seem 
to be absolutely coming out of the pktore;" and he 
was going <m with some of his connoisaflwiahip, aai 
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toiMii^ of his .mortification in hftving missed the pur. 
chase of that picture ; bat Warmsley got back to the 
hawking he had seen, and he became abMlutely eloqnent 
in describhiig the sport. 

Churchill, though eager to speak, listened with toler- 
aUy pohte patience till Warmsley came to vhat he had 
forgot to mention, to the label with the date of place and 
year that is put upon the heron's leg ; to the heron 
broaght from Denmark, where it had been caught, with 
the label of having be^ let fly from Lord Bemers's ) 
'*for,'* continued he, "the heron is always to besaye^ 
if possible ; so, when it is down, and the hawk over it, 
the falconer has some raw beef ready minced, and lays 
it on the heron's back, or a pigeon, just killed, is some- 
times used ; the hawk devours it, and the heron, quite 
safe, as soon as it recovers iVom its fright, mounts slowly 
i»pwards and returns to its heronry." 

Helen listened eagerly* and so did Lady Cecilia, who 
nid, ''You know, Helen, our favourite Washington 
Irving c^ttotes that in days of yore ' a lady of rank did 
&<t tiimk herself completely equipped in riding forth, 
vnless she had her tasselgentel held by Jesses on her 
delicate hand.'" 

Before her words were well finished, Beanclerc had 
decided what he #ould do, and the business is half- 
dene that is well begun. He was at the library-table, 
wnting as fast as pen could p[0, to ^ve carte-blanche to 
} friend, to secure for him immediately a whole hawk- 
uv e8tidE>lislmient which Warmsley had mentioned, and 
which was now upon public sale, or privately to be parted 
^th by the present possessor. 

At the very moment when Beanclerc was signing and 
J!f^^ at one end of the room, at the other, Horace 
Churchill, to whom something of the same plan had 
^I'curred, was charming Lady Cecilia Clarendon, by 
o^oiiag to her his scheme — anticipating the honour of 
*^^ikg one of his hawks borne upon her delicate wrist. 
. Beanclerc, after despatching his letter, came up just 
^ time to catch the sound and the sense, and took 
^^ace aside to tell him what he had done. Horace 
l^sd vexed, and haughtily observed, that he conceived 
^ place at Erlesmede was better calculated for a hawk« 
>Ag«puty than most places in Enflaod; and he had 
^''^y announced Us intentions to the ladies. The 
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way was open to hhn-^at Beauelarc did not see wiiy 
he should recede ; the same post might carry both their 
letters-— hoth their orders/' 

" How far did your order go, may I ask I" said. 
Churchill. 

<' Carte-blanche." 

Churchill owned, with a sarcastic smile, that he was 
not prepared to go quite so far in trampling upon impos- 
sibilities. He was not quite so young as Granville ; he, 
unfortunately, had arrived at srears of discretion — he 
said unfortunately ; without ironical reservation, he pro- 
.tested from the bottom of his heart he considered it as 
a misfortune to have become that slow circumspect 
sort of creature which looks before it leaps; Even 
though this might save him from the fate of the man 
who was in Sicily, still he considered it as unfortunate 
to have lost so much of his natural enthusiasm. 

'* Natural enthusiasm !" Beauclerc could not help re- 
peating to himself, and he went on his own way. it 
must be confessed, as even Beaiu;lerc*s best friends 
allowed, counting among them Lady Davenant and his 
guardian, that never was man of sense more subject to 
that kind of temporary derangement of the reasoning 
powers which results from being what is called bit by 
a fancy ; he would then run on straight forward, with- 
out looking to the right or the left, in pursuit of his 
object, great or smau. That hawking establishment 
now in view completely shut out, for the moment* all 
other ol^ects ; and hawks, and tercels, and lures filled 
his head; and before his imagination were 'hawking 
scenes, and Helen with a hawk on her wrist, looking 
most graceful— -a hawk of his own training it should be. 
Then, how to train a hawk became the question. While 
he was waiting for the answer to his carte-blanche, 
nothing better, or so good, could be done, as to make 
himself master of the whole business, and for this pur- 
pose he found it essential to consult every book on 
ndconry that could be found in the library, and a great 
plague he became to everybody in the course of this 
book-hunt. 

"What a bore!" Warmsley might be excused for 
inuttering deep and low between the teeth. General 
Clarendon signed and groaned. Lady Davenant boie 
and forbore philosophically— it was for Beauclerc ; and 
to her great philosophy she gave all the credit of her 
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indulgent partiality. Lady Cecilia, hal^annoyed yet 
ever good-natured, carried her complaisance so far as 
to consult the catalogue and book-shelyes sundry times 
in one hour ; but she was not famous for patience, and 
she soon resigned him to a better friend-— Helen, the 
most indefatigable of book-hunters. She had been well 
trained to it by her uncle ; had been used to it all her 
life ; and really took pleasure in the tiresome business. 
She assured Beauclerc it was not the least trouble, and 
he thought she looked beautiful when she said so. 
Whosoever of the male kind, young, and of ardent, not 
to say impatient, spirit, has ever been aided a^id abetted 
in a sudden whim, assisted, forwarded, above all, sym- 
pathized with, through all the changes and chances of 
a reigning fancy, may possibly conceive how charming, 
and more charming every hour, perhaps minute, Helen 
became in Beauclerc*s eyes. But, all in the way of 
friendship, observe. Perfectly so— on her part, for she 
could not have another idea, and it was for this reason 
she was so much at her ease. He so understood it, 
and, thoroughly a gentkman, free from coxcombry, as 
be was, and interpreting the language and manners of 
women with instinctive delicacy, they went on delight* 
fully. Churchill was on the watcli, but he was not 
iJarmed; all was so undisguised and frank, that now ha 
Wan to feel assured that love on her side not only was» 
but ever would be, quite out of the question. 

Beauclerc was, indeed, in the present instance, really 
uod truly intent upon what he was about; and he pur- 
tued the History of Falconry, with all its episodes, from 
the olden time of the Boke of St. Alban's down to the 
last number of the Sporting Magazine, including Colonel 
Thornton's latest flight, with &e adventures of his red 
falcons. Miss M'Ghee and Lord Townsend, and his red 
tercels, Messrs Croc Franc and Caai^on; not for- 
getting that never-to-be-forgotten hawking of the Em- 
peror Arambombamboberus with Trebizonian eayles,. 
on the authority of a manuscript in the Grand Seigmor's ' 
library. * 

Beauclerc had such extraordinaiy dependence upon 
the sympathy of his friends, that when he was reading 
any thing tnat interested him, no matter what they 
inight be doing, he must have their admiration for what 
charmed him. He brought his book to Lord Davenant, 
who was writing a letter. ** Listen, oh, listen! to tine 
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]Nithetic lament of the falconer, — * Hawks, heretofore 
the pride of royalty, the insigfnia of nobility, the am- 
bassadors' present, the priests' indulgence, companioii 
of the knight, and nursling of the gentle mistress, are 
now uncalled-for and neglected.' '* 

** Ha ! very well that," said ^ood-natured Lord Dave* 
nant, stopping his pen, dippmg again, dotting, and 
going o&. 

Then Beauclerc passaged to Lady Davenant* and, 
interrupting her in Scott's Lives of the Novelists, on 
which she was deeply intent, " AUow me, my dear Lady 
Davenant, though you say you are no great topogra- 
pher, to show you this, it is so curious; this royal 
falconer's proclamation — Henry the Eighth's — ^to pre- 
serve his partridges, pheasants, and herons, from his 
palace at Westminster to St. Giles's in the Fields^ and 
from thence to Islington, Hampstead, and Highgate, 
under penalty for every bird killed of imprisonment, or 
whatever other punishment to his Highnesse may seem 
meet." 

Lady Davenant vouchsafed some suitable remark, 
consonant to expectation, on the changes of times, men, 
and manners, and then motioned the quarto away, with 
which motion the quarto reluctantly complied ; and then, 
following Lady CeciUa from window to window, as she 
tended her flowers, he would insist upon her hearing the 
table of precedence for hawks. She, who never cared 
for any table pf precedence in her life, even where the 
higher animals were concerned, fairly stopped her ears ; 
that the merUn was a lady's hawk was all 3he would 
undertake to remember, and this only upon condition 
that she should have one to sit upon her wrist like the 
fair ladies in Wouvermans' pictures. But further, as to 
Peregrine, Gerfalcon, or Gerkin, she would hear naught 
of them, nor could she listen, though Granville earnestly 
exhorted, to the several good reasons which make a 
.falcon dislike her master — 

Ist, If he speak rudely to her. 

3d, If he feed her carelessly. 

Before he could get thirdly out, Lady Cecilia stopped 
him, declaring that in all her life she never coidd ksten 
to any thing that began YnXh first and secondly — treasons 
especially. 

• Horace, meanwhile, looked superior down, and thought 
with ineffable contempt of Beauclerc's little skill in the 



arts of conTersatioiiythus upon unwiHing ean to sqaander 
anecdotes which woidd hare done him credit at some 
London dinner. ** What I could hare n&de of them !** 
thought he ; ** but some there are, who never can con 
trive, as other some cleverly do, to ride their hobby- 
horses to good purpose and good effect : now Beau- 
clerc's hobbies, I plainly see, wiOll always run away with 
him headlong, cost him dear certainly, and maybe, leave 
him in the mire at last." 

What this fancy was to cost him Beauclerc did not 

yet know. Two or three pasisages in the Sporting 

Magazine had given some hints of the expense of this 

" most delectable of aU country contentments," which 

he had not thought it necessary to read aloud. And he 

Imew that the late Lord Orford, an ardent pursuer of 

this ''royal and noble" sport, had expended one hundred 

a year on every hawk he kept, each reomring a separate 

attendant, and being moreover indulged in an excursion 

to the Continent every season during moulting-time ; 

but Beauclerc said to himself he had no notion of 

humouring his hawks to that degree, they should, aris- 

tocratic birds though they be, content themselves in 

England, and not pretend to "damn the climate like 

a lord." And he flattered himself that he should be 

able to pursue his fancy more cheaply than any of 

his predecessors; but as he had promised his guar* 

dian that after the indulgence granted him in the Bel- 

travers cause, he would not call upon him for any more 

extraordinary supplies, he resolved, in case the expanse 

exceeded his ways and means, to sell his hunters, and 

ao indulge a new love at the expense of an old one. 

The expected pleasure of the first day's hawking was 
now bright in his imagination ; the day was named, the 
weather promised weU, and the German cadgers and 
trainers who had been engaged, and who, along with the 
whole establishment, were handed over to Beauclerc^ 
came down to Clarendon Park, on. their road to Gran- 
ge Manor — ^a place of Beauclerc*s, which was not far 
diatant^and he was very happy teaching the merlins to 
Bit on Lady Cecilia's and on Miss Stanley's wrist. 
Helen's voice was found to be peculiarly agreeable to 
the hawk, who, as Beauclerc observed^ loved, like Lear, 
that excellent thing in woman, a voice ever soft, gentle, 
and low. 

The ladies were to wear some pretty dresses for 
the occasion, and all was gayety and expectation ; and 
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Chwchill was mortified, when he saw how wan tte 

thing was likely to take, that he was not to be the giver 
of the i)gte, especially as he observed that Helen i^as 
particularly pleased— when, to his inezpressiUe sur-^ 
prise, Granyille Beauclerc came to him, a few days be* 
fore that appointed for the hawking-party, and said that 
he had chaiiged his mind, that he wished to get rid of 
the whole concern-— that he should be really obliged ta 
Churchill if he would take his engagement on his hands^ 
The only reason he gare was, that the esti^lishment 
would altogether be more than he could afford, he found 
he had other calls for money, which were incompatible 
with this fancy, and t^herefore he would give it up. 

Churchill obliged him most williogly by taking the 
whole upon himself, and he managed so to do in a very 
ingenious way, witi^ut incurring any preposterous ex* 
pense. He was acquainted with a set of rich fashion- 
able young men, who had taken a sporting lodge in. a 
neighoouring county, who desired no better than to ac* 
cede to the terms proposed, and to distinguish them-* 
selves by giving a fete out of the common line, while 
Churchill, who understood, like a true man of the worlds 
the worldly art of bargaining, contrived, with off-hand 

fentleman-like jockeying, to have every point settled ta 
is own convenience, and he was to be the giver of the 
entertainment to the ladies at Clarendon Paric. 

When this change in affairs was announced. Lady 
Cecilia, the gener^ Lady Davenant, and Helen were 
all, in various degrees, surprised, and eaeh tried to guess 
what could have been the cause of Beauclerc^s sudden 
relinquishment of his purpose. He was — ^very extraor« 
dinary for him — ^impeneti'able : he adhered to the words 
'* I found I couid not afford it." His guardian could not 
believe in this wonderful prudence, and was almost cer- 
tain *' there must be some imprudence at the botto» of 
it all." 

Granville neither admitted nor repeHed that accusa^ 
tion. Lady Ceciha worked away with perpetual little 
strokes, hoping to strike out the truth, bi^, as she said, 
you might as well have worked at an old flint. Nothing 
was elicited from him, even hjr Lady Davenant ; nor did 
the collision of all their Ofamons throw any light upon 
the matter. 

Meanwhile the day for the hawking^party arrived. 
ChurcfaiU gave the fete, and Beauclerc, as one* of the 



let 

gaesis, attended and eBj(^red it without tbe least appear* 
ance even of disappointment ; and, so far from envying 
Churchill, he assisted in remedying any little defects, 
and did all he could to make the whole go ofif welL 

The party assembled on a rising ground ; a flag was 
displayed to gwe notice of the intended sport ; the fal- 
coners ajmeared, picturesque figures in their ffreen 
jackets and their long gloves, and their caps plumed with 
herons' feathers — some with the birds on their wrists- 
one with the frame over his shoulder upon which to set 
the hawk. Set, did we say ? — ^no : " cast your hawk on 
the perch'' is, Beauclerc observed, the correct term; 
for, as Horace sarcastically remarked, Mr. Beauclerc 
might be detected as a novice in the art by his over* 
exactness — his too correct, too attic pronunciation of 
the hawking language. But Granville readily and sayly 
bore all this ridicule and raillery, sure that it would nei- 
ther stick nor stain, enjoying with all his heart ^ 
amusement of the scene — ^the assembled ladies, the 
attendant cavaliers ; the hoodwinked hawks, the ringing 
of their brass bells ; the falconers anxiously watching 
the clouds for the first appearance of the bird ; their 
skill in loosening the hoods, as, having but one hand at 
hberty, they us^ their teeth to untie the string. — ^And 
now the hoods are off, and the hawks let fly. 

They were to fly many casts of hawks this day : 
the first ffight was sher a curlew, and the riding was so 
hard, so dangerous, from the broken nature of the 
ground, that the ladies gave it up, and were contented 
to view the sport from the eminence where they re- 
mained. 

And now there was a question to be decided among 
the sportsmen as to the comparative rate of riding at a 
fox-chase, and in *' the short but terrifically hard gallop, 
with the eyes raised to the clouds, which is necessary 
for the full enjoyment of hawking ;" and then the gen- 
tlemen, returning, gathered round the ladies, and the 
settling the point, watches in hand, and bets depending, 
added to the interest of flight the first, and ChurchiU, 
master of the revels, was in the highest spirits. 

But presently the sky was overcast, the morning low- 
ered, the wind rose, and changed was Churchill's brow; 
there is no such thing as hawking against the wind- 
that capricious wind * 

** Curse the wind !" cried Churchill, " and confusion 
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seize the fellow who says there is to be no more hawk* 

inff to-da^ !" 

The cmef falconer, however, vras a {rfilegmatie Ger- 
man, and proper-behayed, as good falconers should be, 
who, as ** Old Tristram's booke" has it, even if a bird 
shotdd be lost, should never swear, and only say^ 
'' Dieu soU loui^^ and ** remember that the mother of 
hawks is not dead.** 

But Horace, in the faee of reason, and in defiance of 
his German counsellors^ insisted upon letting fly the^ 
hawks in this high wmd ; and it so fell out that, in the 
first place, all the terms he used in his haste and spleen 
were wron^ ; and in the next, that the quarry taking 
* down the wmd, the hofsemen could not keep up with 
the hawks : the falconers, in great alarm, called to then^ 
by the names they gave them — " Miss Didlington," 
'^Lord Bemers.'* **Ha! Miss Didlington's off;— *oflr 
with Bhicher, and Lady Kirby, and Lord Bemers, and 
all of 'em after her." Miss Didlington flew fast and far^ 
and farther still, till she and all the rest were fairly out 
of sight — ^lost, lost, lost ! 

''And as fine a caste of hawks they were as ever 
came from Gtevmany !" — ^the falconers were in despair,^ 
and Churchill saw that the fault was his ; and it looked 
so like cockney sportsmanship ! If Horace had been ia 
. a towering rage, it would have been well enough ; but 
he onfy grew pettish, snappish, waspish: now none of 
those words ending in ish become a gentleman ; ladies 
idways think so, and Lady Cecilia now thought so, and 
Helen thought so too, and Churchill saw it, and he 
grew pale instead of red, and that looks ugly in an 
angry man. 

But Beauclerc excused him when he was out of hear- 
ing ; and when others said he had been cross- and crosser 
than became the giver of a gala, Beaucl^c pleaded weU 
for him, that falconry has ever been known to be '' an 
extreme stirrer-up of the passions, being subject to 
mischances infinite." 

However, a cold and hot collation under the trees for 
some, and under a tent for others, set all to rights for 
the present. Chan^pagne sparkled, and Horace pledged 
and was pledged, and all were gay ; even the Germans 
at their own table, after their own fashion, with their 
Rhenish and their foaming ale, contrived to drown the 
recoDection of the sad adventure of the truant hawks. 
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And wlten all were refreshed aiid renewed in mind 
nd body, to the hawking they went again. For now 
that 

^ The wind w^iald« aod all their fean asleep," 

there was to he a battle between heron and hawk, one 
of the finest sights that can be in all falconry. 

'*Look1 look! Miss Stanley," cried Granville; 
I'iodLi follow that high-flown hawk — ^that black speck 
in the <douds. Now ! now ! right over the heron : and 
now she will canceUeer^^iwm. on her wing, Miss Stan- 
ley, as she comes down, whirl round, and balance her- 
self— c^nce/er. Now! now look! cancelleering gio- 
riouaW' !" 

But Helen at this instant recollected what Captain 
Warmsley had said of the fresh-killed pigeon, which the 
falconer m the nick of time is to lay upon the heron's 
back ; and now, even as the cancelleering was going on 
'—three times most beautifully, Helen saw only the 
dove, the white doye, which that black-hearted German 
held, his great hand round the throat, just raised to 
wring it. " Oh, Beai^^lerc, save it, save it T cried Lady 
Cecilia and Helen at once. 

Beauclerc sprang forward, and, had it been a tiger 
iskstead of a dove, would h»ve done the same no doubt 
St that moment ; the dove was saved, and the heron ' 
InUed. If Helen was i^eased, so was not the chief 
falconer, nor any of the falconers : the whole German 
council in combustion I and Horace Churchill deeming 
it ** rather extraordinary that any gentleman should so 
interfere with other gentlemen's hawks." 

Lady Cecilia stepped between, and never stepped in 
▼ain. She drew a rmg from her finger — a seal ; it was 
the seal of peace — no great value — ^but a well-put bird 
"*a bird for the chief falconer — a guinea-hen, with its 
appropriate cry, its polite motto, ** Come back, come 
oack;" and she gave it as a pledge that the ladies would 
come back another day, and see another hawking ; and 
the gentlemen were pleased, and the aggrieved attend- 
ant falconers pacified by a promise of another heron 
from the heronry at Clarendon Park ; and the clouded 
faces brightened, and ** she stroked the raven down of 
^ikness till it smiled," whatever that may mean ; but, 
as lilUton said it, it must be sense as well as sound. 

At all eveirts, in plain prose, be it understood that 
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eveiybody was 8ati8fi€d, even Mr. Chtarchill ; for Beaii- 
clerc had repaired for him, just in time, an error which 
would have been a blot on his gallantry of the day. He 
had forgotten to have some of the pretty gray hairs 
plucked from the heron, to give to the ladies to orna- 
ment their bonnets, but Beauclerc had secured them 
for him, and also two or three of those much-valued, 
smooth, black feathers, from the head of the bird, which 
are so much prized that a plume of them is often set 
with pearls and diamonds. Horace presented these 
most gracefully to Lady Cecilia and Helen, and was 
eharmed with Lady Cecilia's parting compliments, which 
inished with the words " Quite chivalrous." 

And so, after all the changes and chances of weather, 
wind, and hnmoor, all ended well, and no one rued the 
hawking of this day. 



CHAPTER XVin. 

** But all this Ume," said Lady Davenant, "yon have 
' not told me whether you have any of you found out 
what changed Granville's mind about this falconry 
scheme— why he so suddenly ga^v^ up the whole to Mr. 
Churchill. Such a point-bla& weathercock turn of 
fancy in most young men would no more surprise me 
than the changes of those clouds in the sky now shaped 
and now unshaped by the driving wind ; but in Granville 
Beauclerc there is always some reason for apparent 
caprice, and the reason is often so ingeniously wrong 
that it amuses me to hear it, and, even as a study in 
human nature, I am curious to know the simple fact.'* 

But no one could tell the simple fact, no one could 
ffuess his reason, and from him it never would have 
been known — ^never could have been fpund out, but 
from a mistake-*-from a letter of thanks coming to a 
wrong person. 

One *moming, when Helen was sitting in Lady Dave* 
Aant's room with her, Lord Davenant came in, reading 
a letter, like one walking in his sleep. 

''What is all thisi my deart Can you explain it to 
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me f Some good action of yoan, I suppose, for which 
I am to be thanked." 

Lady Davenant looked at the letter. She had nothing 
to do with the matter, she said ; but, on second thoiwhts, 
exclaimed, " This is Granville Beanclerc's doing, f am 
clear !" 

' The letter was from Count Polianski, one of the poor 
banished Poles ; now poor, but who had been formerly 
master of a property estimated at about one hundred 
and sixty-five thousand available individwds. In at- 
tempting to increase the happiness and secure the Ub- 
erty of these available individuals, the count had lost 
every thing, and had been banished from his country--* 
a man of high feeling as well as taleiits, and who had 
done all he could for that unhappy country, torn to pieces 
by demagogues from within and tyrants from witnout. 

Lady Davenant now recollected that Beauclerc had 
learned from her all this, and had heard her regretting 
that the cbrcumstances in which Lord Davenant was 
placed at this moment, prevented the possibility of 
his affording this .poor count assistance for numbers 
of his suffering fellow-countrymen who had been ban- 
ished along with him, and who were now in London in 
the utmost distress. Lady Davenant remembered that 
she had been speaking to Granville on this subject 
the very day that he haul abandoned his falconry pro-' 
ject. ^ Now 1 understand it all," said she ; " and it is 
uke aU I know and all I have hoped of him. These 
hundreds a year which he has settled on these wretched 
exiles are rather better disposed of in a noble national 
cause than in pampering one set of birds that they may 
fly at another set." 

** And yet this is done," said Lord Davenant, '* by one 
of the much-revHed, high-bred English gentlemen— 
among whom, let the much-reviling, low-bred EngUsh 
democrats say what they will, we find every day> 
instances of subscription for public purposes from 
private benevolence, in a spirit of princely charity to be 
found only in our own dear England—* England with all 
her faults.' " 

** But this was a less ordinary sort of generosity of 
Granville's," said Lady Davenant,—" the giving up a 
new pleasure, a new whim with all its gloss fresh upon 
it, fuu and bright in his eye." 
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I ** Trae,^ said Lord Dayenant ; " I never eaw a atronfer* 
pulling fancy better thrown upon its haunches." 

The white dove, whose life Helen had saved, was 
brought home by Beauelerc, and was dSered to her and 
accepted. Whether she had done a good or a bad 
action by thus saving the life of a pigeon at the expense 
of a heron may be doubted, and will be decided accord- 
ing to the several tastes of ladies and gentlemen for 
herons or doves. As Lady Davenant remarked, H^en's 
hamanity (or dove-anity, as Churchill called it) was of 
that equivocal sort which is ready to destroy one crea- 
ture to save another which may happen to be a greater 
fovourite. 

Be this as it may, the favourite hada friend upon the 
present occasion, and no less a friend than General 
Clarendon, who presented it with a marble basin, such 
ila doves ^ukl drink out of by right of long prescrip- 
tion. 

The general feared, he said, '' that this vase might be 
a little too deep— dangerously perhaps — *' 

But Helen thought nothing could be altogether more 
perfect in taste and in kindness— approving Beauolerc's 
kindness too«-a remembrance of a day mosf agreeably 
spent. 

Churchill, to whom she looked, as she said the last 
words, with all becoming politeness bowed and accepted 
the compliment, but with a reserve of jealousy on the 
brow ; and as he looked again at the dove c,aressing and 
caressed, s^nd then at the classic vase — ^he stotod vexed, 
and to himself he said, 

" So this is the end of all my pains — ^hawking and all, 
' quite chivalrous !' Beauclerc carries off the honours 
and pleasures of the day, and his present and his dove 
are to be all in all. Yet still," continued he to himself 
in more consolatory thought—**' she is so open in« her 
very love for the bird, that it is plain she has not 
yet any love for the man. She would be somewhat 
more afraid to show it, delicate as she is. It is only 
friendship— honest friendship, on her side ; and if her 
affections be not engaged somewhere else — she may 
be mine : if— if I please— if— I can bring myself fairly 
to propose — ^we shall see — I shall think of it.*' 

Ahd now he began to think of it seriously— Miss Stan* 
ley's indifference to him, and the unusual difficulty which 
he found in making an impression, stimulated him in an 
extraordinary degree. Helennow appeared to him ev^a 
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eyes that fix so softly ,** thought he, '* those dark eye- 
lashes — that blush coming and going so beautifully — and 
there is a timid grace in all her motions, with that fine 
fimre too— And that high-bred turn of the neck !— 
aKogether she is charming ! and she will be thought so ! 
— she must be mine !" 

She would do credit to his taste ; he thought she would, 
when she had a little more usage du frumde^ do the honours 
of his house well, and it would be delightful to train her ! 
If he could but engage her affections l^fore she had 8e<Mi 
more of the world, she might really love him for his 
own sake. And Churchill wished to be really loved, if 
possible, for his own sake ; but of the reality of modem 
We he Justly doubted, especially for a man of his for- 
tune and his 2%^ ; yet, witn Helen's youth and innocence 
he began to tmnk he had some chance of disinterested 
attachment, and he determined to bring out for her the 
higher powers of his mind — ^the better parts of his 
character. 

One Akj Lady Davenant had been speaking of London 
conversation. ^ " So brilliant," said she, " so short-lived ; 

as my friend Lady Emmeline K once said, ' London 

wit is like ^s, which lights at a touch, and at a touch 
can be extinguished:*' and Lady Davenant concluded 
with a comphment to him who was known to have this 
" touch and go^"* of good conversation to perfection. 

Mr. Churchill bowed to the compliment, but afterward 
sighed* and it seemed an honest sigh, from the bottom 
of his heart. OtAy Lady Davenant and Helen were in 
the room, and turning to Lady Davenant, he said, 

*' If I have it, I have paid dearly for it, more than it 
is worth, much too dearly, by the sacrifice of higher 
powers ; I might have been a very different person from 
what I am." 

Helen's attention was instantly fixed, but Lady Da- 
venant suspected he was now only talking for effect. 
He saw what she thought — ^it was partly true, but not 
quite. He felt what he said at the moment, and besides 
there is always a sincere pleasure in speaking of one's 
self when one can do it without exposing one's self to 
ridicule, and with a chance of obtaining red sympathy. 

^ It was my misfortune," he said, ** to be spoiled, 
even in childhood, by my mother." 

As he pronounced the word *' mother," either his own 
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heart or Helen's eyeji made him paiise with a look of 
respectful tenderness. It was cruel of a son to blame 
the fond indulgence of a mother ; but the fact was, she 
broqght him too forward early as a clever child, fed him 
too much with tli^t sweet d^mgerous fostering dew of 
praise. The child — the man — must siiiSer for it after- 
ward. 

"True, very jtnje," said Lady D^venant; '*! quite 
agree with you." 

" I could do nothiqg without flattery,'' continued he, 

?ursi)ing the ^ne of confession which he saw had fixed 
•ady Davenant's attentioi^ favourably. " Unluckily, I 
came too early into possession of a large fortune, and 
into the l^ondon world, and J lapped the stream of pros- 
perity as I ran, ai),d it wsls sweet with flattery, intoxi- 
cating, and I l^new it, aud yet could not forbear it. 
Then in a London life every thing is too stimulating — 
over-exciting. If there are great idv^ntages to men of 
science and literature in museums and public libraries, 
the more than Avicenna adv^nt^es ot having books 
come at will, and minisiering spirits in waiting on all 
your pursuits-rthere is too mucn of every thing except 
time, and too Jittle of that. The trea3ure8 are within 
our reach, but we caunot clutph — we have, but we cannot 
bold. We have neither leisure to be good, uor to be 
great : who can think of living for posterity, when he 
can sQaFcelv live for tl^e day? and suf|cient for the day 
are never the hours thereof. From want of time, and 
from ^^^ immense quantity th^t nevertheless must be 
known, comes the necessity, the unavoidable necessity 
of being superficiaL" 

'* Why should it be an unavoidable necessity t** asked 
Lady Qavenant. 

" Because shotdd waits upon must^ in London always, 
if not elsewhere," said Churchill. 
^ " A conversation answer," repUed Lady Davenant. 

" Yes, I allow it ; it is even so, iust so, and to such 
tricks, such playing upon wordi^ do the Isad habits of 
London conversation lead ;" and Lady Davenant won- 
dered at the courage of his candour, as he went on to 
speak of the petty jealousies, the paltry envy, the mis- 
erable selfish susceptibility generated by the daily com- 
petition of London society. Such dissensions, such 
squabbles — an ignoble but appropriate word — such de- 
plorable, such scandalous squabbles among literary, 
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and even among scientific men. " And who/' continued 
he, ** who can hope to escape in such a tainted atmo- 
8phere*-an atmosphere overloaded with life^ peopled 
with mjnriads of little buzzing stinging vanities! I 
leally requires the strength of Hercules, mind and body 
to go through our labours, fashionable, political, bel 
esprit, altogether too much for mortal. In parliament, 
in politics, in the tug of war you see how the strongest 
miiids fail, come to untimely — ^" 

"Do not touch upon that subject,'^ cried Lady Dave- 
nsnt, suddenly agitated. Then, commanding herself, 
she calmly added, "As you are not now, I think, in 
parliament, it cannot affect you. What were you say- 
ing!— your health of mind and body, I think you said, 
you were sensible had been hurt by — ^" 

"These straining, incessant competitions have hurl 
me. My health si^ered first, then my temper — ^temper 
slmost always follows health : mine nas, certainly. It 
was originally good; now, as you have seen, I am 
afraid,'' — dancing at Helen, who quickly looked down, 
"^^ I am alraid I am irritable." 

There was an awkward silence. Helen thought it 
was for Lady Davenant to speak ; but Lady Davenant 
^ not contradict Mr. Churchill. Now, the not contra- 
feting a person who is abusing himself is one of the 
most heinous offences to self-love that can be com- 
niitted ; and it often provokes false candour to pull off 
the made and throw it in your face; but either Mr. 
Horace Churchill's candour was true, or it was so well 
guarded at the moment that no such catastrophe occurred. 
^ " Worse than this bad effect on my temper," con- 
tuiued he, " I feel that my whole mind has been dete- 
riorated — ^my ambition dwindled to the shortest span— - 
uy thoughts contracted to the narrow view of mere 
effect; wluit would please at the dinner-table or at the 
clubs-— what will be thought by this literary coterie, or 
iu that fashionable boudoir. And for this reputation de 
*fl<m I have sacrificed all hope of other reputation, all 
power of obtaining it, all hope of—" (here he added a 
few words, murmured down to Lady Davenant's em- 
bvoideiY-flrame, yet still in such a tone that Helen could 
Aot help thinkuog he meant she should hear) — ^" If I 
liad a heart such as — ^" he paused, and, as if struck with 
some agonizing thought, he sighed deeply, and then 
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added, ^ but I have not a heart worth such aco^tance, 
or I would make the offer." 

Helen was not sure what these words meant, but she 
now pitied him, and she ^mired his candour, wUch 
she thought was so far above the petty sort of character 
he had at first done himself the injustice to saem, and 
she seized the first opportunity to tell Beauclerc all Mr. 
Churchill had said to La^iy Darenant and to her, and of 
the impression it had made upon them both. Beauclerc 
had often discussed Mr. Churchill's character with her, 
but she was disappointed when she saw that what she 
told made no agreeable impression on Beanclerc: at 
first he stood <)uite silent, and when she as^ed what he 
thought, he said, ** It's all very fine, very clever." 

" But it is all true," said Helen, " and I admire Mr. 
Churchill's knowing the truth so well, and telling it so 
candidly." 

'* Every thing Mr. Churchill has said may be true*** 
and yet I think the truth is not in. him." 

"You are npt usiually so suspicious," said Helen. 
^ If you had heard Mr. Churchiirs voice and emphasisy 
and seen his look and manner at the time, I think you 
could not have doubted him." 

The more eager she grew, the colder Mr. Beanclerc 
became. '* Look and manner, and voice and emphasia,'* 
said he, " make a great impression, I know, on ladies.'' 

'* But what is your reason, Mr. Beauclerc, for dis- 
belief! I have as yet only heard that you believe every 
thing that Mr. Churchill said was true, and yet that you 
do not believe in his truth," said Helen, in a tone of 
raillery. 

And many a time before had Beauclerc been the first 
to laugh when one of his own paradoxes stared him in 
the face : but now he was more out of countenance than 
amused, and he looked seriously about for reasons to 
^ reconcile his seeming self-contradiction, 
^ **In the first jdace, all those allusions and those 
metaphorical CKpresstons which you have so wonder* 
fuUy well remembered, and which no doubt were worth 
remembering ; all those do not give me the idea of a 
man who was really feeling in earnest, and speaking 
the plain truth about faults for which, if he felt at aS, 
he must be too much ashamed to taU^ in such a grand 
style, and to talk of them at all, except to most intimate 
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. aeenM so mmatnnl, and quite out of character 
in a man who had expressed such norrox' of eeotisto, and 
wbo is so excessively circumspect in ffenerd." 

''Yes, but Mr. ChurchiU*s forgettW all his little 
habits of circumspection, and aU fear or ridicule, is the 
best proof of his being quite in earnest — ^that aU he said 
was from his heart.'' 

j " I doubt whether he has any heart/' said Beaoclerc. 
' '* Poor man, he said—" Helen began^ and then recoU 
lecting the woids, *' or I would make the offer,^ she 
stopp^ short, afraid of the construction they might 
bear, and then, ashamed of her fear, she coloured 
deeply^ 

'* Poor man, he said—'* repeated Beauclerc, fixing hia 
eyes upon her. " What did he say, may I ask V 

** No," said Helen; " I am not sure that I distinctly 
beard or understood Mr. Chilrchill." 

" Oh, if there was any mystery f" Beauclerc begged 
pardon. 

And he went away very quickly. He did not touch 
upon the subject agam, but Helen saw that he never for- 
got it, and, by a few words which she heard him say to 
Lady Davenant about his dislike to half-confidences, she 
knew he was displeased, and she thought he was wrong. 
Sbe began to fear that his mistrust of Churchill arose 
from envy at his superior success in society; and 
though she was anxious to preserve her newly-accjuired 
good opinion of Churchill's candour, she did not like to 
«>se her esteem for Beauclerc^s generosity. Was it 
possible that he could be seriously hurt at the readiness 
with which Mr. Churchill availed himself of any idea 
wbich Beauclerc tlurew out, and which he dressed up, 
and passed as his own 1 Perhaps this might be what 
be meant by '* the truth is not in him." She remem- 
l)ered that the first day Mr. Churchill had appeared at 
Clarendon Park, she sat between him and Jieauclerc, 
aod he did not seem to pay the least attention to what 
Mr. Beauclerc was saying to her ; yet, fully occupied as 
be had apparently been m talking for the company in 
general, he had through all heard Granville telhn^ the 
Cbinese fable of the ** Man in the Moon, whose busmesa 
it is to knit together vrith an invisible silken cord those 
who are predestined for each other." Presently, before 
tbe dessert was over, Helen found the ** Chinese Man in 
the Moon," whom she fought sbe bad all to herseU^ 
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figuring at the other end of the table, and received witl 
great applause. And was it possible that Beauclerc^ 
with his abundant springs of genius, could grudg^e a drop 
thus stolen from him ? but without any envy in the case, 
he was right in considering such thett, however petty, 
as a theft, and in despising the meanness of the thief. 
Such meanness was strangely incompatible with Mr. 
Chnrchill^s frank confession of his own faults. Could 
that confession be only for effect t 

Her admiration had been sometimes excited by a par- 
ticular happiness of thought, beauty of expression, or 
melody of language in Mr. Churchill^s conversation. 
Once Beauclerc had been speaking with enthusiasm of 
modem Greece, and his hopes that she might recover 
her ancient character ; and Mr. Churchill, as if admiring' 
the enthusiasm, yet tempering it with better judgment, 
smiled, paused, and answered. 

*' But Greece is a dangerous field for a political specu- 
lator ; the imagination produces an illusion resembling 
the beautiful appearances which are sometimes exhib- 
ited in the Sicilian straits ; the reflected images of an- 
cient Grecian glory pass in a rapid succession before the 
mental eye, and, delighted with the captivating forms of 
greatness and splendour, we forget for a moment that 
the scene is in reality a naked waste.'* 

Some people say they can distinguish between a 
written and a spoken style, but this depends a good deal 
on the art of the speaker. Churchill could give a coUo- 
^uial tone to a ready- written sentence, and could speak 
it with an off-hand grace, a, carelessness which defied 
.all suspicion of preparation ; and the look, and pause, 
and precipitation — each and all came in aid of the actor^s 
power of perfecting the illusion. If you had heard and 
seen him, you would have believed that, in speaking 
this passage, the thought of the Fata Morgana rose in 
his mind, at the instant, and that, seeing it pleased you, 
and pleased with it himself, encouraged by your look 
of intelligence, and borne along by your sympathy, the 
eloquent man followed his own idea with a happiness 
more than care, admirable in conversation. A few da3r8 
afterward, Helen was very much surprised to fiad her 
admired sentence word for word in a book, from which 
Churchiirs card fell as she opened* it. 

Persons without a name Horace treated as barbarians 
who did not know the value of tiieir gold ; and he seemed 
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k> thiiik that if tbey chanced to posesa ringi^ and jewels^ 
they might be plncked from them without remorse^ and 
converted to better nse by some lucky civiljiced ad- 
venturer. Yet in his most suceessful piracies he waa 
always haunted by the fear of discovery, and ^ he espe- 
cially dreaded the acute perception of Lady Datenant^ 
lie thought she suspected his arts of appropriatieuf ais^ 
he took the first convenient opportunity of sounding f«r 
opinion on this point. ^'- 

*' How I eiyoy/' said he to Lady CeciMay *< tetting a 
good story to yon» for you never ask if it is a facf. 
Now, in a good story, no one sticks to absolute fact $ 
there must be some httle embelhshment. No one 
would send his own or his friend's story into the world 
without ' putting a hat on its head^ and a stick into ita 
hand,' " Churchill triumphantly quoted ; this time he did 
not steal. 

^ But," said Lady Davenant, *' I find that evdn the 
pleasure I have in mere characteristic or humorous nar^ 
ration is heightened by my dependence on the truth*-* 
the character for truth — of the narrator." 

Not only Horace Churchill, but almost everybody 
present, except Helen^ confessed that they could not 
agree with her. The character for truth of the story** 
teller had nothing to do with his story^ unless it waa 
kistoriques or that he was to swear to it. 

'*And even if it were /Miorique,^^ cried Horace^ 
buoyed up at the moment by the tide in his favour, and 
floating out further than was prudent*--^ and even if it 
were kistcfri^t how much pleasanter is graceM fiction 
than grim^ ngid truth ; and now much more amusing, in 
my humble opinion !" 

*^ Now," said Lady Davenaht, '* for instance^ this book 
I am reading — (it was Ihimont's 'Memoires de Mira* 
beau')— this book which I am reading gives me infin- 
itely increased pleasure, from my certain knowle^e^ 
my peifeet oontiction of the truth of the author. Ilie 
self-evident nature of some of the facts would support 
themselves, you may say, in some instances ; but my 
perceiving the scrupulous care he takes to say no more 
than what he knows to be true, my perfect rehanee on 
fte relatef s private character for integrrfyf gives a zest 
to every anecdote he tells — a i^cific weight to every 
word of conversation which he repeats— -appropriate 
talue to eirery trait of wit or humour characteristie of 
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the person he deeciihes. Without each belief, the char 
acters would not have to me, as they now hare, all the 
power and charm and life of nature and reality. They 
are all now valuable as records of individual varieties 
that have positively so existed. While the most bril- 
liant writer could, by fiction, have produced an efifect, 
valuable only as reoresenting^ the general average of 
human nature, but adding nothing to our positive uiow- 
ledge, to the data from which we can reason in future.^ 

ChurchiU understood Lady Davenant too well to 
stand quite unembarrassed as he Ustened; and when 
she went on to say how differelntly she should have felt 
in reading these memoirs if the3r had been written by 
Mirabeau himself; with all his brilliancy, all his talents, 
how inferior would have been her enjoyment as well a» 
instruction ! his shrinking conscience told him how this 
might all be applied to himself; yet, strange to say, 
though somewhat abashed, he was nevertheless flat- 
tered by the idea of a parallel between himself and 
Mirabeau. Celebrity, notoriety was so much more his 
object than honest fame. 

But even in the better parts of his character, lys lib- 
erality in money matters, his good-natured patronage 
of rising genius, the meanness of his mind broke out. 
1'here was a certain young poetess whom he had en- 
couraged ; she happened to be sister to Mr. M^etoflt, 
Lord Davenant's secretary, and she had spoken with 
enthusiastic gratitude of Mr. Churchill's kindness. She 
was going to publish a volume of sonnets under Mr. 
Churchill's patronage, and, as she happened to be now 
at some country-town in the neighbourhood, he requested 
Lady Cecilia to allow him to introduce this young au- 
thoress to her. She was invited for a few days to 
Clarendon Park, and Mr. Churchill was zealous to pro- 
cure subscriptions for her, and eager to lend the aid of 
his fashion and his literary reputation to bring forward 
the merits of her book. '^ Indeed," he whispered, '* he 
had given her some little help in the composition," and 
all went well till, in an evil hour, Helen praised one of 
the sonnets rather too much — ^more, he thought, than 
she had praised another, which was his own. His jeal- 
ousy wakened — he began to criticise his protegee's 
poetry. Helen, not immediately aware of how it was 
with him, went on defending her admiration, and 
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ninded him that he had himself recommended these 
lines to her notice. 

•* Well ! — ^yes — ^I did say the best I could for the whole 
tiling, and for her it is surprising — ^that is, I am anxious 
the publication should tsJ^e. But if we come to com- 
pare — ^you know this cannot stand certain comparisons 
that might be made. Miss Stanley^s own taste and judg- 
ment must perceive — when we talk of genius — that is 
quite out of the question, you know.'' 

Horace -wos ^o perplexed between his philanthropy 
and his jealousy, his desire to show the one and his inca- 
pability of concealing the other, that he became unintelU- 
gible ; and Helen laughed, and told him that she could 
not now understand what his opinion really was. She 
was quite ready to agree with him, she said, if he would 
but agree -with himself: this made him cdsagree still 
more with himself, and unluckily with his better self, 
his benevolence quite gave way before his jealousy and 
ill-humour, and he vented it upon the book, and, instead 
of prophecies of its success, he now groaned over '' sad 
careless Mnes," — ^'^ passages that lead to nothing,'' — 
''similes that will not hold when you come to examine 
them." 

Helen pointed out in the dedication a pretty, a happy 
thought. *' 

Horace smUed, and confessed that was his own. . 
What! in the dedication to himself 1 — and in .the 
blindness of his vanity he did not immediately see the 
absurdity. 

The more he felt himself in the wrong, of course the 
more angry he grew, and it finished by his renouncing 
the dedication altogether, declaring he would have 
none of it. The book and the lady might find a better 
patron. 

I There are things which no man of real generosity 
could say, or do, or think, put him in ever so great a 
passion. He would not be harsh to an inferior — a 
woman — a protegee on whom he had conferred obliga- 
tions ; but Mr. Churchill was harsh — he showed neither 
generosity nor feehng, and Helen's good opinion of him 
sank to rise no more. 

Of this, however, he had not enough of the sympathy 
or penetoation of feeling to be aware. 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

Ths p93tt7 now at Clarendon Park Iras chiefly of 
youh^ people. Among then) were two cousins of Lady 
Cecilia's, whon^ Helen had Imown at Cecilhnrst before 
they went abroad, while she was still almost a child. 
]Laay Katrine Hawksbv, the elder, was seyeral years 
older than Cecilia. When Helen last saw her, she was 
tolerably weU-looking, very fashionable, and remarkable 
for high spirits, with a love for quizzing and for all that 
is vulgarly called fun, and a talent for ridicuja, which 
she induced at everybody's e^qpense. She had always 
amused Cecilia, who tiiought her more diverting thaa 
really i)l-natured ; but Helen thought her more iU-natured 
than diverting, never liked her, and had her own private 
reasons for thinking that she was no good Mend to 
Cecilia : but now, in consequence either of the wear and 
tear of London life, or of a disappointment in love or 
matrimony, ^he had lost the fresh plumpness of youth ; 
and gone too was that spirit of mirth, if not of good-* 
humour, which used to enliven her countenance. Thin 
and sallow, the sharp features remained, and the ear* 
castic without the arch expression ; stiU she had a very 
fashionable air. Her pretensions to youth, as her dress 
showed, were not gone ; and her hope of matrimony, 
though declining, not set. Her many years yoimger 
sister, Louisa, now Lady Castlefort, was beautiful. As 
a girl, she bad been the mostaentimental, refined, delicate 
creature conceivable; always talking poetry — ^and so 
romanti&rrwith such a soft, sweet, die-away voice— lips 
^[>art — 9nd such fine eyes, that could so ecstatically turn 
up to heaven, or be so cast down, charmingly fixed in 
contemplation : and now she is married, just the same. 
There she is, established in the library at Clarendon 
Park, with the most sentimental, fashionable novel of 
the day, beautifully bound, on the little rose«wood table 
beside her, and a manuscript poem, a great secret, 
^* Love's Last Sigh," in her bag with her smelling-bottle 
and embroidered handkerchief; and on that beautiful 
9rm sl^e leaned so gracefully, with her sofl^ languishing 
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expre^on : so perfectly dressed, too — handsomer tiian 
erer. ^ 

Helen was curious to know what sort of man Lady 
Louisa had married, for she recollected that no hero 
of any novel that ever was read, or talked of, came up 
to her idea of what a hero ought to be, of wliat a man 
must be, whom she could ever think of loving. Cecilia 
told Helen that she had seen Lord Castlefort, but that 
he wSus not Lord Castlefort, oi^ likely to be Lord Castle- 
fort, at that time ; and she bsuie'her guess, among all 
she could recollect having ever seen at Cecilhurst, who 
the man of Louisa's choice could be. Lady Katrine, 
with infinite forbearance, smiled, and gave no hint, 
while Helen guessed and guessed in vain. She could 
hardly believe her senses when she saw him come into 
the room. He was a little deformed man, for whom 
Lady Louisa had always expressed to her companions 
a peculiar abhorrence. He had that look of conceit 
which unfortunately sometimes accompanies personal 
deforoiity, and which disgusts even pity's self. Lord 
Castlefort was said to have declared himself made for 
love and fighting ! Helen remembered that kind-hearted 
Cecilia had often remonstrated four humanity's sake, 
and stopped the quizzing which used to go on in their 
private coteries, when the satirical elder sister would 
nave it that le petit bossu was in love with Louisa. 

But what could make her marry him? Was there 
any thing within to make amends for the exterior I 
Nothing — nothing that could *' rid him of the lump be- 
hind.'* But superior to the metamorphoses of love, or 
of fairy tale, are the metamorphoses of fortune. For- 
tune had suddenly advanced liim to uncounted thou- 
sands and a title, and no longer le petit bossu, Lord Ca&* 
tlefort obtained the fair hand — the very fair hand of Lady 
Louisa Hawksby, plus belle que fie! 

Still Helen could not believe that Louisa had married 
him voluntarily ; but Lady Cecilia assured her that it 
Was voluntarily, quite voluntarily. *"You could not 
have so doubted had you seen the trousseau and the cor- 
beille, for you know, ' Le present fait oublier lefutur,^ " 
Helen could scarcely smile. 

^'But Louisa had feeling — ^really some," continued 
Lady Cecilia; '*but she could not afford to follow it. 
She had got into such debt, I really do not know what 
■he woukl have done if Lord Castlefort had not pro- 



posed; bat she ^ son^e litUe heart, and I oould teQ 
you a secret ; but no, I will leave you the pleasure of 
finding it out.'* 

<* It will be no pleasure to me," said Helen. 

** I never saw anybody so out of spirits,^ cried Lady 
Cecilia, lauffhing, '* at another's itnfortunate marriage, 
which aU the tiq^e she thinks very fortunate. She is 
quite happy, and even Katrine does not laa(sh at him 
any longer, it is to be supposed ; it is no lailghmg matter 
nov." 

" No, indeed," said Helen. 

*^ Nor a crying matter either," said Cecilia. " Do not 
look shocked at me, my dear, I did not do it ; but so 
many do, and I have seen it so often, that I cannot 
wonder with such a foolish face of blame — ^I do believe, 
my desr Helen, that you are envious because Louisa is 
married before you ! For shame, my love ! "Rnvy is a 
paughty passion, you know our Madame Boniie used to 
say; but here's mamma, lyow talk to her about Louisa 
Castlefort, pray." 

Lady Dayenant took the matter with great coolness, 
was neither shocked nor surprised at this match, she 
had known so many* worse ; Lord Castlefort, as weQ as' 
she recollected, was easy enough to live with. ^ And 
after all," said she, *' it is better th^ what we see every 
day, the fairest of the fair knowingly, willingly giving 
themselves to the most profligate. In short, the mar- 
ket is so overstocked with accomplished young ladies 
on the one hand, and on the other, men find wives and 
establishments so expensive, clubs so cheap and so 
much more luxurious than any home, liberty not only 
so sweet, but so fashionable, that their policy, their 
ma^dm is, * Marry not at all, or if marriage be ulti- 
mately necessary to pay debts and leave heirs to good 
names, marry as late as possible :' and thus the two par- 
ties with their opposite interests stand at bay, or try to 
outwit or outbargain each other. And if you wish for 
the moral of the whole affair, here it is : from the vul- 
gar nursery-maids, with their broad sense and bad Eng- 
lish, and the good or bad French of the governess, to 
the elegant innuendo of the drawing-room, all is working 
to the same effect : dancing-masters, music-masters^ 
and all the tribe, what is it all for, but to prepare young 
ladies for the grand event; and to raise in them, be* 
sides ^ natural, a factitious, an abstract idea of good in 



WUXH. ItT 

being married ! Erery girl in these days is early iai« 
pressed with the idea that she must be marriedt that she 
cannot be happy unmarried. Here is an example of 
what I meant the other day by strength of mind ; it re* 
anires some strength of mind to be superior to such a 
u)olish, vain, and vulgar belief.'* 

** It will require no ereat strength of mind in me,** 
said Helen, ** for I ready never have formed such no- 
tions. They never were early put into my head ; my 
uncle always said a woman might be very happy un- 
married. 1 do not think I shall ever be seized with a 
terror of dying an old maid." 

*' You are not come to the time yet, my dear," said 
lisdy Davenant, smiling. "Look at Lady Katrine: 
strength of mind on this one subject would have saved 
her from being a prey to envy, and jealousy, and all the 
vulture passions of the mind." 

** In the old French rSgime^'^^ continued Lady Dave- 
nant, ** the young women were at least married safely 
out of their convents ; but our young ladies, with theur 
heads full of high-flown poetry and sentimental novels, 
are taken out into the world before marriage, expected 
to see and not to choose, shown the most agreeable, and 
expected, doomed *to marry the most odious. But, in 
all these marriages for establishment, the wives who 
have least feeling are not oidy likely to be the happiest, 
but also roost likely to conduct themselves weu. In 
the first place, they do not begin with falsehood. If they 
have no hearts, they cannot pretend to give any to the 
husband, and that is better than having given them to 
somebody else. Husband and wife, in this case, clearly 
understand the terms of agreement, expect, imagine no 
more than they have : and jog-trot they go on together 
to the end of life very comfortably." 

*' Comfortably !" exclaimed Helen ; " it must be most 
miserable." ^ 

" Not most miserable, Helen," said Lady Davenant) 
'* keep your pity for others ; keep your sighs for those 
who need them-^for the heart which no longer dares to 
utter a sigh for itself, the faint heart that dares to love, 
but dares not abide by its choice. Such infatuated crea* 
tures, with the roots of feeling left aching within them, 
must take what opiates they can find ; and in after-life, 
through aU their married existence, their prayer, mual 
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be for indifrereiice, and thankful may they be if that 
prayer is granted." 

These words recurred to Helen that evening, when 
Lady Castlefort sang some tender and passionate airs, 
p|]ayed on the harp with a true Saint Cecilia air and at- 
titude; and at last, with charming voice and toucMnff 
expression, sang her favourite—" Too late for redress." 
Both Mr. Churchill and Beauclerc were among 
the group of gentlemen ; neither was a stranger to her. 
Mr. Churchill admired and applauded as a connoisseur. 
Beauclerc listened in silence. Mr. Churchill entreated 
for more — more — and named several of his favourite 
Italian airs. Her ladyship really could not. But the 
slightest indication of a wish from Beauclerc was, 
without turning towards him, heard and attended to, 
as her sister failed not to remark and to make others 
remark. 

Seizing a convenient pause while Mr. Churchill was 
searching for some masterpiece, Lady Katrine congratu- 
lated her sister on having recovered her voice, ami de- 
clared that she had never heard her play or sing since 
she was married till to-night. 

" You may consider it as a very particular compli- 
ment, I assure you," continued she,' addressing herself 
so particularly to Mr. Beauclerc that he could not help 
being a little out of countenance ; " I have so begged 
and prayed, but she was never in voice or humour, or 
heart, or something. Yesterday, even Castlefort was 
almost on his knees for a song, — were not you, Lord 
Castlefort V 

Lord Castlefort pinched his pointed chin, and, c asting 
up an angry look, replied in a dissonant voice, — *^ 1 do 
not remember !" 

" Tout voir, tout entendre, tout outlier,''^ whispered Lady 
Katrine to Mr. Churchill, as she stooped to assist him 
in the search for a music-book — ^* Tout voir, tout entenr 
dre, tout ouhlier, should be the motto adopted by all mar- 
ried people.** 

Lady Castlefort seemed distressed, and turned over 
the leaves in such a flutter that she coidd not find any 
thing, and she rose, in spite of all entreaties, leaving the 
pace to her sister, who was, she said, " so much better 
a musician, and not 30 foolishly nervous." Lady Cas- 
tlefort said her " voice always went away when she was 
stall-" 
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There it ended as far as words went; but she si^hed^ 
and retired so gracefully, that all the gentlemen pitied 
her. 

There is one moment in which ill-nature siacerely re* 
I»ent8— -the moment when it sees pity felt for its vic- 
tim. 

Horace followed Lady Castlefort to the ottoman, on 
which she sank. Beauclerc remained leaning on the 
back of Lady Katrine's chair, but without seeming to 
bear what she said or sang. After some time Afr. 
Churchfll, not finding his attentions well ifeceived* or 
weary of paying them, quitted Lady Castlefort, and sat 
down by Helen ; and, in a voice to be heard by her, but 
by no ons else, he said — 

^ What a relief ! I thought I should never get away I'* 
Then, favoured by a loud bravura of Lady Katrine's, he 
went on**" That beauty, between you and me, is some- 
thing of a bore-— she— I don't mean the lady who is now 
screaming — she should always ^ing. Heaven blessed 
her with song, not sense—but here one is made so fas- 
tidions!^ 

He sighed, and for some moments seemed to be given 
Dp to the duet which Lady Katrine and an officer were 
performing ; and then exclaimed, but so that Helen only 
could hear, '^ Merciful Heaven ! how often one wishes 
one had no ears : that Captain Jones must be the son 
of Stentor, and that lady ! if angels sometimes saw 
themselves in a looking-glass when singing — ^there would 
be peace upon earth." 

Helen, not liking to be the secret receiver of his con* 
traband good things, was rising to change her place, 
when, scMtly detaining her, he said, " Do not be afraid, 
no danger — trust me, for I have studied under Talma." 

" What can you mean 1" 

** I mean," continued he, ** that Talma taught me the 
secret of his dying scenes — ^how every syllable of his 
dying words might be hejurd to the farthest part of the 
audience ; and I— give me credit for my inffenuity— 
know how, by reversing the art, to be perfectly inaudi- 
ble at ten paces' distance, and yet, I trust, perfectly 
intelligible, always, to you." 

Helen now rose decidedly, and retreated to a table at 
the other side of the room, and turned over some books 
that lay there—she took up a volume of the novel Lady 
Castlefort had been reading—^' Love unquestionable." 
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She was surprised to find it instantly, gently, but de- 
cidedly drawn from her hand : she looked up—it -wta 
Beauclerc. 

" I beg your pardon, Miss Stanley, but — ^ 

^ Thank you ! thank you \^ said Helen ; " you need 
not beg my ^pardon." 

This was the first time Beauclerc had spoken in his 
friendly, cordial, natural mannei;, to her, since their 
incomprehensible misunderstanding. She was heartily 
glad it waspyer, and that he was come to himself again. 
And now they conyersed yery happily together for 
some time : though what they^said might not be parti- 
cularly worth recording. Lady Katrine was at Helen's 
elbow before she perceiyed her, '* looking for her sac ;** 
and Lady Castlefort came for her third yolume, and, 
gliding off, wished to aU — ^ Felice, felicissimo no^to." 

Neither of these sisters had eyer liked Helen ; she 
was too true for the one, and too good-natured for the 
other. Lady Katrine had always, eyen when she was 
quite a child, been jealous of Lady Cecilia's affection 
lor Helen ; and now her indignation and disappointment 
were great at finding her established at Clarendon Park 
— ^to liye with the Clarendons, to ^o out with Lady 
Cecilia. Now, it had been the plan of both sisters, that 
Lady Katrine's present yisit should be eternal. How 
they would eyer haye managed to fasten her ladyship 
upon the general, eyen if Helen had been out of the 
question, need not now be considered. Their disap- 

E ointment and dislike to Helen were as great as if she 
ad been the only obstacle to the fulfilment of their 
scheme. 
These two sisters had never agreed — 

" Doomed by Fate 

To live in all the elegance of hate ;*' 

and since Lady Castlefort's marriage, the younger, the 
beautiful being now the successful lady of the ascendant, 
the elder wrimed in all the combined miseries of jeal- 
ousy and dependence, and an everyday lessening chance 
of bettering her condition. Lord Castlefort, too, for 
good reasons of his own, well remembered, detested 
Lady Katrine, and longed to shake her off. In this 
wish, at least, husband and wife united ; but Lady Cas- 
tlefort hadno decent excuse for her ardent impatience 
to get rid of her sister. She had magnificent houses 
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'In town and country, amfde room erery^here— Imt un 
her heart. She had the smallest heart 'conceiyable» 
and the coldest ; but had it been ever so large, or ever 
so warm, Lady Katrine was surely not the persob to 
get into it, or into any heart, m^e or female: there 
was the despair. " If Katrine was but married — ^Mr. 
Chorchill, suppose ?" 

' Faint was the suppose in Lady Castleibrt's imagina- 
tion. Not so the no{>e which rose in Lady Katnne's 
mind the moment she saw him here. ** How fortunate P' 
Her ladjTship had now come to that no particular age 
when a remarkable metaphysical phenomenon occurs : 
on one particular subject hope increases as all proba- 
bility of success decreases. This aberration of intellect 
is usually observed to be greatest in very clever women ; 
while Mr. Churchill, the flattered object of her present 
hope, knew how to manage with great innocence and 
modesty, and draw her on to overt acts of what i& called 
flirtation. 

Rousseau says that a man is always awkward and 
miserable when placed between two women to whom 
he is making love. But Rousseau had never seen Mr. 
Churchill, and had but an imperfect idea of the dexterity* 
the ambiguity that in our days can be successfuUy prac- 
tised by an accomplished male coquette. Absolutely 
to blind female jealousy may be beyond his utmost skill ; 
but it is easy, as every day's practice shows, to keep 
female vanity pleasantly perplexed by ocidar deception 
— ^to make her believe that what she really sees she does 
not see, and that what is unreal is reality : to make her, 
to the amusement of the spectators, continually stretch 
out her hand to snatch the visionary good that for ever 
eludes her grasp, or changes, on near approach, to grin- 
ning mockery. 

This delightful game was now commenced with Lady 
Katrine, and if Helen could be brought to take a snatch, 
it would infinitely increase the interest and amusement 
of the lookers-on. Of this, however, there seemed 
httle chance ; but the evil eye of .envy was set upon 
her, and the demon of jealousy was longing to work 
her wo. 

Lady Castlefort saw with scornful astonishment that 
Mr. Beauclerc's eyes, sometimes when she was spes^- 
ing, when she was singing, would stray to that part of 
the nxwn where Miss Stagey mig^ be; and whea sha 
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was q)6ak|iig to him, ha wMwonderfuIfy absent. Her 
ladyship rallied him, while Lady Katrine, looking oii« 
Cleared her throat in her horrid way, and longed for an 
opportonity to discomfit Helen, which snpeme ploasure 
her lad3rship promised herself upon the first convenient 
occasion, — convenient meaning when Lady Dayenant 
was out of the room, for Lady Katrine^ though ui^d 
1^ prompting jealousy, dared not attack her when under 
cover of that protection. From' long habit, even her 
sarcastic nature stood in awe of a certain power of 
moral indignation, which had at times flashed upon faer^ 
and of which she had a sort of superstitious dreads bm 
of an incomprehensible, incakidable power. 

But temper will get the better of all prudence. Piqped 
by some little preference which Lady Cecilia had shown 
to Helen's taste in the choice of the colour of a dress, an 
occasion offered of signalizing her revenge which could . 
not be resisted. It was a questicm to be pubhcly de- 
cided, whether blue, green, or white should be adopted 
for the ladies' uniform at an approachingys^e. She was 
deputed to collect the votes. All the company wer« 
assembled ; Lady Davenant, out of the circle, as it was 
a matter that concerned h^ npt^ was taMcing to the 
gentlemen apart. 

Lady Katnne went round canvassing. ^ Blue, green^ 
or white t say blue, pray^ Bat When she came to 
Helen, she made a full stop, asked no questionr-^preferred 
no prayer, but after fixing attention by her pause, saidy 
** I need not ask Miss Stanley's vote or opinion, as I 
know my cousin's, and with Miss Stanley it is always 
' I say ditto to Lady Cecilia ;' therefore, to save troubfe, 
I always count two for CecUia^one for herself and one 
for her douhUy 

" Right, Lady Katrine Hawksby," cried a voice firom 
afar, which made her start ; '^ you are quite right to 
consider Helen Stanley as my daughter's double, for my 
daughter loves and esteems her as her second self— >h6r 
better self. In this sense Helen is Lady Cecilia's doo^ 
Ue, but if you mean—" 

" Bless me ! I donH know what I meant, I declare. I 
could not have conceived that Lady Davenant^— Miss 
Stanley, I beg a thousand million of pardons." 

Helen, with anxious good-nature, pardoned before dur 
was asked, and hastened to pass on to the business of 
the day, but Lady Davnanl would not so let it paas; 
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lier eye still fixed, she ponraed the quaiiing enemy— 
** One word more. In justice to my daughter, I must 
Bay, her love has not been won by flattenr, as none 
knows better than the Lady Katrine Hawksby." 

Tlie unkindest cut of all, and on the tenderest part, 
Ijady Katrine could not stand it. Conscious and trem- 
bling, she broke through the circle, fled into the conser- 
vatory, and closing the doors beliind her, would not be 
followed by Helen, Cecilia, or anybody. 

Lady Castlefort sighed, and first breaking the silence 
that ensued, said, " 'Tis such a pity that Katrine will sd- 
'WB.js so let her wit run away with her — it brings her so 
continually into — for my part, in all humiUty I must con- 
fess, I canH help thinking, that what with its being unfem- 
iidne and altogether so incompatible with what in gen- 
eral is thought amiable^I cannot but consider wit m a 
woman as a real misfortune. What say the gentlemen ? 
they must decide, gentlemen being always the best 
judges." 

With an appealing tone of interrogation she grace- 
folly looked up to the gentlemen ; and, after a glance to- 
wards Granville Beauclerc, unluckily unnoticed or unan- 
swered, her eyes expected reply from Horace Churchill. 
He, well feeling the predicament in which he stood, 
between a fool and a femme d^eaprit^ answered, with his 
ambiguous smile, *' that no doubt it was a great misfor- 
tune to haye ^jpius cTesprit qu*<m ne 3<nt mhier.^ " 

•* This is a misfortune," said Lady Davenant, •• that 
may be deplored for a great genius once in an age, but 
is really rather of uncommon occurrence. People com- 
plain of wit where, nine times in ten, poor wit is quite 
innocent ; but such is the consequence of having kept 
bad company. Wit and ill-nature having been too often 
found together, when we see one we expect the other ; 
andsuchan inseparable false association has been formedt 
that half the worid take it for granted that there is wit 
if they do but see ill-nature." 

At this moment Mr. Mapletofft, the secretary, entered, 
with his face fall of care and his hands full of papers. 
Lady Katrine needed not to feign or feel any fiirtner ap- 
nrehensions of Lady Davenant ; for, an hour afterwaidf 
it was announced that Lord and Lady Davenant were 
oUiged to set off for town immediately. In the midst 
of her hurried preparations Lady Davenant found a mo« 
nent ta eomibrt Helen with the tteiuance that, whi^ 
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ever happened, she would tee her again. It might end 
in Lord Darenant's embassy being given up. At all 
events she would see her again:— she hoped in a few 
weeks, perhaps in a few dajrs. " So no leave-takings^ 
my dear child, and no tears-^it is best as it is. On my 
return let me find-^*' 

*' Lord Davenant's waiting, my lady," and she hurried 
away. 



CHAPTER XX. 

Absent or present, the guardian influence of a supe- 
rior friend is one of the greatest blessings on earth,aBd 
after Lady Davenant'iB departure Helen was so fidl of 
all she had said to her, and of all that, she would ap- 
prove or disapprove, that every action, almost every 
thought, was under the influence of her friend's mind. 
Continually she questioned her motives as well as ex- 
amined her actions, and, while she was thus "justice to 
herself severe," she could not but condemn some of her 
conduct, or if not her conduct, her manner, towards 
Horace Churchill ; she had been flattered by his admi- 
ration, and had permitted his attentions more than she 
ought, when her own mind was perfectly made up as to 
his character. Ever since the aifair of the poetess, she 
had been convinced that she could never make the hap- 
piness or redeem the character of one so mean. 

According to the ladies' code^ a woman is never to 
understand that a gentleman's attentions mean any thing 
more than common civility ; she is supposed never to 
see his mind, however he may make it visible, toll he 
declares it in words. But, as Helen could not help un- 
derstanding his manner, she thought it was but fair to 
make him understand her by her manner. She was cer- 
tain that if he were once completely convinced, not only 
that he had not made any impression, but that he never 
could make any impression, on her heart, his pursuit 
would cease. His vanity, mortified, might revenge 
itself upon her, perhaps v but this was a danger which she 
thought she ought to brave ; and now she resolved to 
be quite sincere, as she. said to herself, at whatever 
hpwd (probably mteiing at ^tha hazard of diapleasing 
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Cecilia) she would make her own sentiments clear, and 
put an end to Mr. Churchiirs ambiguous conduct : and 
this should be done on the very first opportunity. 

An opportunity soon occurred — Horace had a beauti- 
ful little topaz nng^ with which Lady Katnne Hawksby 
fell into raptures ; such a charming device ! — Cupid and 
Momus making the world their plaything. 

It was evident, that Lady Katrine expected that the 
seal should be presented to her. Besides bein^ extrava- 
gantly fond of baubles, she desired to have this homage 
urom Horace. To her surprise and mortification, how- 
ever, he was'only quite flattered by her approving of his 
taste : it was his favourite seal, and so " he kept the 
topaz, and the rogue was bit." 

Lady Katrine was the more mortified by this failure, 
because it was witnessed by many of the company, 
among whom, when she looked round, she detected 
smiles of provoking intelligence. Soon afterward the 
ilressing-bell rang, and she quitted the room ; one after 
another every one dropped off, except Helen, who was 
finishing a letter, and Horace, who stood on the hearth 
playing with his seal. When she came to sealine-time, 
he approached and besought her to honour him by the 
acceptance of this little seal. ^* If he could obliterate 
Momus — ^if he could leave enly Cupid, it would be more 
appropriate. But it was a device mvented for him by a 
French friend, and he hoped she would pardon his foUy, 
and think only of his love !" 

This was said so that it might pass either for mere 
jest or for earnest ; his look expressed very sentimental 
love, and Helen seized the moment to explain her* 
self decidedly. 

It was a surprise — a great surprise to Mr. Churchill, 
a severe disappointment, not only to his vanity but to 
his heart, for he had one. It was some comfort, how- 
ever, that he had not quite committed himself, and he re- 
covered-'-even in the moment of disappointment he re- 
covered himself time enough dexterously to turn the 
tables upon Helen. 

He thanked her for her candour — ^for her great care 

of his happiness, in anticipating a danger which might 

have been so fatal to him ; but he really was not aware 

that he had said any thing which required so serious an 

mswer. 

'.Afterward he amused himself with Lady Katnne at 

10 
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Miss Stanley's expense, representing himself as in the 
most pitiable case of Rejected Addresses — ^rejected be- 
fore he had offered. He had only been guilty of follyy 
and he was brought in guilty of love. 

Poor Helen had to endure not only this persiflage, 
which was soon made to reach her ear, but also the re- 
proaches of Lady Cecilia, who said, '* I should have 
warned you, Helen, not to irritate that man's relentless 
vanity ; now you see the consequences." 

** But, after all, what harm can he do me T' thought 
Helen. " It is very disagreeable to be laughed at, but 
still myr conscience is satisfied, and that is a happiness 
that will last; all the rest will soon be over. I am 
sure 1 did the thing awkwardly, but I am glad it is 
done." 

Mr. Churchill soon afterward received an invitation 
—-a command to join a royal party now at scftne water- 
ing-place ; an illustrious person could not live another 
day without Horace le desir^. He showed the note, and 
acted despair at being compelled to go, and then he de- 
parted. To the splendid party he went, and drowned 
all recollections of whatever love he had felt in the 
fresh intoxication of vanity«-a diurnal stimulus which* 
however degrading, and he did feel it degrading, was 
now become necessary to his existence* 

His departure from Clarendon Park was openly re- 
gretted by Lady Cecilia, while Lady. Katrine secret^ 
mourned over the downfall of her projects, and Beau- 
derc attempted not to disguise his satisfaction. 

He was all life and love, and would ttien certainly 
have declared his passion, but for an extraordinary 
change which now appeared in Helen's manner to- 
wards him: It seemed unaccountable; it could not 
be absolute caprice, she did not even treat him as a 
friend, and she evidently avoided explanation. He 
thought, and thought, and came as near the truth with- 
out touching it as possible. He concluded that she had 
understood his joy at Churchill's departure; that she 
now clearly perceived his attachment ; and was deter- 
mined against him. Not having the slightest idea that 
she considered him as a married man, he could not even 
guess the nature of her feelings. 

And all the time Helen did not well understand her^ 
self; she began to be extremely alarmed at her own 
feelrngfr— to dread that there was something not quite 
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ndit. Could it be wrong, yery wrong in her mindf 
Tb» dread had come and gone by fits* This suspicion 
was first raised by the remarks excited by a slight cir* 
cnmstance which occurred about this time. Her white 
dove, Beauclerc's gift, was found one morning drowned 
in the marble vase in which it went to drim^. Helen 
was yery sorry— that was surely natural ; but she was 
wonderndly concerned, Lady Katrine scoffingly said ; 
and before everybody, Jiefofe Beauclerc, worse than all, 
her ladyship represented to the best of her ability the 
attitude in which she had found Helen mourning over 
her misfortune, the dove in her hand pressed close to 
her bosom — ^"^And in tears— absolutely." She would 
swear to the tears. 

Helen blushed, tried to laugh, and acknowledged it 
was veiy foolish. WeU, that passed off as only fool- 
ish, and she did not at first feel tnat it was a thing much 
to be ashamed of in any other way. But she was sorry 
that Be^uiclerc was by when Lady Katrine mimicked 
her ; most sorry that hh should think her foolish. But 
then did he ! His looks expressed tenderness. He was 
very tender-hearted. Really manly men always are so ; 
and 80 she observed to lady Cecilia. Lady Katrine 
heard the observation and smiled — her odious smile— 
impl3ring more than words could say. Helen was not 
qmte clear, however, what it meant to say. 

Some days afterward Lady Katrine took up a book, 
in which Helen's name was written in Beauclerc's hand. 
*' Ga^e d'amitU V* said her ladyship ; and she walked up 
and down the room, humming the air of an old French 
song : interrupting herself now and then to ask her sister 
if she could recollect the words. " The re/rm, if 1 re* 
member right, is something like this— 

Sons le nom d*amiti4~8oa8 le nom d'amiti^, 
La Booiti^ do monde trampe Taittre moiti^, 
Sons le nom, sous le nonii sous le nam d'amlti^ 

** And it ends with 

Sons le nom d'amiti^, Damon, je toob adore, 
Sons le nom, aoos le nam d'amiti^. 

**Miss Stanley, do you know that songV concluded 
her malicious ladyship. 

No — Miss Stamey had never heard it before ; but the 
mariied emphasis with which Lady Katrine sang aiid 
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looked made Helen clear that ahe meant to Bpply the 
words tauntingly to her and Beauclerc, — but which of 
them her ladyship suspected was cheating or cheated-— 
** s&ui h nam d'amUiii*' she did not know. All was con- 
fusion in her mind. After a moment's cooler reflection, 
however, she was certain it could not be Beauclerc wrho 
was to blame — it must be herself, and she now very 
much wished that everybody, and Lady Katrine in par- 
ticular, should know that Mr. Beauclerc was engaged--* 
almost married ; if this were but known, it would pat an 
end to all such imputations. 

The first time she could egeak to Cecilia on the mib- 
Ject, she begged to know how soon Mr. Beauclerc's en« 
gagement would be declared. Lady Cecilia slightly 
answered she could not tell— and when Helen pressed 
the question, she asked, 

'* Why are you so anxious, Helen t" 

Helen honestly told her, and Lady Cecilia only laughed 
at her for minding what Lady Katrine said, — *^ When 
you know yourself, Helen, how it is, what can it signify 
what mistakes others may make 1" 

But Helen grew more and more uneasy, for she was 
not clear that she did know how it was, with herself 
at least. Her conscience faltered, and she was not sure 
whether she was alarmed with or without reason. She 
began to comnare feelings that she had read of, and 
feelings that she had seen in others, and feelings that 
were new to herself, and in this maze and mist nothing 
was distinct — ^much was magnified— all alarming. 

One day Beauclerc was within view of the windows 
on horseback, on a very spirited horse, which he man- 
aged admirably ; but a shot fired suddenly in an adjoin- 
ing preserve so startled the horse, that it oh ! what 
it did Helen did not see, she was so much terrified : 
and why was she so much terrified ? She excused her- 
self by saying it was natural to be frightened for any 
human creature. But, on the other hand, Tom IsdaU 
was a human creature, and she had seen lum last week 
actually thrown from his horse, and had not felt much 
concern. But then he was not a friend ; and he fell 
into a soft ditch; and there was something ridiculous in it 
which prevented people from caring about it. 

With such nice casuistry she went on pretty well; 
and besides, she was so innocent^-so ignorant, that it 
was easy for her to be deceived. She went on telhif 
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loved the general. But when she came to compaiisona, 
ahe could not but percehre a difierence. Her heart never 
bounded on the general's i^tpearance, let him appear 
ever so suddenly, as it did one day when Beauclerc re» 
turned unezpectedlv from Old Forest. Her whole ex> 
istence seemed so altered by his approach, his presence, 
or his absence. Why was this 1 Was there any thing 
wrong in it ? To that question it now came continually. 
She had nobody whose judgment she could consult-* 
nobody to whom she could venture to describe her feel- 
ings, or lay open her doubts and scrupies. Lady Cecilia 
would only laugh ; and she could not auite trust either 
her judgment or her sincerity, though she knew her 
affection. Besides, after what Cecilia had said of her 
being siufe ; after all she had told her of Beauclere's 
engagement, how astonished and shocked Cecilia 
would be ! 

Tlien Helen resolved that she would keep as strict a 
watch over herself, and repress all emotion, and be 
severe with her own mind to the utmost ; and it was 
upon this resolution that she had changed her manner, 
without knowing how much, towards Beauclerc; she 
was certain he meant nothing but friendship. It was 
her fault if she felt too much pleasure in his company; 
the same things were, as she wisely argued, right or 
wrong according to the intention with which they were 
said, done, looked, or felt. Rigidly she inflicted on her- 
self the penance of avoiding his delightful society, and 
to make sure that she did not try to attract, she repelled 
him with all her power—thought she never could make 
herself cold, and stiff, and disagreeable enough to satisfy 
her conscience. 

Then she grew frightened at Beauclerc's looks of 
astonishment— feared he would ask explanation— avoided 
him more and more. Then, on the other hand, she feared 
be might guess and interpret wrong, or rather right, this 
change ; and back she changed, tned in vain to keep the 
just medium — she had lost the power of measuring-^ 
altogether she was very unhappy, and so was Beauclerc : 
he found her incomprehensible, and thought her capri- 
cious Uis own mmd was flattered with love, .so that 
he could not see or judge distinctly, else he might have 
seen the truth ; and sometimes, though free from con- 
cettv he did hope it might be all love. But why then 
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flciently to mark his intentions, ahe could not doubt his 
sincerity. He would see farthe^ before he ventured far- 
ther. He thouffht a man was a fool who proposed before 
he had toleraue reason to believe he should not be 
refused. 

Lord Beltravers and bis sisters were now expected at 
Old Forest immediately, and Beauclerc went thither 
early every morning, to press forward the preparations 
for the amval of the family, and he seldom returned till 
dinner-time; and every evening Lady Castlefort con- 
trived to take possession of him. It appeared to be in- 
deed as much against his will as it could be between a 
well-bred man and a high-bred belle ; but to do her bid- 
ding seemed, if not a moral, at least a polite necessity. 
$he had been spoiled, she owned, by foreign attentions ; 
not French, for that is all gone now at Paris, but Italian 
manners, wliich she so much preferred. She did not 
know how she could live out of Italy, and she must 
convince Lord Castlefort that the climate was necessary 
for her health. Meanwhile she adopted, she acted, what 
she conceived to be foreign manners, and with an ex- 
aggeration common with those who have very little 
, sense and a vast desire to be fashionable with a certain 
' set. Those who knew her best (all but her sister Ka- 
trine, who shook her head) were convinced that there 
was really no harm in Lady Castlefort, " only vanity 
and folly.'' How frequently folh' leads farther than 
fools ever, or wise people often, foresee, we need not 
here stop to record. On the present occasion, all at 
Clarendon Park, even those most inclined to scandal; 
persons who, by-the-by, may be always known by their 
invariable preface of, '* I hate all scandal," agreed that 
no one so far could behave better than Granville Beau- 
clerc— "so far,"— "as yet." But all the elderly who 
had any experience of this world, all the young who 
had any intuitive prescience in these matters coiud not 
but fear that things could not long go on as they were 
now going. It was sadly to be feared that so young a 
man, and so very handsome a man, and such an admirer 
of beauty, and grace,*and music, and of such an enthu- 
siastic temper, must be in danger of being drawn on 
farther than he was aware, and before he knew what he 
was about. 
The gene^ heard and saw aU that went on without 
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long she thought her cousins would stay. She did not 
know, but she said, " She saw he wished them to be 
what they were not — cousins once remoTed-— and quite 
agreed with hini.'' He smiled; for a man is always 
well pleased to find his wife agree with him in disliking 
her cousins. 

One night— one fine moonlight night^^Lady Castle- 
fort, stan^Bg at the conservatory-door with Beauclerc, 
after talking an inconceivable quantity of nonsense 
about her passion for the moon, and her notions about 
the stars, and congenial souls bom under the same 
fdanet, proposed to him a moonlight walk. 

The general was at the time playing at chess with 
Helen, and had the best of the game, but at that mo- 
ment he made a false move, was check-mated, rose 
hastily, threw the men together on the board, and forffot 
to regret his shameful defeat, or to compliment Helen 
upon her victory. Lady Castlefort, having just dis- 
covered that the fatality nonsense about the stars would 
not quite do for Beauclerc, had been the next instant 
aeixed with a sudden passion for astronomy; she must 
eee those charming rings of Saturn which she had 
heard so much of, which the general was showing Miss 
Stanley the other night ; she must beg him to lend his 
telescope ; she came up with her sweetest smile to trou- 
ble the general for his glass. Lord Castlefort, follow* 
ing, objected strenuously to her going out at night ; she 
ha^ been com{daining of a bad cold when he wanted her 
to walk in the daytime, she would only make it worse 
by going out in the night-air. If she wanted to see 
Saturn and his rings, the general, he was sure, would 
fix a telescope at the window for her. 

But that would not do, she must have a moonlight 
walk ; she threw open the conservatory-door, beckoned 
to Mr. Beauclerc ; and.how it ended Helen did not stav 
to see. She thought that she ought not even to think 
on the subject, and she went away as fast as she could. 
It viras late, and she went to bed wishing to be up early, 
to go on with a drawing she was to finish for Mrs. 
Collingwood — ^a view by the river-side, that view which 
had struck her fancy as so beautiful the day she went 
first to Old Forest. Early the next morning — and a 
delightful morning it was — she was up and out, and 
Ireadied the spot from which her sketch was taken. 

13 
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6he was surprised to find her litfle camp-stool, 
she had looked for in vain in the hall, in its usual place, 
set here ready for her, and on it a pencil nicely cut. 
Beauclerc must have done this. But he was not in 

general an early riser. However, she concluded that 
e had gone over thus early to Old Forest, tp see his 
friend Lord Beltravers, who was to have arrived the 
day before, with his sisters. She saw a boat rowing 
down the river, and she had no doubt be was gone. 
But just as she had settled to her drawing, she heard 
the Joyful bark of Beauclerc*s dog Nelson, who came 
bounding towards her, and the next momei^t his master 
appeared, coming down the path from the wood. With 
GUick steps he came till he was nearly close to her, 
then slackened his pace. 

**Good morning 1" said Helen; she tried to speak 
with composure, but her heart beat — she cooM not help 
feeling surprise at seeing him — ^but it was only suiprise. 

'* I thought you were gone to Old Forest," said she. 

"Not yet,"- said he. 

His voice sounded difTerent from usual, and she saw 
in him some suppressed agitation. She endeavoured to 
keep her own manner unembarrassed — she thanked hira 
for the nicely-cut pencil, and the exactly well-placed 
seat. He advanced a step or two nearer, stooped, and 
looked close at her drawing:, but he did not seem to see 
or know what he was lookmg at. 

At tliis moment Nelson, who had been too long mi- 
noticed, put up one paw on Miss Stanley's arm, museea 
by his master, and encouraged by such gentle reproof 
as Helen gave, his audacious paw was on the top of 
her drawing-book the next moment, and the next was 
upon the drawing — and the paw was wet with dew. 
— «< Nelson!" exclaimed his master, in an angry tone. 

" O do not scold him," cried Helen, " do not punish 
him ; the drawing is not spK)iled — only wet ; and it wiH 
be as well as ever when it is dry." 

Beauclerc ejaculated something about the temper of 
an angel while she patted Nelson's penitent head. 

** As the drawing must be left to dry," said Beauclerc, 
*' perhaps Miss Stanley would do me the favour to walk 
as far as the landing-place, where the boat is to meet 
me — to take me — ^if-^if I must go to Old Forest !" and 
he sighed. 

She took his offered arm and walked on— surprisedi 



-— eonliised ; wondering what he meant by that mA 
and that look—- and that strong emphasis on must, '* If 
I must ^o to Old Forest." Was not it a pleasure 1 — ^was 
it not his own choice t — ^What could he meani — ^What 
could be the matter V 

A vag^e agitating idea rose in her mind, but she put 
it from her, and they walked on for some minutes, both 
silent. They entered the wood, and feeling th0 silepce 
awkward, and afraid that he should perceive her em- 
barrassment, and that he should suspect her suspicion, 
ahe exerted herself to speak — ^to say something, no 
matter what. 
*' It is a charming morning 1" 
After a pause of absence of mind, he answered, 
** Charming !— very !" 

Then stopping short, he fixed his eyes upon Helen 
with an expression that she was afraid to understand. 
It could hardly bear any interpretation but one — and yet 
that was impossible — ought to be impossible— from a 
man in Beauclerc*s circumstances — engaged — almost a 
married man, as she had* been told to consider him. 
She did not know at this moment what to think — still 
she thou|[ht she must mistake him, and she should 
be excessively ashamed of such a mistake, and now 
more strongly felt the dread that he should see and mis- 
interpret or interpret too rightly her emotion; she 
walked on quicker, and her breath grew short, and her 
colour heightened. He saw her agitation — a delightful 
hope arose in his mind. It was^ plain she was not in- 
different-^he looked at her, but dared not look long 
enough — feared that he was mistaken. But the em- 
barrassment seemed to change its character even as he 
looked, smd now it was more like displeasure — de- 
• cidedly, she appeared displeased. And so she was ; for 
she thon^t now that he must either be trifiing with her, 
or, if serious, must be acting most dishonourably : her 
good opinion of him must be destroyed for ever if, as 
now it seemed, he wished to make an impression upon 
her heart-^yet still she tried not to think, not to see it. 
She was soriy, she was very wrong to let such an idea 
into her mi^-^and irtill her ag[itation increased. 

Quick as she ttfmed from him these thoughts passed 
in her mind, alternately angry and ashamed, and at last, 
forcing herself to be composed, teUing herself she ought 
to teeliutiier, and at least to be certain before she con- 



demned him-^eondemiied so kind, bo hooonnMe afirMnd, 
while the fault might be all her own ; she now, in a soft- 
ened tone, ae if beggfing pardon for the pain she had 
giren, and the injustice she had done him, said aome 
words, insignificant in themselves, bat from ihe voice of 
kindness charming to Beauclerc*s ear and soul. 

*^ Are not we walking very fasti'* said she, breathless. 
She now feared she must hare said something more 
than she intended, and that she had betrayed feeliiig» 
too much softened. He slackened his pace instantly, and 
with a delighted look, while she, in a hurried voice,. 
added, " But do not let me delay you. There is the boat. 
You must be in haste—impatient !" 

" In haste ! impatient ! to leave you, Helen !" Sho 
blushed deeper than he. had ever seen her blush before.^ 
Beauclerc in general kne'v^^ 

" Which bluah was anger's, which was love's!" 

But now he was so much moved, he could not decide at 
the first glance : at the second, there wa»nod(Hibt ; it 
was anger— not love. Her arm was withdrawn from bis. 
He was idraid he had gone too far. He had called her 
Helen ! 

^^e begged pardon, half humbly, half proudly. ** I 
b J ' pardon ; Miss Stanley I should have said. 1 seer 
I have offended. I fear I have been presumptuous, but 
Lady Davenant taught me to trust to Bliss Stanley's 
sincerity, and I was encouraged by her expressions of 
confidence and friendship.^ 

'* Friendship ! Oh, yes ! Mr. Beauclerc," said Helenr 
in a hurried voice, eagerly seizing on and repeating t^ 
word friendship ; " yes, I have always considered you 
as a friend. I am sure I shaH always tod you a sincere, 
good friend." 

'' Friend f he repeated, in a disappomted tone— all 
his hopes sank. She took his arm again, and he was 
displeased even with that. She was not the being of 
real sensibility he had fhncied — she was not eapabte of 
a real love. So vacillated his heart and his imagination, 
and so quarrelled he alternately etery instant witii her 
and with himself. He could not understand her, or de- 
cide what he should next do or say himself; and there 
was the boat nearing the land, and they weie going oot 
on, towaids it in silence. He siffhed. 

It was a sigh that could not biu be heard aadnetiKsij 



it was not meant to be noticed, and yet it was. What 
oooldsbethiiikofit? She could aot belieire that Beau- 
clerc memt to act treacherously. This time she waa 
detennined not to take anything for granted, not to be 
so foolish as she had been with Mr. ChmrchUl. 
" Is not that your boat that I see, rowing close t" 
" Yes, I believo— certainly. Yes," said hei 
Bat now the vacillation of Beauclerc's mind suddenly 
ceased. Desperate, he stopped her, as she woidd have 
turned down that path to the landmg-i^ace where thi» 
boat was mooring. He stood full across the pam, 
*' Miss Stanley, one word — by one word, one look decide* 
You must decide for me whether I stay-— or go — ^for 
ever !" 
" I !— Mr. Beauclerc !" 

The look of astonishment— more* than astonishment, 
almost of indignation --silenced him completely, and he 
stood dismay^. She pressed onwards, and he no longer 
stopped her path. For an instant he submitted in de« 
spahr. '* Then I must not think of it. Imustgo-Hnnust 
I, Miss Stanley! Will not you listen to me, Helen 1 
Advise me ; let me open my heart to you as a friend.^ 
She stopped under the shady tree beneath which they 
were passing, and, leaning against it, she repeated, *^4s 
a friend— but, no, no, Mr. Beauclerc— no ; I am not ^ml 
friend you shoidd consult— consult the general, your^ 
guardian." 
** I have consulted him, and he approves." 
*< You have ! That is well, that is well at aUevttits," 
cried she ; " if he approves, then all is ri^t." 

There was a ray of satisfaction on her countenance. 
He looked as if considering what she exactly meant. 
He hoped again, and was again resolved to hazard the 
decisive words. '' If you knew all !" and he pressed her 
arm closer to him — '• if I might tell you all — " 

Helen withdrew her arm decide<^. '* I know all,^ 
said she; " all I ought to know, Mr. Beauclerc." 

" You know all !" cried he, astonished at her manner. 
'* You know the circumstances in which I am placed V' * 

He adluded to the position in which he stood with Lady 
Castlefort ; she thought he meant with respect to Lady 
Blanche, and she answered—" Yes : I know all !" zm 
her eye turned towards the boat. 

"I understand you," said he; **you think I ought 
toio!»» 

18 



"Otortalnly,*' said she. It never entered inta her mini 
to doubt the tmth of what Lady Cecilia had told hex^ 
and she had at first been so much embarrassed l^ the 
fear of betraying what she felt she ought not to feel, and 
she was now so shocked by what shs thought his dis- 
honourable conduct, that she repeated, almost in a tone 
of severity,'' Certainly, Mr. Beauclerc, you ought ta 
go.". 

The words, "since you are engaged," — ^'•you know 

nare engaged," she was on the boint of adding, but 
y CeciUa's injunctions not to teu him that she had 
betrayed his secret stopped her. 

He looked at her for an instant^ and then abruptly, aod 
in great a^tation, said, '* May I ask, Miss Stanley, if 
your affections are engaged!" 

^ Is that a question, Mr. Beauclerc, which you have a 
right to ask me t" 

''I have no right-^no right, I acknowledge^^! am 
answered." 

He turned away from her, and ran down the bank 
towards the boat, but returned instantly, and ezclaimedr 
** If you say to me, go ! I am gone for ever !" 

** Go !" Helen firmly pronounced. '* You never can 
be more than a friend to me ! Oh never be less ! — go T* 

"I am gone/' said he, *'you ahalL never see me 



more.?' 



He went, and a few seconds afterward she heard the 
splashing' of his oars. He was gonet Ohl how she 
Wished Siat they had parted sooner— a few minutes 
sooner, even' before he had so looked — so spoken! 

"Oh! that we had parted while I might have still 
perfectly esteemed him ! but now — !" 

AH was sorrow in her mind and utter eonfusioiw 



CHAPTER XXL 

Whin Heieir attempted to walk, she trembM so much 
that she could not move, and leaning against the tree 
under which she was standing, she remained fixed for 
some time almost without thought 

Then she began to leeoUeet what had been before all 
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IfeM, and as soon as she coqld watt: she went back for 
her drawing-book, threw from her the peticil which 
Beauclerc had cut, and made her way home as fast as 
she could, and up to her own room, without meeting 
anybody ; and as soon as she was there she bolted the 
door and threw herself upon her bed. She had by this 
tiaie a dreadftii headache, and she wanted to try and get 
lid oi it in time for breakfast — that was her first object ; 
but her thoughts were so confused that they could not 
fix upon aay thing rightly. She tried to compose herself, 
and to think the whole affair over again ; but she could 
not. There was something so strange in what had 
passed ! The sudden — the total change in her opinion — 
her total loss of confidence ! She tried to put all thoughts 
and feelings out of her mind, and just to lie stupified ifj 
she could, that she might get rid of the pain in her head. 
She had no idea whether it was late or early, and was 
going to get up to look at her watch, when she heard the 
first bell, half an hour before breakfast, and this was the 
time when Cecilia usually opened the door between 
their rooms. She dreaded the sound, but when she had 
expected it some minutes, she became impatient even 
for that which she feared ; she wanted to have it over, 
and she raised herself on her elbow, and listened with 
acute impatience : at last the door was thrown wide 
open, and, bright and gay as ever, in came Cecilia, but 
at the first sight of Helen on her bed, wan and misera- 
ble, she stopped short. 
^* My dearest Helen ! what can be the matter V 
•• Mr. Beauclerc—" 

"Well! what of him 1" cried Cecilia, and she smiled 
'^Oh Cecilia! do not smile ; you cannot imagine—" 
" Oh, yes ! but I can," cried Cecilia. " I see how it 
is; I understand it all; and miserable and amazed as 
yon look at this moment, I will set all right for you in 
one word. He is not going to be married^not en<- 
gaged." 
Helen started up. ^ Not engaged !" 
**No more than you are, mv dear! Oh! I am glad 
to see your colour come again !" 
** Thank Heaven !" cried Helen, " then he is not—'* 
'' A vilhlin !— not at all. He is aU that's right ; all that 
is charming, my dear. S0| thank Heaven, and be as 
hapi^ as you please," 
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^Jkki I Gaonat understand it»* said Helen, sinkia^ 
back ; I really cannot understand how it is, Cecilia." 

Cecilia gave her a glass of water in great haste, and 
wtfS very sorry, and very glad, and begged forgiveness, 
and all in a breath : but as yet Helen did not know what 
she had to forgive, till it was explained to her in direct 
words, that Cecilia had told her not onl3»what was not 
true, but what she at the time of telling knew to be 
false. 

" For what purpose, oh, my dear Cecilia ! All to save 
me from a little foolish embarrassment at first, yon have 
made us miserable at last.*' 

^ Miserable ! my dear Helen ; at worst miserable only 
for half an hour. Nonsense ! lie down again, and rest 
your poor head. 1 will go this minute' to Granville. 
Where is he V 

** Gone ! Gone for ever ! Those were hi9 last words.^ 

'* Impossible ! absurd ! Only what a man says in a pas- 
sion. But where is he gone? Only to Old Forest! Gone 
for ever^-gone till dinner-time! Probably coming back 
at this moment in all haste, like a true lover, to b^ your 
]ttirdon for your having used him abominably ill. No^vsif 
smile ; do not shake your head, and look so wretched ; 
but tell me exactly, word for word and look for look, all 
that passed between you,, and then I shall know what is 
best to be done." 

Word for word Helen could not answer, for she had 
been so much confused, but she told to the best of her 
recollection; and Cecilia still thought no great harm 
was done. She only looked a little serious from the 
apprehension, now the real, true apprehension, of what 
might happen about Lady Blanche, who, as she believed, 
was at Old Forest. ^ Men are so foolish ;« men in love, 
so rash. Beauclerc, in a fit of anger and despair an 
being so reftised by the woman he loved, might go and 
throw himself at the feet of another, for whom he did 
not care in the least, in a strange sort of revenge. But 
1 know how to settle it all, and I will do it this moment." 

But Helen caught hold of her hand, and firmly detain- 
ing it, absolutely objected to her doing any thing without 
tefihig her exactly and truly what she was going to do. 
• Lady Cecilia assured her that she was only going to 
injiuire from the general whether Lady Blanche was 
with her sister at Old Forest, or not. ** Listen to me, 
my dear Helen ; what I am going to say can do no mis- 
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ehief. If Lady Blanche is there, then the best thin^ to 
be done is, for me to go immediately, this very monung, 
to pay the ladies a visit on their coming to the country, 
ana I will bring back Granville. A word wiU bring him 
back. I will only tell him there was a little mistake, or 
if you think it best, I will tell him the whole truth. Xet 
me go— only let me go and consult the general before 
the breakfast-bell rings, for I shall have no time after- 
ward." 

Helen let her go, for as Beauclerc had told her that he 
had opened his mind to the general, she thought it ¥ra8 
best that he should hear all that had happened. 

The moment the general saw Lady Cecilia come in, 
he smiled, and said, " Well ! my dear Cecilia, you have 
seen Helen this morning, and she has seen Beauclerc—* 
what is the result ? Does he stay, or go V 
" He is gone !'' said Cecilia. 
The general looked surprised, and sorry. 
" He did not propose for her,'^ continued Cecilia, "he 
did not declare himself-^he only began to sound her 
opinion of him, and she — she contrived to misunder- 
stand — ^to offend him, and he is gone, but onlv to Old 
Forest, and we can have him back again directly." 

"That is not likely," said the general; "because I 
know that Beauclerc had determined that if he went he 
would not return for some time. Your friend Helen 
was to decide. If she gave him any hope, that is, per- 
mitted him to appear as her declared admirer, he could 
with propriety, happiness, and honour remain here ; if 
not, my dear Cecilia, you must be sensible that he is 
right to go." 

" Gone for some time !" repeated Cecilia ; " you mean 
as long as Lady Castlefort is here." 
" Yes," said the general. 

" I wish she was gone, I am sure, with all my heart,** 
said Cecilia ; " but in the mean time, tell me, my dear ; 
Clarendon, do you know whether Lord Beltrayers*s sis- 
ters are at Old Forest 1" 

The genera] did not think that Lady Blanche had 
arrived ; he was not certain, but he knew that the Com- ; 
tesse de St. Cymon had arrived yesterday. 

"Then," said Cecilia, " it would be but civil to go to 
see the comtesse. I will go this morning." 

General Clarendon answered instantly, and with de- 
cision, that she most not think of such a thing-*-thiit it 
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could not be done. " Madame de St. Cymon is a WomaA 
of dottblful reputation, not a person with whom Lady 
Cecilia Clarendon ought to form any acquaintance.'' 

** No, not form an acquaintance— Pm quite aware of 
that,'' and eagerly she pleaded that she had no intention 
of doing any thing ; '^ but just one morning visit paid and 
returned, ^yeia know, leads to nothing. Probably -we 
shall neither of us be at home, and never meet ; and 
reallj^it would be such a marked thing not to pay this 
visit to the Beltravers family on their return to the coun- 
try. Formerly there was such a good understanding* 
between the Forresters and your father; and reaUy 
bospitality requires it. Altogether this one visit really 
must be paid, it cannoi be helped, so I will order the 
carriage." 

" It must not be done !" the general said ; " it is a 
question of right, not of expediency." 

'* Right, but there is nothing really wrong, surely^ I 
believe all that has been said of her is scandal. Nobodv 
is safe against reports — ^the public papers are so scandal- 
ous ! While a woman lives with her husband, it is but 
charitable to suppose all is right. That'athe rule. Be- 
sides, we should not throw the first stone." Then Lady 
Cecilia pleaded, lady this and lady that, and the whole 
county, without the least scruple, would visit Madame 
de St. Cymon. 

" Lady this and lady that may do as they please, or 
as their husbands think proper or improper, that is no 
rule for Lady Cecilia Clarendon; and as to the whole 
county, or the whole world, what is that to me, when I 
have formed my own determination V 

The fact was, that at this very time Madame de St. 
Cymon was about to be separated from her husband. A 
terrible discovery had just been made. Lord Beltravers 
had brought his sister to Old Forest to hide her from 
London disgrace ; there he intended to leave her to rus- 
ticate, while he should follow her husband to Paris im- 
mediately, to settle the terms of separation or divorce. 

" Beauclerc, no doubt, will go to Paris with him," 
said, the general 

" To Paris ! when will he set out ?" 

" To-day-Hlirectly, if Helen has decidedly rejected 
him ; but you say he did not declare himself. Pray tell 
me all at once." 

And if she had done to, iiU might have been weU ; 
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but she "was afiraid. Her husband was as exaet about 
zome things as her mother ; he would certainly be dis* 
pleased at the deception she had practised on Helen ; 
she could not tell hixn that, not at this moment, for she 
had just fooled him to the top of his bent about this 
▼isit ; she would find a better time ; she so dreaded the 
instant change of his smile ; the look of disapprobation; 
she -vf^A so cowardly ; in short, the present pain ,of dis- 
pleasing — ^the consequences even of her own folly, she 
never could endure, and to avoid it she had always re- 
course to some new evasion ; and now, when Helen — 
her dear Helenas happiness was at stake, she faltered— 
she paltered-^she would not for the world do her any 
wrong ; but still she thought she could manage without 
telling the whole — she would tell nothing hu the truth. 
So, after a moment's hesitation, while all these 
thoughts went through her mind, when the general re- 
peated his question, and begged to know at once what 
was passing in her little head, she smiled in return for 
that smile which played on her husband's face while he 
fondly looked upon her, and she answered, 

^' I am thinking of poor Helen. She has made a sad 
mistake^and has a horrid headache at this moment— 
in short, she has offended Beauclerc past endurance — 
past hi^ endurance — ^and he went off in a passion be* 
fore she found out her mistake. In short, we must 
have him back again; could you go, my dear love — or 
write directly V 

" First let me understand," said the general. " Miss 
Stanley has made a mistake — ^what mistake V* 

*'She thought Beauclerc was engaged to Lady 
Blanche." 
^* How cotild she think so ? What reason had she !" 
'* She had been told so by somebody." 
'* Somebody !— 'that eternal scandal-monger Lady 
Katrine, I suppose." 

*'No— not Lady Katrine," said Cecilia; ** but I am 
net at liberty to tell you whom." 

*'No matter; but Miss Stanley is not a fool — she 
could not believe somebody or anybody, contrary to 
common sense." 

" No, but Beauclerc did not come quite to proposing 
—<«nd you know she had been bilimed for refusing Mr. 
Ghorcnill before she was asked — and, in short — in love^ 
people do pot always know what they are about." 
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'* I do not nndentand one word of it," said the 
oral ; ** nor I am sure do you, my dear Cecilia." 

" Yes, I really do, but—" 

'* My dear Cecilia, I assure you it is always best to 
let people settle their loyorsffairs their own way." 

*^ Yes, certainly-*-! would not interfere in the least-— 
only to get Granville back ajrain— rand then let them 
settte it their own way. Cannot you call at Old 
Forest V 

•* No." 

** Could you not write 1" 

"No — ^not unless I know the whole. I will do 
nothing in the dark-ralways tell your confessor, your 
lawyer, your physician, yocir fhend, your whole case, 
or they are fools or rogues if they act for you— rgo back 
and repeat this to Helen Stanley from me." 

^ But, my dear, she will think it so unkind." 

" Let her show me how 1 can serve her, and I will 
do it." 

**Only write a line to Beauolen>*r-say, ^Beauclero 
come back,— rhere has been a mistake.' " 

She would have put a pen into his hand, and held paper 
to him. 

** Let me know the whole, and then, and not till then, can 
I judge whether I should be doing right for her or not." 

The difficulty of telling the whole had increased to 
Lady Cecilia, even from the hesitation and prevarioa* 
tion she had now made. 

'* Let me see Helen,— rlet me speak to her m^Fself-^ 
and learn what this strange nonsensical mystery is," 

He was getting impatient. 

*' Cannot I see Miss Stanley ?" 

^* Why no, my dear love, not just now, she has such 
a headache ! She is lyin^ down. Thpre is the break- 
fast-bell—after breakfast, if you please. But I am clear 
she would rather not speak to you herself on the sub* 
ject." 

'* Then come down to breakfast, my dear, and let her 
settle it her own way — ^that is much the best plan. ^- 
terference in love-matters always does mischief— come 
to breakfast, my dear — I have no time to lose— I must 
be off to a court-martial.'* 

He looked at his watch, and Cecilia went half down 
stairs with him, and then ran back to keep Helen quiet 
by the assurance that all wookl be Bettl!ed--ell would be 



ligiit^ and that she would send liar up some breakftstr-^ 
she must not think of coming dpwn ; and Cecilia la< 
mented half breakfest-time how subject to headaches 
pdor Heleb was ; and through this and through all other 
conversatiQR', she settled what she would do for her. As* 
the last re^urce, she would tell the whole truth— not 
to her husband, she loved him too well to face his dis- 
pleasure for one moment— but to Beauclerc ; and writing 
would be so much easier than speaking — without being 
put to the blush she coukl explain it all to Beauclerc* 
and turn it playAilly ; and he would be so happy that he 
would be only too glad to forgive her, and to do any 
thing she asked. She concocted and wrote a very pret^ 
letter, in which she took all the bbme fully on herself 
— did perfect justice to Helen ; said she wrote without 
her k]U>wledge, and depended entirely upon his discre- 
tion ; so he must come back of his own accord, and keep 
her eouBseL This letter, however, she could not des- 
patch so soon as she had expected ; she could not send 
a servant with it till the general should be off to his 
court-martial. 

Now had .Cecilia gone the straight-forward way to 
work, her husband could in that interval, aiui wouldy 
have set all to rights ; but this to Cecilia was impossi- 
ble ; she could omjr wait in an agony of impatience till 
the general and his officers were all out of the way, 
and then she despatched a groom with her letter to Old 
Forest, and desired him to return as fast as possible, 
while she went to Helen's room to while away the time 
of anxious suspense as well as she could ; and she soon 
succeeded in taking herself into excellent spirits again. 

^ Now, my dear Helen, if that unlucky mistake had 
net been made, — ^if you had not fancied that Granville 
was married already, — ^and if he had actually proposed 
for you — what would you have said ? — ^in short — woidd 
you have accepted him !" 

^ Oh ! Ceciha, I do hope he will understand how it 
aU was ; I hope he will b^eve that I esteem him as I 
always did : as to love*-*^ 

Helen paused, and Lady Cecilia went on : ''As to 
love, nobody knows any thing about it till it comes — 
and here it is coming, I do believe !" continued she, 
looking out of the window. — ^No ! not Mr. Beauclerc, but 
the man she had sent with her letter, galloping towardb 
the house. Disappointed not to see Beauclerc himseU; 
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■he coold only conelode that as he had not hia hoxve 
with him, he was retuniiiig in the boat. 

The answer to her letter was brought in. At the 
first glance on the direction, her countenance chan^peH. 
*< Not Granville's hand !-*what can hare happened f* 
She tore open the note. *'He is gone f-^-gone vntli 
Iiord Beltrayers l^-set off !'-*gone to Paris !** 

Helen said not one word, and Cecilia, in despair, re« 
peated, '* Gone l<^gone !-i-absolutely gone ! Nothings 
more can be done. Oh, that I had done nothing about 
'it 1 All has bailed ! Heaven knows what may happen 
now ! Oh ! if 1 could but have let it all alonie ! I never, 
never can forgive myself! My dear Helen, be angry 
with mer*Hreproach me: pray-^ray reproach me as I 
deserve !'* 

But Helen could not blame one who so blamed her^* 
self— one who, however foolish and wrong she had been, 
had done it all from the kindest motives. In the agony 
of her penitence, she now told Helen all that bad passed 
between her and the general; that, to avoid the shame 
of confessing to him her first deception, she had ^ne 
on another and another step in these foolish evasions, 
contrivances, and mysteries ; how, thinking she could 
manage it, she had writt^ without his knowledge ; and 
now, to complete her punishment, not only had every 
thing which she had attempted failed, but a consequence 
which she could never have foreseen bad happened. — 
" Here I am, with a note actually in my hand from this 
horrid Madame de 8t. Gymon, whom Clarendon abso- 
lutely would not hear of my even calling upon ! Look 
what she writes to me. She just took advantage of this 
opportunity to begin a correspondence before an ac- 
quaintance ; but I will never answer her. Here is what 
she says :-r- 

^ '< * The Comtesse de St. Cymon exceedingly regrets 
that Lady Cecilia Clarendon's servant did not arrive in. 
time to deliver her ladyship's letter into Mr. Beauclerc% 
own hand. Mr. B. left Old Forest with Lord Beltravers 
early to-da^ for Paris. 

" * The Comtesse de St. C3rmon, understanding that 
Lady Cecilia Clarendon is anxious that there should be 
as little delay as posuble in forwarding her letter, and 
calculating that if returned by her ladyship's servant it 
must be too late for this day's post frop^ Clarendon Paiki 
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lias forwarded H immediately with her own letters to 
Paris, -which camiot fail to meet Mr. Beaiiclerc directly 
on his aniYal there.' , 

*, ^Oh l^ cried Lady Cecihaf '^how Bngty the g^eneral 

-. would be if he knew of this !^ She tore the note to the 

{ smallest bits as she spoke, atnd tfarew them away ; and 

I next she begged that Helen would never say a word 

1 about It. There was no use in telling the genend What 

.' woiild only rex him, and what could not be helped ; and 

what could lead to nothin^y for she should never answer 

this note, nor have any further commumcation of any 

kind with Madame de St. Cymon. 

Helen, nevertheless, thought it would be muc^h better 
to t^l the general of it; and she wondered how CecQia 
conld think of doing otherwise, and just when she had 
so strongly reproached herself^ and repented of these 
foolish mystenes ; and this was going on another step« 
'^Indeed, Ceciha," sjud Helen, "I wish^>M>n my own 
account I wish you would not conceal any thing. It is 
hard to let the general suspect me of extreme folly and 
absurdity, or of some sort of double-deading in this busi'* 
ness, in which I have done my utmost to do r^^ and 
to go straiihtforward.*' 

Poor Helen, with her nervous headadie beating worse 

and worse, remonstrated and entreated, and came to 

tears ; and Lady Cecilia promised that it shouhl be all 

done as she desired ; but again fldie changed, and besoiight 

Helen to say nothing herself about the matter to the 

general: aoid, this acceded to. Lady Gecilia^s feelinffs 

beings as transient as they were vehement, all her se& 

reproaches, penitence, and fears passed away, and, 

taking her bright view of the whole affiur^ she ended 

with the certainty that Beauclerc would return the mo» 

i ment he received her letter ; that he would have it in a 

I verjr few days, and all would end weU, and quite a» well 

'< as if she had not been a looL 
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CHAPTER XXII. 

Thk first tidings of Beauclerc came in a letter from 
him to the generu, written imsiediately after his arrival 
at Paris. Bat it was plain that it must have been 
written before Lady Cecilia's letter, forwarded by 
Madame de St. Cymon, cooid have reached him. It 
was evident that matters were as yet unexplained, from 
his manner of writing about ^ the death-blow to all his 
hopesf'* and now he was setting off with Lord Beltravers 
for Naples, to follow M. de St. Cymon, and settle the 
business of the nster's divorce. Lady Cecilia could 
<mly hope that her letter would follow him thither, en* 
closed m this Madame de St. Cvmon's despatches to 
her brother; and now they coula know nothing more 
tiEthey could hear from Naples. 

Meanwhile, Helen perceived that, though the general 
continued to be as attentive and kind to her as usual, yet 
that there was something more carefid and reserved in 
his manner than fonnerly, less of spontaneous regard 
and cordial confidence. It was not that he was .dis« 
pleased by her having discouraged the addresses of his 
ward, fond as he was of Beauclerc, and well as he would 
have been pleased, by the match. This he distinctly 
expressed the only time that he touched upon the sub- 
ject. He said that -Miss Stanley was the best and tiie 
only Judge of what woidd make her hvpjpj ; but he coold 
not comprehend the nature of the mistake she had 
made ; Cecilia's explanations, whatever thejr were, had 
not made the matter clear. There was either some 
caprice or some m3[stery, which he determined not to 
inquire into, upon his own principle of leaving people to 
settle their love-affairs in their own way. 

Helen's spirits were lowered : naturally of great sensi- 
bility, she depended more for her happiness on her in- 
ward feelings than upon any external circumstamces. A 
.great deal of gayety was now going on constantly aroong 
the young people at Clarendon Park, and this made her 
want of spirits more disagreeaUe to herself, nioie 



HBtBir. 917 

obvious, and more obserred by others. Lady Katrine 
rallied her unmercifully. Not suspecting the truth, her 
ladyship presumed that Miss Stanley repented of having, 
before she was asked, said No instead of Yes, to Mr. 
Churchill. Ever since his departure she had evidently 
worn the willow. 

Lady Cecilia was excessively vexed by this ilUnatured 
raillery: conscious that she had been the cause of aU 
this annoyance to Helen, and of much more serious evil 
to her, the zeal and tenderness of her affection now in- 
creased, and was shown upon every little occasion in- 
voluntarily, in a manner that contmually irritated her 
cousin Katrine's jealousy. 

Helen had been used to live only with those by whom 
she was beloved, and she was not at all prepared for the 
sort of warfare which Lady Katrine carried on; her 
perpetual sneers, innuendoes, and bitter sarcasms Helen 
did not resent, but she suffered. The arrows, ill-aimed 
and weak, could not penetrate far ; it was not with their 
point the^ wounded, but by their venom — ^wherever that 
touched it worked inward mischief. 

Often to escape from one false imputation she exposed 
herself to another more grievous. One night, when the 
young people wished to dance, and the usual music was 
not to be had, Helen played quadrilles and waltzes, for 
hours, with indefatigable good-nature, and when some 
of the party returned their cordial thaiiks, Lady Katrine 
whispered, " Our musician has been well paid by Lord 
£stndge*s admiration of her white hands.'* His lordship 
had not danced, and had been standing all the evening 
beside Helen, much to the discomfiture of Lady Katrine, 
who intended to have had him for her own partner. 

The next night Helen did not play, but Joined the 
dance, and with a boy partner, whom nobody could envy 
her. The general, who saw wonderfully quickly the 
by-play of Society, marked all this, and now his eye foJ 
lowed Helen through the quadrille, and he said to somo 
one standing by, that Miss Stanley danced charmingly, 
to his taste, and in such a lady-like manner. He was 
glad to see her in good spirits again ; her colour was 
raised, and he observed that she looked remarkably well. 

** Yes," Lady Katrine answered, " remarkably well ; 
and black is so*^ becoming to that sort of complexion, no 
doubt this is the reason Miss Stanley wears it so much 
longer than is customary for an uncle. Short or long 
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mournings are, to be enre, just according to fashioiiy. ot 
feeling, as some say. For my part, I hate long mourn* 
ings — so like ostentation of sentiment ; whatever I did* 
at any rate I would be consistent. I never would dance 
in black. Popo, you know, has such a good cut at that 
sort of thing. Do you recollect the lines 1 

' And bear aboat the mockery of wo 
To midnight dances and the public dtow." 

Lady Castlefort took Miss Stanley aside, alter the 
dance was over, to whisper to her so good-naturedly, 
how shockingly severe Katrine had been ; faithfully re- 
peating every word that her sister had said. " And so 
cruel^ to talk of your bearing about the mockery of wo f 
— ^But, my sweet little lamb, do not let me distress you 
so." 

Helen, withdrawing from the false caresses of Lady 
Castlefort, assured her that she should not be hurt by 
any thing Lady Katrine could say, as she so little under- 
stood her real feelings ; and at the moment her spirit 
rose against the injustice, and felt as much superior to 
such petty malice as even Lady Davenant could have 
desired. 

She had resolved to continue in mourning for the 
longest period in which it is worn for a parent, be- 
cause, in truth, her uncle had been a parent to her ; and, 
besides the motive of affection and respect to his mem- 
ory, she had other reasons — ^reasons of economy. 
Economy was necessary to enable her to carry into 
eifect her generous determination to pay the dean^s 
debts. The difficulty she would find in living in the 
society she was now with, upon the very small income 
which remained to her after what she had given up, had 
been pointed out sufficiently by Mrs. Collingwood. 
Helen had replied that for the first year she should want 
nothing, as every thing that could be necessary for that 
mourmng, which she should certainly continue to wear, 
had been most handsomely provided; but the morning 
after Lady Katrine^s cruel remarks, Cecilia beg^dthat 
Helen would oblige her by laying aside black. " Let it 
be on my birthday." Lady Cecilia's birthday was to 
be celebrated the ensuing week. 

"Well, for that day certainly I will," Helen said; 
** but only for that day." 
. This would not satisfy Cecilia. Helen saw that Lady 



Katrme^B obsenrations had made a serious impression, 
andf dreading to become the subject of daily obserra* 
tion, perhaps altercation, she yielded. The mourning 
was wrown aside. Then every thing she wore must 
l)e new. Lady Cecilia and Mademoiselle Felicie, her 
waiting-maid, insisted upon taking the matter into their 
own hands. Helen reallv intended only to let ono 
drees for her friend^s birthday be bespoken for her ; but 
from one thing she was led on to another. Lady Ce- 
cilia's taste in dress was exquisite. Her first general 
principle was admirable — " Whatever you buy, let it be 
the best of its kind, which is always the cheapest in 
the end.'' Her second maxim was, ** Never have any 
thing but from such and such people, or from such and 
8uch places," naming those wno were at the moment 
accredited by fashion. 

*' These, of course, make you pay high, for the name 
of the thin^ ; but that must be. The name is all," said 
Lady Oecifia. ** Does your hat, your bonnet, wlwtever 
it be, come from the reigning fashionable authority % 
then it is ri^ht, and you are quite right. You can put 
down all objections and objectors with the magic of a 
name. You need think no more about your dress; 
you have no trouble ; while the poor creatures who go 
toiling and rummaging in cheap shops — what comes of 
ity but total exhaustion and disgrace ! 

" Yesterday, — now, my dear Helen, recollect, — ^when 
Lady Katrine, after dinner, asked little Miss Isdale 
where she bought that pretty hat, the poor girl was 
quite out of countenance. * Really she aid not know ; 
she only knew it was very cheap.' You saw that no- 
body could endure the hat afterward ; so that, cheap as 
it might be, it was money to all intents and purpbses 
absomtely thrown away, for it did not answer its pur« 
pose.'* 

* Helen, laughing, observed, that if its purpose had 
been to look weU, and to make the wearer look well, it 
had fuUy succeeded. 

^ Sophistry, my dear Helen. The purpose was not 
to look well, but to have a distinguished air. Dress* 
and what we call fashion and taste altogether, you 
know, are mere matters of opinion, association of ideas, 
and so forth. When will you learn to reason, as mamma 
■ays? Do not make me despair of you." 

TluBa half in jest, half in earnest, with truth snd false* 

K2 
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hood, sense and nonsense* prettily blended together. 
Lady CecUia prevailed in overpowering Helen's better 
Judgment, and obtained a hasty submission. In econ- 
omy, as in morals, false principles are far more danger- 
ous than any one single error. One f^e principle as 
to laying out money is worse than any bad oargain that 
can be made, because it leads to bad bargains innu- 
merable. It was settled that all Helen wanted should 
be purchased, not only firom those who sold the best 
IpoodSf but from certain very expensive houses of fash- 
ionably high name in London. And the next point 
Lady Cecilia insisted upon was, that Helen's dress 
should always be the same as her oy/m, ^ You know 
it used to be so« my dear Helen, when we were chil- 
dren ; let it be so now/' 

" But there is such a difference noto,'' said Helen ; 
** and I cannot afford — ^" 

*^ Difference! Oh! don't talk of differences — let 
there be none ever between us. Not afford f-^non- 
sense, my dear-^the expense will be nothing. In these 
days you get the materials of dress absolutely for no- 
thmg^the fashion-«>the making-up is all, as Felicie and 
I, and everybody who knows any thin^ of the matter, 
ean tell you. riow all that sort of thing we can save 
you-*-here is my wedding paraphernalia, all at your ser- 
vice—- patterns ready-cut — ^and here is Felicie, whose 
whole French soul is in the toilette — and there is your 
own little maid, who has hands, and head, and heart, all 
devoted to you-^-so leave it to us-— leave it to us, my 
dear-^take no thought what you shall put on-^-^and you 
will put it on all the better." 

Felicie was summoned. 

^ Felicie, remember Miss Stanley's dress is always to 
be the same as my own. It must be so, my dear. It 
will be the greateist pleasure to me," and with her most 
persuasive caressing manner she added, " My ovm dear 
Helen, if you love me, let it be so." 

This was an appeal which Helen could not resist. 
She thought that she could not refuse without vexing 
Cecilia ; and, from a sort of sentimental belief that she 
was doing Cecilia " a real kindness,"— that it was what 
Cecilia culed '* a sisterly act," she yielded to what she 
knew was unsuited to her circumstances — ^to what was 
quite contrary to her better judgment. 

it often so happens, that our friends doubly guard one 



^^pwum point of weaknesd, while another exists undis* 
co'rered by them, and unknown to ourselves. Lady 
Davenanthad warned Helen a^^ainst the dangers of in* 
decision and coquetry with her lovers, but this danger 
of extravagance in dress she had not foreseen — and into 
how much expense this one weak compliance would 
lead her Helen could not calculate. 

She had fancied that, at least, till she went to town* 
she should not want any thing expensive— this was a 
great mistake. Formerly in j^ngland, as still in every 
other country but England, a marked difference was 
made in the style of dress in the country and in town. 
Formerly, overdressing in the country was reprobated 
as quite vulgar ; but now, even persons of birth and 
fashion are guilty of this want of taste and sense. They 
display almost as much expensive dress in the country 
as mtown. 

It happened that, among the succession of company 
at Glarondon Park this summer, there came, self-in- 
vited, from the royal party in the neighbourhood, a cer- 
tain wealthy lady, by some called " Golconda,'' by 
others *' the Duchess of Baubleshire.'' She was pas- 
sionately fond of dress, and she eclipsed all rivals in 
magnificence and variety of ornaments. At imminent 
peril of being robbed, she brought to the country, and 
carried about everywhere with her, an amazing number 
of jewels, wearing two or three different sets at differ- 
ent times of the day—displaying them on the most 
absurdly improper occasions — ^at a fite champitre, or 
a boat-race. 

Once, after a riding-party, at a pic-nic under the trees, 
when it had been resolved unanimously that nobody 
should change their dress at dinner-time, Golconda ap- 
peared in a splendid necklace, displayed over her riding- 
dress, and when she was reproached with having broken 
throi4;h the general agreement not to dress, she replied 
that, ^ Really she had put the thin^ on in the greatest 
hurry, without knowing well what it was, just to oblige 
her httle page, who had brought three sets of jewels for 
her choice-Hshe had chosen the most undressed of the 
three, merely because she could not disappoint the poor 
little feUow." 

Every one saw the affectation and folly, and, above all, 
the vulgarity of this display, and those who were most 
envious were most eager to comfort themselves by 
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but Lady Katrine wa« ready with some inrtanee of ber 
" absurd vanity." •• If fortune had but blessed her iRrith 
such jewels," Lady Katrine said, "she trusted she 
should have worn then* with better grace ;" but it did 
not appear that the taste for bai^les was diminished by 
the ridicule thrown upon them«^uite the contoary, it 
was plain that the laughers were only envious^ and 
envious because they could not be enried* 

Lady Cecilia, who had no envy in her natiire-^wlia 
was really generous— entered not into this va» doo^^- 
tition ; on the contrary, she refrained from wearii^ any 
of her jewels, because Helen had none ; besides, sini' 
plicity was really the best taste, the general said so — 
this was well thought and well done for some time, but 
there was a little lurking lov^ oi ornaments in Cecilia's 
mind, nor was Helen entirely without sympathy in tliat 
taste. Her uncle had early excited it in her mind by 
frequent fond presents of the prettiest trinkets imagina* 
ble ; the taste had Usen matured aloQg with her love for 
one for whom she had such strong affection, and it had 
seemed to die with its origin. Bsfore she leflt Cecil- 
hurst, Helen had given away every ornament she pos- 
sessed : she thought she could never want them agaiOf 
and she left them as souvenirs with those who had 
loved her and her uncle. 

Cecilia on her birthday brought her a set of forget- 
me-nots, to match those which she intended to wear 
herself, and which had been long ago given to Lady 
Cecilia by the dear good dean himself. This was irre- 
sistible to Helen, and they were acc^epted. 

But this was only the prelude to presents of BMtfe 
value, which Helen scrupled to receive ; ye^ 
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Oft to Tefu«8 and never once offend,*' 



was not so easily done as said, especially with Lady 
Cecilia ; she was so urgent, so caressing, ^nd Had so 
many plausible reasons, suitable to all occasions. On 
the generaPs birthday. Lady Cecilia naturally wished to 
wear his first gift to her — a pair of beautiful pearlr brace- 
lets, ;but then Helen must have the same. Helen 
thought that Roman pearl would do quite as well for 
her. She ha^l seen some such excellent imitations that 
no eye could detect the difference. 
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" No eye ! very likely ; bat still your own conscience, 
my dear !** replied Lady Cecilia. ^ And if people ask 
whether they are real, what could you say ? Yon know 
there are eyer3rwhere impertinent people; malicious 
Lady Katrines, who will ask questions. Oh ! positively 
I cannot bear to think of your being detected m passing 
off counterfeits. In all ornaments, it should be genuine 
or none — none or genuine." 

** None, then, let it be for me this time, dear Cecilia." 

Cecilia seemed to submit, and Helen thought she had' 
well settled it. But on the day of the general's ySie, the 
pearl bracelets were on her dressing-table. They were 
from the general, and could hot be refused. Cecilia 
declared she had nothing to do with the matter. 

«Oh,CeciMa!'' 

** Upon my word!^ cried Lady Cecilia ; " and if you 
doubt me, the general shall haye the honour of present* 
ing, and you the sgony of refusing or accepting them 
in full salon." 

Helen sighed, hesitated, and submitted. The eeneral, 
on her appearing with the bracelets, bowed, smiled, and 
thanked her with his kiadeet look ; and she was glad to 
tee him look kindly upon her again. 

Haying gained her point to i^easantly this time, Lady 
Cecilia did not stop there ; and Helen found there was 
no resource but to bespeak beforehand for herself what- 
ever she apprehended would be pressed upon her accept- 
ance. That one false principle which she had unwit. 
tingly — ^no — ^which she had weakly admitted, that their 
toilette should be always the same, led to endless diffi- 
culties, for either Helen was to be dressed above her 
fortune and circnmstances, or Lady Cecilia was not to 
wear the ornaments suited to her rank and taste. 

Fresh occasions for display, and new necessities for 
expense, continually occurred. Reviews, and races, 
and race balls, and archery meetings, and archery balls, 
had been, and a legatta was to be. At some of these 
the ladies had appeared in certain uniforms, new, of 
course, for the day; and now preparations for the 
regatta had commenced, and were gomg on. It was to 
last several days : and after the boat-races in the morn- 
ing, there were to be balls at night. The first of these 
was to be at Clarendon Park, and Mademoiselle Felicie 
considered her lady^s dress upon this occasion as one of 
the olf^ctB of first importance in the universe. She had 
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often Bi^ed over the long unopened Jewel-box. Her 
lady miKlit as well be nobody. Mademoiselle Felicie 
coiud no ways understand a lady well bom not wearins' 
that which distinguished her above the common ; am 
if she was ever to wear jewels, the ball-room wai 
surely the proper place. And the sapphire necklace 
would look a ravir with her lady's dress, which, indeed, 
without it, would have no effect ; would be quite mSs^ 
qwne and manqu^e,^* 

Now Lady Cecilia had a great inclination to wear that 
sapphire necklace, which probably Felicie saw when 
she commenced her remonstrances, for it is part of the 
business of the weU-trained waiting-woman to give 
utterance to those thoughts which her lady wishes 
should be divined and pressed into accomplishment. 
Cecilia considered whether it would not be possible to 
divide the double rows of her sapphires, to make out a 
set for Helen as well as for herself; sttt hesitated only 
because they had been given to her by her mother, and 
she did not like to run the hazard of spoiling the set ; 
but still she could manage it, and she would do it. 
Mademoiselle Felicie protested the attempt would be 
something very like sacrilege ; to prevent which, she 
gave a hint to Helen of what was in contemplation. 

Helen knew that with Cecilia, when once she had set 
her heart upon a generous feat of this kind, remon- 
strance would be in vain; she dreaded that she would, 
if prevented from the meditated division of the sapphires, 
purchase for her a new set : she had not the least idea 
what the expense was, but, at the momei^t, she thought 
any thing would be better than letting Ceciha spoU her 
mother's present, or put her under fresh obligations of 
this sort. She knew that the sapphires had been got 
from the jewellers vnth whom her uncle had dealt, and 
who were no strangers to her name ; she wrote, and 
bespoke a similar set to Lady Cecilia's. 

^^Charmante! the very thing," Mademoiselle Felicie 
foresaw, " a young lady so well bom would determine 
on doing. And if she might add a little word, it would 
be good at the same opportunity to order a raby brooch, 
the same as her lady's, as that would be the next object 
in question for the second day's regatta ball, when it 
would be indispensable for that night's appearance f 
positivement, she knew her lady womd do it for Miss 
Stanley if Miss Stanley did not do it of her own head*" 
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Helen did not think that a brooch could be very ex« 
pensive ; there was not time to consider about it — the 
post was going — she was afraid that Lady Ceciha would 
come in and find her writing, and prevent her sending 
the letter. She hastily added an order for the brooch, 
finished the letter, and despatched it. And when it was 
gone she told Cecilia what she had done. Cecilia looked 
startled ; she was well aware that Helen did not know 
the high price of what she had bespoken. But deter-^ 
mining that she would settle it her own way, she took 
care not to give any alarm, and shaking her head, she 
only reproached Helen playfully with having thus stolen 
a bfiarch upon her. 

" You think you have out-generalled me, but we shall 
see. Remember, I am the wife of a general, and not 
without resources.'* 



CHAPTER XXIH. 

Of the regatta, of the fineness of the weather, the 
beauty of the spectacle, and the dresses of the ladies, a 
foil account appeared in the papers of the day, of which 
it would be useless here to rive a repetition, and shame- 
ful to steal or seem to steal a descnption. 

We shall record only what concerns Helen. 

With the freshness of youth and of her naturally 
happy temper, she was delighted with the whole, to her 
a perfectlv new spectacle, and everfbody was pleased 
except Lady Katrine, who, in the midst of every amuse- 
ment, sdways found something that annoyed her, some- 
thing that *' should not have been so." She was upon 
this occasion more cross than usual, because this morn- 
ing's uniform was not becoming to her, and was most 
particularly so to Miss Stanley, as all the gentlemen 
observed. 

Just in time before the ladies went to dress for the 
ball at night, the precious box arrived, containing the 
set of sapphires. Cecilia opened it eagerly, to see that 
all was nffht. Helen was not in the room. Lady Kat* 
rine stood by, and when'she found that these were for 
Helen* her envious indignation broke forth. 

K3 
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** Tk& poor daughters of peers cannot indulge in such 
things," cried she ; " they are fit only for rich heiresses ! 
I understood," continued she, **that Miss Stanley had 
giren d«vay her fortune to pay her uncle's debts, out I 
presume rne has thought better of that, as I always 
prophep' a would — ^generosity is channingy but, after 
all, sapr ;s are so becoming!" 

Helf came into the room just as this speech was 
ende< Lady Katrine had one of the bracelets in her 
hand. She looked miserably cross, for she had been 
disapppmted about some ornaments she had expected 
by the same conveyance that brought Miss Stanley's. 
She protested that she had nothing fit to wear to-night. 
Helen looked at Cecili ; and though Cecilia's look gave 
no encouragement, she. begged that Lady Katrine would 
do her the honour to wear these sapphires this nisht, 
since she had not received what her ladyship had 
ordered. Lady Katrine suffered herself to be prevailed 
on, but accepted with as ill a grace as possible. ^ 

The ball went on, and Helen at least was happier than 
if she had worn the bracelets. She had no pleasure in 
being the object of envy, and now, wheii she found that 
CecUia could be and was satisfied, though their orna- 
ments were not exactly alike, it came full upon her 
mind that she had done foolishly in bespeaking these 
sapphires : it was at that moment only a transient self- 
reproach for extravagance, but before she went to rest 
this night it became more serious. 

Lady Davenant had been expected all day, but she did 
not arrive till late in the midst of the ball, and she just 
looked in at the dancers for a few minutes before she 
f red to her own apartment. Helen would have fol- 
' ' wed her, but that was not allowed. After the dancing 
^ as over, however, as she was going to her room, she 
iieard Lady Davenant's voice, calling to her as she 
passed by ; and, opening the door sofUy, she found her 
still awake, and desiring to see her for a few minutasy 
if she was not too much tired. 

'*' Oh no, not in the least tired : quite the contrary," 
said Helen. 

After affectionately embracing her, Lady Davenant 
held her at arms' length, and looked at her as the light 
of the lamp shone full upon her face and figure. Pleased 
with her whole appearance, LAdy Davenant smiled, and 
said, as she looked at her—" You seem, Helen, to have 



shared the grratefnl old fairy's gift to Lady Georgiana 
B.y of the never-fading rose in the cheek. ^^But what 
particularly pleases ine,'Helen, is the perfect simplicity 
of your dress. In the few minutes that I waf»an the 
ball-room to-night, I was struck with that ovefvitressed 
dachess : her figure has been before my ey<%$>^<«rer«ince, 
hung round with jewelry, and with that ftti- U-fHs^ ^ot 
and a half high on her head : like the Rusfepiii^biide's 
head-gear, which Heber so well called ' the mtxsoostly 
deformity he ever beheld.' Really, this passiJv for 
baubles," continued Lady DaveAtint, *' is the universal 
passion of our sex. 1 will give y^u an instancettd what 
extravagance it goes. I know a lady of high rank, wha 
hires a certain pair of emerald (%mngs at fifteen hun- 
dred pounds per annum. She i^^ts them in this way 
from some German countess in' Whose family they are 
an heir-loom, and cannot be sold.'' 

Helen expressed her astonishment. 

*' This is only one instance, my dear ; I could give 
you hundreds. Over the whole world, wom^ of. all 
ages, all ranks, all conditions, have been seized with 
tms bauble insanity — from the counter to the throne. 
Think of Marie Antoinette and the story of her neck- 
lace ; and Josephine and her Cisalpine pearls, and all 
the falsehoods she told about them to the emperor she 
reverenced, the husband she loved — and all for what % 
— 2L string of beads ! But I forget," cried Lady Da1%- 
nant, interrupting herself, " I must not forget how late 
it is: and I am keeping you up, and you have been 
dancing : forgive me ! When once my mind is moved, 
I forget all hours. Good-night— or good-morning, my 
dear child ; go, and rest." But just as Helen was with- 
drawing her hand, Lady Davenant's eye fixed on itdir 
pearl bracelets — ** Roman pearls, or real ? Real, I ap^^h 
and very valuable ! — ^given to you, I suppose, by ydf^ 
poor dear extravagant uncle ?" ^ "^ 

Helen cleared her uncle's memory from this imputa- 
tion, and explained that the bracelets were a present 
from General Clarendon. She did not know they were 
80 ** very valuable," but she hoped she had not done 
wrong to accept of them in the circumstances ; and she 
told how she had been induced to take them. 

Lady Davenant said she had done quite right. The 
general was no present-maker, and this exception in 
bis favour could not lead to any future inconvenience. 
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^ But CecUia," continued she, '' is too mueh addicted to 
trinket gpiving, wliiifh ends often di8ag;reeably evea be- 
tween frien(&, or at all events fosters a foolish taste, 
and moreover associates it with feeling^s of affection in 
a way particularly deceitful and dangerous to such a 
little tender*hearted person as I am speaking to, whose 
common sense would too easily give way to the plea- 
sure of pleasing or fear of offending a friend. Kiss me, 
and don't contradict me, for your conscience tells you 
that what I say is true." 

The sapphires, the ruby brooch, and all her unsettled 
accounts, came across Helen's mind; and if the light had 
shone upon her face at that moment, her embarrassment 
must have been seen; but Lady Davenant, as she finished 
the last words, laid her head upon the pillow, and «he 
turned and settled herself comfortably to go to sleep. 
Helen retired with a disordered conscience. She could 
not rest, but, turning from side to side, she tried to 
recollect all that she had bought, to make out her ac- 
counts ifi her head, and to guess at the total amount of 
her debts ; but still, uncertain as to the price of the 
sapphires and the ruby brooch, she could come to no 
conclusion. The first thing she did in the morning was 
to look in the red case in which the sapphires came, to 
see if there was any note of their pnce : she recol- 
lected having seen some little bit of card — it if^as found 
on the dressing-table. When she beheld the price, fear 
took away her breath— it was nearly half her whole 
year's income; still she could pay it. But the ruby 
brooch that had not yet arrived — what would that cost ^ 
She hurried to her accounts ; she had let them run on 
for months unlocked at, but she thought she must know 
the principsJ articles of expense in dress by her actual 
possessions. 

There was a heap of little crumpled bills which, with 
Felicie's griffonage, Helen had thrown into her table- 
drawer. In vain did she attempt to decipher the figures, 
like apothecaries' marks, linked to quarters and three 
quarters, and yards, of gauzes, silks, and muslins, alto- 
gether inextricably puzzling. They might have been 
at any other moment laughable, but now they were 
quite terrible to Helen ; the only thing she could make 
dearly out, was the total; she was astonished when 
she saw to how much little nothings can amount, an 
astonishment felt often by the most experienced — liovr 
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much more by Helen, aOl tunised to the itfHhaietic of 
economy! And there were diyers articles yet mmamed, 
And, lus l^elicie said, unpaid for— charged to Lady Ce^ 
cilia's account at yarious fashionaUe houses in tomei. 
In short, the total of her debt was overwhelming:, con- 
siderably above her whole year> income, even without 
the ruby brooch. At this instant her maid came in 
smiling with a packet, as if sure of being the bearer of 
the Tcry thin^ her young lady most wished for ; it was 
the brooch^^the very last thing in the world she desired 
to see. . With a trembling hand she opened the parcel, 
looked at the note of the price, and sank upon her chair 
half stupified, with her eyes fixed upon the sum. 

She sat she knew not how long, till roused by the 
opening of Cecilia^s door, she hastened to put away the 
|>ax>er8. 

** Let me see them, my dear, donH put away those 
topers," cried Cecilia; "Felicie tells me that you 
nave been at these horrid accounts these two hours, and 
*— you look— my dear Helen, you must let me see how 
much it is !" She drew the total from beneath Helen's 
hand. It was astounding even to Cecilia, as appeared 
by her first unguarded look of surprise. But, recover* 
ing herself immediately, she in a playfuHy scolding tone 
told Helen that all this evil came upon her in conse* 
quence of her secret machinations. ^ You set about to 
counteract me, wrote for things that I hiight not get 
them for you, you see what has come of it ! As to 
these bills, they are all from tradespeople who cannot 
be in a hurry to be paid ; and as to the things Felicie 
has got for you, she can wait, is not she a waiting- 
Woman by profession 1 Now, where is the ruby-brooch I 
Have you never looked at it ? I hope it is prethr— I 
am sure it is handsome," cried she, as she opened the 
case. **Tes$ Hike it prodigiously, 1 wiQ take it off 
your hands, my dear, wiU that do 1" 

'* No, Cecilia, I cannot let you do thlit, for you have 
one the same, I know, and you cannot want another—* 
no, no." 

*' Yob speak like aft an ^el, my dear, but you do not 
look like one," said Ceciha. ** So wo-begone. so pale 
a creature, never did I see t do look at yourself in the 

rass ; bv^ you are too wretched to plague. Serioush[ 
want this brooch, and mine it must be—it is Qiine : I 
have a use for it^ I assure you." 



** Well, if you hare a use for it, really,*' aaid Heleoi 
** I should indeed be very glad—" ^ 

** Be glad then, it is mine," said CeciUa i " and now 
it is yours, my dear Helen, now, not a word ! pray, if 
you love me !" 

Helen could not accept of it; she thanked Cecilia 
with all her heart, she felt her kindness-^her ffene-* 
rosity, but even the hitherto irresistible words, " If you 
love me," were urged in vain. If she had not been in 
actual need of money, she miffht have been overper^ 
suaded, but now her spirit of independence strengthened 
her resolution, and she persisted in her refusaL / 

Lady Davenant's bell rang, and Helen, slowly rising, 
took up the miserable accounts and said, ** Now I must 
go—" 

" Where !^ said Cecilia ; " you look as if you had 
heard a knell that siHnmoned you-— what are you going 
todo?" y li^ 

" To tell all my follies to Lady Davenant." 

*' Tell your follies to nobody but me," cried Lady 
Cecilia. " I have enough of my own to sympathize 
with you, but do not go and tell them to my mother, of 
all people ; she, who has none of her own, now can yovt 
expect any mercy 1" 

* '* 1 do not ; I am content to bear all the blame I so 
richly deserve, but I know that after she has heard me,, 
she will tell me what I ought to do, she will find out 
some way of settling it all rightly, and if that can but 
be, I do not care how much I suffer. So the sooner I 
go to her the better," said Helen. 

'*But you need not be in such a hurry; do* not be 
like the man who said, ' Je veux ^tre Tenfant prodigue, 
jb veux ^tre I'enfant perdu.' L'enfant prodigue, well 
and good, but why Tenfant perdu V 

" My dear Cecilia, do not play with tne now — do not 
stop me," said Helen anxiously., " It is serious with 
me now, and it is as much as I can do—" 

Cecilia let her go, but trembled for her, as she looked 
after her, and saw her stop at her mother's door. 

Helen's first knock was too low, it was unheard, she 
was obliged to wait ; another, louder, was* answered by 
'* Come in." And in the presence sh^ stood, and into 
the middle of things she rushed at once; the accoimts, 
the total, lay before Lady Davenant. Thoise it vras^ 
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and the culprit, having made her confession, stood 
waiting for tH^ sentence. 

The first astonished change of look was qertainly 
difficult to sustain. '' I ought to have foreseen this,** 
said Lady Davenant ; ^* my aflfection has deceived my 
judgment. Helen, I am sorry for your sake and for 
my own." 

*' Oh, do not speak in that dreadful calm voice, as if— - 
do not give me up at once," cried Helen. 

'* What can I do for you ? what can be done for one 
who has no strength of mind ?" 

I have some, thought Helen, or I should not be here 
at this moment. 

*' Of what avail, Helen, is your good heart-*-your 
good intentions, without the power to abide by them % 
When you can be drawn aside from the right by the 
first paltry temptation — ^bv that most contemptible of 
passions — the passion for baubles ! You tell me it was 
not that, what then ! a few words of persuasion from 
any one who can smile, and fondle, and tell you that 
they love you; — the fear of offending Cecilia! how 
absurd! Is this what you both call friendship! Bui 
weaker still, Helen, I perceive that you have been led 
blindfold in extravagance by a prating French waiting- 
maid*— to the brink of ruin, the very verge of dishonesty." 

" Dishonesty ! how V 

*' Ask yourself, Helen : is a person honest who orders 
and takes from the owner that for which she cannot 
pay % Answer me, honest or dishonest V* 

*' Dishonest ! if I had intended not to pay. But I 
did intend to pay, and I will." 

'* You will ! The weak have no will— «ever dare to 
say I will. Tell me how you will pay that which you 
owe. You have no means — ^no choice, except to take 
from the fund you have already wUled to another pur- 
pose. See what good intentions come to, Helen, when 
you . cannot abide by them !" 

** But I can," cned Helen ; *' whatever else I do, I 
will not touch that fund« destined for my dear uncle— I 
have not touched it." 

" Not yet, Helen, but you must, you cannot pay both 
your uncle's debts and your own. Justice may be, in 
the opinion of the dishonest sentimentalist, a slow- 
paced virtue, that cannot keep up with generosity ; but 
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I am no sentimentalist, I am plainly honest, and I 
quire honest}^ in those whom I can Continue to esteem." 

'* I am plainly ^honest, too," said Helen, '' only have 
patience with me^, and I will pay all." 

" How r 

" Out of my allowance— my income— in time — ^I only 
ask time." 

"And how long! Have you ever calcnlatedr-^an 
.jrou calculate 1 How long do you think you would be 
in paying this debt t Look at this total." 

Helen closed her eyes for one instant, but opening 
them, and fixing them on the sum to which Lady Dave- 
nantwith stern steadiness pointed, she answered, ^I 
could pay it in two years, and I will— I will give up my 
whole allowance." 

*' And what will you live upon in the mean time 1" 

''I should not have said my whole allowance, but I 
can do with vexy little, I will buy nothing new." 

**Buy nothing-relive upon nothing !" repeated Lady 
Davenant ; " how often have 1 heard these words said 
by the most improvident, in the moment of repentance, 
«ven then as blind and uncalculating as ever! And 
you, Helen, talk to me of your powers of forbearance, 
-^yott, who, with the strongest motive your heart could 
feel, have not been able for a few short months to reost 
the most foolish — ^the most useless fancies." 

Helen burst into tears. But Lady Davenant, unmoved 
at least to all outward appearance, coldly said, '* It is 
not feeling that you want, or that I require from you ; 
I am not to be satisfied by words or tears." 
i " I deserve it all," said Helen ; **• and I know you are 
not cruel. In the midst of all this, I know you are my 
best friend." 

Lady Davenant was now obliged to be silent, lest her , 
voice should betray more tenderness than her counte* 
nance chose to show. 

'* Only tell me what I can do now,'* continued Helen. 
^ what can I do I" 

" What you can do, I will tell you, Helen. Who mss 
the man you were dancing with last night 1" 

'^ I danced with several ; which do you mean f ** 

^ Your partner in the quadrille you were dancing when 
I came in." 

'^ liord Estridge : but you know him^-he has been 
often here." 
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*' Is lie richt^ said Ladv Darenant. 

** Oh yes, very rich, and yery self-sufficient : he is the 
man Cecilia used to caH' ^ Le prince de monmhiteJ*^ 

** Did she t I do not remember. He made no im- 
pression on me, nor on you, I dare say.'* 

" Not the least, indeed.** 

** No matter, he will do as well as another, since he is 
rich. You can marry him, and pay your present debts* 
and contract new, for thousands instead of hundreds :— *• 
this is what you can do, Helen." 

** Do you think I can V said Helen. 

** You can, I suppose, as well as others. You know 
that young ladies often marry to pay their debts'" 

** So I once heard,'* said Helen ; ^ but is it possible V 

** Quite. You might have been told more— that they 
enter into regular partnerships, joint-stock companies 
with dress-makers and jewellers, who make their ven- 
tures and bargains on the more or less reputation of the 
young ladies for beauty or for fashion, supply them wiUi 
finery, speculate on their probabilities of matrimonial 
success, and trust to being repaid after marriage. Why 
not pursue this plan next season in town 1 You must 
come to it like others, whose example you follow — ^why 
not begin it immediately 1** 

There is nothing so reassuring to the conscience as 
to hear, in the midst of blame that we do deserve, sup- 
positions of faults, imputations which we know to be un- 
merited — impossible. Instead of being hurt or alarmed 
by what Lady Davenant had said, the whole idea appeared 
to Helen so utterly beneath her notice, that the words 
made scarcely any impression on her mind, and her 
thoughts went earnestly back to the pressing main 
question — ^" What can I do, honestly, to pay this money 
that I owe ?*' She abruptly asked Lady Davenant if she ' 
thought the jeweller could be prevailed upon to take 
Imck the sapphires and the brooch 1 

^ Certainly not, without a considerable loss to you," 
replied Lady Davenant ; but with an obvious change for 
the better in her countenance, she added, *' Still, the de- 
termination to give up the bauble is good : the means, 
at whatever loss, we will contrive for you, if you are 
determined." 

*' Determined I — oh yes." She ran for the bracelets 
and brooch, and eagerly put them into Lady Davenant's 
land. Ana now ano&er bright idea came into her 
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mind ; she had a carriage of her owih-« yery handsome 
carriage, almost new ; ahe could part with it-— yes^ ahe 
would, though it was a present from her dear uncle-— 
his last gift : and he had taken such pleasure in having 
it made perfect for her. $he was very, very fond of it, 
hut she would part with it ; she saw no other means of 
abiding b3r her promise, and paying his debts and her 
own. This passed rapidly through her mind ; and when 
she had expressed her determination, Lady pavenanVs 
manner instantly returned to all its usual kindness, and 
she exclaimed as she embraced her, drew her to her, 
and kissed her again and again— ^* You are my own 
Helen!' These are deeds, Helen, not words: I am 
satisfied— I may be satisfied witli you now ! 

'* And about that carriage, my aear, it shall not go to 
a stranger, it shall be mine. I want a travelling clmise, 
-^I will purchase it from you : I shall value it for my 
poor friend's sa]|:e, and for yours, Helen. So now it is 
settled, and you are clear m the world again. I will 
i^ever spoil you, but I will always serve you, and a 

f eater pleasure I cannot have in this world. My child, 
deserve this pleasure for having withstood my first 
foolish impulse, when you told me of your foUy. I 
longed to pay the mone^ that instant, but I resisted ; I 
give myself infinite credit for that. I should have been 
a weak, unworthy friend, had I spared you the pain you 
have felt this last hour : it will make you wiser — better^ 
I do believe, you cannot be." 

After this happy termination of the dreaded confes- 
sion, how much did Helen rejoice that she had had the 
courage to tell all to her fheod. The pain was tran- 
sient — ^the confidence permanent. 

As Helen was going into her own room, she saw Cecilia 
fl3ring up stairs towards her, with an open letter in her 
hand, her face radiant with joy. 

" I always knew it would all ^nd YteSX \ Chxurdull 
might well say that all the sand in my hour-glass was 
diamond sand. There, my dear Helen-*there," cried 
Cecilia, embracing her as ahe pnt Uie letter into her 
hand. 

It was from Beanclerc, his answer to Lady Cecilia^ 
letter, which had followed him to Naples. It was 
written the very instant he had read her explanation, 
and^ warm from his heart, he poured out aU the joy be 
Hioa hearing the trutii»an4itn hia transp«fft of da- 
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Hgfat, he declared that he quite forgave Lady Cecilia, and 
would forget, as she desired, all the misery she had 
made him feel. Some confounded quarantine, he feared, 
mig^ht detain him, but he would certainly be at Clarendon 
Park in as short a time as possible. Helen's first smile, 
he said, would console him for all he had suffered, and 
make him forget every thing. 

Helen's first smile he did not see, nor the blush which 
spread and rose as she read. Cecilia was delighted. 
** Generous, affectionate Cecilia !" thought Helen ; " if 
she has faults, and she really has but one, who could 
help loving her V 

Not Helen, certainly, or she would have been the 
most ungrateful of human beings. 

Besides her sympathy in Helen's happiness, Cecilia 
was especially rejoiced at this letter, coming, as it did, 
the very day after her mother's return ; for though she 
had written to Lady Davenant on Beauclerc's departure, 
and told her that he was gone only on Lord Beltravers's 
account, yet she dreaded that, when ii came to speak- 
ing, her mother's penetration would discover that some- 
thing extraordinary had happened. Now all was easy. 
Beauclerc was coming back : he had finished hia friend's 
business, and, before he returned to Clarendon Park, he 
wished to know if he might appear there as the acknow- 
ledged admirer of Miss Stanley — if he might with any 
chance of success pay his addresses to her. Secure 
that her mother would never ask to see the letter, con- 
sidering it either as a private communication to his 
guardian, or as a love-letter to Helen, Cecilia gave this 
version of it to Lady Davenant ; an^ how she settled it 
with the general Helen never knew, but it seemed all 
smooth and right. 

And now, the regatta being at an end, the archers- 
meetings over, and no hope of further gayety for tms 
season at Clarendon Park, the Castleforts and Lady 
Katrine departed. Lady Katrine's last satisfaction was 
the hard haughty look with which she took leave of 
Miss Stanley — a look expressing, as well as the bitter 
smile and cold form of good breeding could express it| 
uncon^ered, unconquerable hate. 
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CHAPTER XXrV. 



Tacks is no better test of the strength of affectioa 
Uuin the ready tnmiiig of the mind to the Httle concerns 
of a Mend, when preoccupied with important interests 
of onr own. This was a proof of friendship which 
Lady Davenant had lately ^ven to Helen, for, at the 
time when she had entered with so much readiness and 
zeal into Helenas little difficulties and debtal^ gresX politi-^ 
cal a^dra and important interests of Loid Davenant's 
were in suspense, and pressed heavily upon her mind. 

What miffht be the nature of these political embar- 
Tassments had not been explained. Lady Davenant 
had only hinted at them. She said, " she knew from 
the terror exhibited "by the inferior creatines in office 
that some change in administration was expected, as 
beasts are said to howl and tremble before storm, or 
earthquake,' or any great convuteion of nature takes 
place." 

Since Lady Davenant's return from town, where 
Lord Davenant still remained, nothing had been said of 
the embassy to Russia but that it was delayed. 

Lady Cecilia, who was quick, and, where she was not 
herself concerned, usually riffht, in interpreting the 
signs of her mother's discomnture, guessed that Lord 
Davenant had been circumvented by some diplomatist 
of inferior talents, and she said to Helen, 

** When an ass kicks you, never tell it, is a maxim 
which mamma heard from some friend, and she always 
acts upon it ; but a kick, whether given by ass or not^ 
leaves a bruise, which sometimes tells in spite of our- 
•elves', and my mother shotdd remember another maxim 
of that frimid'sy that the faults and foiliev of the greal 
«e ticie delight and comfort of the little^ 

Aft 
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*' Now» my mother, though she is well suited, from 
her superior abilities and strength of mind, and all that, 
to be the wife of a great political leader, yet in some 
respects she is the most unfit person upon earth for the 
$ituatiim; fori though she feels the necessity of con- 
ciliating, she cannot unbend with her inferior, that is, 
with hslf the world. As Catahmi said of singing, it is 
much more difficult to descend than to ascend well. 
Shockingly mamma shows in her manner sometimes 
how tired she is of the stupid, and how she despises the 
mean ; and all the underlings think she can undo them> 
with papa, for it has gone abroad that she governs, while 
in fact, though papa asks her advice, to be sure, because 
she is so wise, she never interferes in the least : but, 
now it has once got into the world's obstinate head 
lluit she does, it cannot be put out again, and mammae 
is the last person upon earth to take her own part, or 
condescend to exj^ain and set things right. She i» 
always' thinking of papa^s glory and the good of the 

gibhc, hut the public wiS never thai± him and much 
Bs her ; so there she is a martyr, without hier crown : 
now, if I were to make a mart3nr of myself, which, 
Heaven forbid ! 1 would at least take right good care to 
secure my crown, and to have my fi^ glory round my 
head, and set on becomingly ! 

*'But seriously, my dear Helen," continued Lady 
Geciliay **' I am mihappy about papa and mamma, I as- 
sure you. I have seen little clouds of discontent long 
gathering, lowering, and blackening, and I know they 
will burst over their heads in some tremendous storm 
at last." 

Helen hoped not, but looked frightenedi 

'* Oh) you may hope not, my dear, but I know it will 
be-»we may not hear the thunder, but we shallf see the 
lightning all the more dangerous. We shaU be struck 
down, unless-^" she paused. 

'* Unless what ?^ said Helen. 

'* Unless the storm be dispersed in time.'' 

•♦Andhowr 

** The lightningdrawn off by some good conductor— 
such as myself; I am quite serious, and, thmigfayoa 
were angry with me for laughing just now as if^I was 
not the best of daughters, even though I laugh, I can tsU 
you I am meditating an act of self-devotiOB fof my mo- 
ther'iB sake— 41 grand cm^ d^itail^ 
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ff Cm^ d'iua t youi Cecilia ! my deai^'* 
" I, Helen, little as you think of me." 
'* Of your political talents you don't expect me to think 
much, do you \" 

" My political talents ! you shall see what they are. 
I am capable of a grand amp ePStat. I will have next 
week a three days' congress, anti-political, at Clarendon 
Park, where not a word of poUtics shall be heard, nor any 
thing but nonsense if I can help it, and the result shau 
he, as you shall see, good-will between all men, and all 
women — women ! yes, there's the grand point. Mamma 
has so afihronted two ladies, very ii&uential, as they call 
it, each — Lady Masham, a favourite at coivt, and Lady 
Bearcrolt, risen from the ranks, on her husband's shoul- 
ders ; he, ' a man of law,' sir Benjamin Bearcroft, and 
yery clever she is I hear, but loud and coarse : abso- 
lutely inadmissible she was thought till lately, and now, 
only tolerated for her husband's sake, but still have her 
here I must." 

'* I think you hadbetter not," remonstrated Helen ; ** if 
she is so very vulgar, Lady Davenant and the general 
will never endure her." 

*' Oh, he will ! The general wil^ bear a great deal for 
mamma's sake, and more for papa's. I must have her, 
my dear, for the husband's of consequence, and, though 
he is ashamed of her, for that very reason he cannot 
bear that anybody should neglect her, and terribly 
mamma has neglected her ! Now, my dear Helen, oo 
not say a word more against it." 
Very few words had Helen said. 
" I must ponder well," continued Cecilia, " and make 
out my list of worthies, my concordatum party." 

Helen much advised the consulting ladj Davenant 
first ; but Lady Ceciha feared her mother might be too 
proud to consent to any advance on her own part. 

Helen still feared that the bringing together such dis- 
cordant people would never succeed, but Lady Ceciha, 
always happy in payinff herself with words answerable 
to her wishes, replied, *'that discords well managed 
often produce the finest harmony." The only point she 
fearea was, that she should not gain the first step, that 
she should not be able to prevail upon the general to let 
her give the invitations. In truth, it required all her 
persuasive words and more persuasive looks to accom- 
plish this prehminary, and to bring General Clarendon 
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to invite, or peimit to be invited, to Clarendon Paxk# 
persons whom he knew but little and liked not at all. 

But as Lady Cecilia pleaded and urged that it would 
soon be over, " The whole will be over in three days, — ' 
only a three days' visit ; and for mamma ! — ^I am sure. 
Clarendon, you will do any thing for her, and for papa^ 
and your own Cecilia P' 

The general smiled, and the notes were written, and 
the invitations were accepted,, and when once Groneral 
Clarendon had consented, ne was resolutely pofite in hisr 
reception of these to him unwelcome guests. His man- 
ner was not false; it was only properly polite, not tend- 
ing to deceive any one who understood the tokens of 
conventional good-breeding. It however required con- 
siderable power over himself to keep the line of demark- 
ation dorrectly, with one person in particular to whom' 
he had a strong political aversion : Mr. Haitey. — His 
very name was ^horrent to General Clarendon, who 
usually designated him as *' That genius, Cecilia — ttaX 
favourite of your mother's !" — while to Lady Davenant 
Mr. Harley was the only person from wiiose presence 
she anticipated any pleasure, or who couM make the* 
rest of the party to her endurable. 

Helen, though apprehensive of what might be the ul^ 
timate result of this congress, yet couM not help re- 
joicing that she should now have an opportunity of 
seeing some of those who are usually considered *' high 
as human veneration can look." 

It is easy, after one knows who is who; to determine 
that we should have found out the characteristic quali- 
ties and talents in each countenance. Lady Cecilia, 
however, would not tell Helen the nnmes of the cele- 
brated unknown who were assembled when they went 
into the drawing-room before dinner, and she endeav- 
oured to guess from their conversation the different 
characters of the sfjeakers ; but only a few sentences 
were uttered, signifying nothing ; snuff-boxes were pre- 
sented, pinches taken and inclinations nbad^ with becom- 
ing reciprocity, but the physiognomy of a snuff-box 
Helen could not interpret, thou^ Lav^iter asserts that 
efvery thing in nature, even a cup of tea, Iras a physiog- 
ttoniy. 

Dinner was announced, and the company paired offr 
seemingly not standing on the order of their going ; yet 
aU, especially as some were strangers^ secretiv mindfiJ 
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jiwty and found themselves in places due at the dinner* 
table. 

But Helen did not seem likely to obtain more insight 
into the characters of these gpreat personages in the 
dining-room than she had done in the drawing-room. 
For it often haj^pens that, when the most celebrated* and 
even the most intellectual persons are brought together 
expressly for the purpose of conversation, then it does 
not flow, but sinks to silence, end ends at last in the 
stagnation of utter stupidity. Each seems oppressed 
with the weight of his own reputation, and, in the pride 
of high celebrity, and the shyness, real or affected, of 
high rank, each fears to commit himself by a single 
word. People of opposite parties, when thrown to* 
gether, cannot .at once change the whole habit of their 
minds, nor without some effort refrain from that abuse 
of their opposites, in which they can indulge when they 
have it all to themselves. Now, every subject seems 
laboured— for in the pedantry of party spirit no parti- 
san will speak but in the slang or cant of his own craft. 
Knowledge is not only at one entrance, but at every en- 
trance, quite shut out, and even literature itself grows 
perilous, so that to be safe they must all be dumb. 

Lady Cecilia Clarendon was little aware of what she 
undertook when she called together this heterogeneous 
assembly of uncongenials and dissimilars round her 
dinner-table. After she had in vain made what effprts 
she could, and, well skilled in throwing the ball of con- 
versation, had thrown it again and again without rebound 
from either side, she felt that all was flat, and that the 
silence and the stupidity were absolutely invincible. 

Helen could scarcely believe, when she tried after- 
ward to recollect, that she had literally this day, 
during the whole of the first course heard only the 
following sentences, which came out at long intervals 
between each couple of questions and answer8-^K)r 
observations and acquiescences. 

*' We had a shower.** 

« Yes, I think so." 

^ But very fine weather we have had." 

'• Only too hot." 

« Quite." 

^ The new buildings atMarblemore — ^are they getting 
on, my lord 1" 

*' Do not know ; did not come that way." 
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" Whom hare they now at Danstaiilraryr w&a the 
next qaestion. Then in reply came elowly a list of 

fashionable names. 

** Sir John died worth a million they say." 

" Yes, a martyr to the gout.'* 

** Has Lady Rachel done any thing for her eyes 1^ 

** Gone to Brighton, I believe." 

'' Has any thmg been heard of the North P<de ex- 
pedition 1** 

" Not a word." 

" Crockley had got a capital cook, andEngiiah too." 

"English! ehr» 

" Enpish— yes." 

Lord Darenant hoped this English cook wotdd, with 
the assistance of several of his brother arUstes of ths 
present day redeem our coun^ from one half of ths 
Abb6 Gregoire's reproach. The abb6 has said that 
England would be the finest country in the world, but 
that it wants two essentials, sunsMn^ and cooks. 

*' Good ! Good ! Very !" voices from dilferent sides of 
the table pronounced ; and there was silence agam. 

At the dessert, however, after the servants had with- 
drawn, most people began to talk a little to their next 
neighbours ; but by this Helen profited not, for each pair 
apoke low, and those who were beside her on either 
hand, were not disposed to talk: she was seated be- 
tween Sir Benjamin Bearcroft and Mr. Harley — Sir Ben- 
jamin the man of law, and Mr. Harlev the man of geniss, 
each eminent in his kind ; but he of law seemed to have 
nothing in him but law, of Which he was very full. In 
Sir Benjamin's economy of human life it was a whole- 
some riue, which he practised Invariably, to let his un- 
derstanding sleep in companv, that it might waken in the 
courts, and for nis repose he needed not what some 
great men have professed so much to like-^*^ the pillow 
of a woman's mmd." 

Helen did not much regret the silence of this great 
legal authority, but she was very sorry that the man of 
genius did not talk ; she did not expect him to speak 
to her, but she wished to hear him converse with 
others. But something was the matter with him; 
from the moment he sat down to dinner Helen saw he 
seemed discomfited. He first put his hand across his 
•yes, then pressed his foreheaa : she feared he had a 
bad headache. The hand went next to his ear, with a 
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flteinking, excrnciathis gesture; it must be the ear- 
ache, thought Helen. Presently his jaws were pinched 
together ; toothache perhaps. At last she detected the 
-disturbing cause. Opposite to Mr. Harley, and beside 
I<ady Day enant, sat a person whom he could not endure ; 
one, in the first place, of an opposite party, but that was 
nothing ; a man who was, in Mr. Harley's opinion, a 
disgrace to any party, and what could bnng him here? 
They had had several battles in public, but had never 
before met in private society, and the aversion of Mr. 
Harley seemed to increase inversely as the squares of 
the distance. 

Helen could not seie in the object adequate cause 
for this antipathy ; the {gentleman looked civil, smiling, 
rather mean and quite msignificant, and he really was 
as insi^piiificant as he appeared—not of consequence in 
any pomt of view. He was not high in office, nor am- 
bassador, nor charge'^affaires ; not certain that he was 
an attache even, but he was said to have the ear of 
somebody y and was reputed to be secretly employed in 
diplomatic transactions of equivocal character; dis- 
claimed, but used by his superiors, and courted by his 
timid inferiors, whom he had persuiaded of bis great in- 
fluence somewhere. 

Lady Cecilia had been assured, from good authority, 
that he was one who ought to be pro|>itiated on her 
. father's account, but now when she perceived what sort 
of creature he was, sorely did she repent that he had 
been invited ; and her mother, by whom he sat, seemed 
quite oppressed and nauseated. 

So ended the dinner. And, as Lady Cecilia passed 
the general in going out of the room, she looked her 
contrition, her acknowledgment that he was perfectly 
right ill hiis prophecy that it would never do. ^ 



CHAPTER XXV. 

It was rather worse when the ladies were by them- 
selves. Some of the party were personally strangers 
to Lady Davenant! au had heard of her sufficiently; 
most had formed $ ibrmidable and false opinion of her* 

Aa 
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lieten was quite astonished at the owe berladjiifi^ l»- 
spiroKi in strangers. 

Lady DaTenant's appearance and manner at Hbb 
moment were not, indeed, calcinated to dispel this diend* 
She was turasindty distant and hanghty from amietakeii 
sort of moraL pride. Aware that some e€ tbe persons 
now before her had, in various wajrsr by tiieir oiwa or 
their husbands* means, power to serve or to injiare Lord 
Davenaat, she dradained to propitiate them l^ Ihe 
slightest condescenaon. 

But how any persons in Engiand^^in Londoft^-%oaM 
be strangers to Lady Davenant, was, to a foreign lady 
who was present, matter of inexpressible surpriso. She 
could not understand how the wives of persons high in 
political life, some of opposite, bat some of the same 
partieSyShouldoften be personally strai^rs to each oUier. 
Foreigners are, on first coming to England, apt to 
imagine that idl who act together in pnblie life must bo 
of the same private society ; while, on the contrary, it 
often happens that the ladies especii^ of the same 
party are m different grades of fashion-amoving in dif* 
ferent oibits. The number of different circleie^ and or* 
bits in London is, indeed, astonishing to strangers, aid 
the manner in which, though touching at tangents, these 
keep each their own path, attract^ and repelled, er 
mntiially influential, is, to those who have not seen 
and studied the planisphere^ absc^te^ ineomprelien^ 
sible. 

And, as she pondered on this diificulty, the anibassa* 
dress, all forei^er as she was, and all unused to sileiice, 
spcke not, and no one spoke : and nought was heardbut 
the Clip on the saucer^ or the spoon in the clqp, or the 
btota»ng of a iy in the window. 

In the midst of th» awful cdm it was that Lady Be«» 
croft blurted out with loud voice— ^" Amazing entertain- 
ing we are ! so many clever people got together, too, for 
what V 

It was worth while to have seen Lady Masham's face 
at that moment ! Lady Bearcroft saw it, and, fearing 
no mortal, struck with the comic of l^at look of Lady 
Masham*s, burst into laughter uncontrolled, and the con- 
trast of dignity and gravity in Lady Davenatft onhr ma^ 
her laugh the more, till out of the room at last she raiL 
Lady Masham, aH the while, of course^ never betray^ 
the slightest idea that she could by any possMifey hMO 
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hmA Uie obieet of Lady Beaireroft's mirth. But Lady 
Pa^enant^^liow did she take it ! To her daughter's in- 
Imite relief, quite quietly; she looked rather amused 
Hian dknjlldaked. She bore with Lady Bearcroft, alto- 

Stfaer better than could haVe been expected ; because 
B considered her only as a person unfortunately out of 
Iter i^iAee in society, and, without any fault of her own^ 
dn^^ged up from below to a height of situation for which 
nature baa never intended, and neither art nor education 
liad erer prepared her ; whose faults and deficiencies 
were thus brought into the flash of day at once, before 
the malice of party and the fastidiousness of fashiout 
wbkft knows not to distinguish between f/umque (Pesfrit^ 
and manque d^uBoge, 

Not so Lady Davenant : she made liberal and philo- 
sophic allowance for even those faults of manner which 
wete most ghurmg, and she further suspected that Lady 
JUsmcted purpoM^y ezaffgerated her own vulgarity, 
partly for diversion, part^ to make people stare, and 
partly to prevent their seeing what was habitual, and 
What involuntary, by hiding the bounds of reality. 

Of this Lady Masham had not the most distant con- 
ception; on the contrary, she was now prepared to tell 
a Variety of odd anecdotes of Lady Bearcroft. 8he had 
seen, slie said, this extraordinary person before, but had 
never met her in society, and delighted she was unex- 
pectedly to find her here — " quite a treat." 

Such characters are indeed seldom met with at a cer- 
tain height in the atmosphere of society, and such were 
pecidiany and justly Lady Masham's delight, for they 
i^eved the enmd of her court life, and at the same time 
fed a sense of superiority insufficient to itself. Such a 
person is fair, privileged, safe gamtf, and Ladv Masham 
Degan, as a reviewer, determine to be especially severe, 
with a bit of praise. 

'* ReiaUy very handsome Lady Bearcroft must have 
been ! i <ss, as you sav. Lady Cecilia, she is not out of 
btow yet, certainly, omy too full blown rather for some 
tastes— fortunat^y not for Sir Benjamin ; he married 
her, yon know, long ago, for her beauty ; she is a very 
correct person-^always was; but they do repe4t the 
siralifest things she say&-HBO very odd ! and they tell 
such curious stories, too, of the thm^ she does." 

Lady Masham then detailed a vanety of anecdotes, 
whiek Mktid chiefly to Lady Bearcroft's household 



13 HBUir. 

cares, which never could she with haste despatch; 
then came stories of her cheap magnificence and extra- 
ordinary toilette expedients. 

^ I own,*' continued Lady Masham, ** that I always 
thought the descriptions 1 heard must be exagjgerated; 
but one is compelled to acknowledge that there is here in 
realit)r a terrible want of tact. Poor Sir Benjamin ! I quite 
pity himi he must so see it ! Though not of the first 
water himself, yet still he must feel, when he sees Lady 
Bearoroft with other people ! He has feeling, tiiough 
nobody would guess it from his look, and he shows it 
too, I am told ; sadly annoyed he is sometimes by her 
mal-aprownpns. One day, she sat at one end of the 
table ana he at the other ; her ladyship, in her loud Toice, 
called out to him, *^ Sir Benjamm ! Sir Benjamin ! this 
is our wedding-day !" He, poor man, did not hear ; she 
called out again louder, ^ Sir Benjamin, my dear, this 
day fifteen years ago you and I were married !" *' Well, 
my dear,'* he answered, " well, my dear, how can I pos- 
sibly help that now !" 

Pleased with the success of this anecdote, whioh raised 
a general smile, LadyMasham vouched for its perfect cor- 
rectness, '* she had it from one, who heard itfrom aperson 
who was actually present at the time it happened.** Lady 
Davenant had not the least doubt of the correctness of 
the story, but she believed the names of the parties were 
different ; she had heard it years ago of another person. 
It often happens, as she observed, to those who make 
themselves notoriously ridiculous, as to those who be- 
come famous for wit, that all good things in their kinds 
are attributed to them ; though the one may have no 
claim to half the witticisms, and the other may not be 
responsible for half the absurdities for which they have 
the reputation. 

It required all Lady Masham's politeness to look 
pleased, and all her candour to be quite happy to be set 
riffht as to that last anecdote. But many she had heard 
of Lady Bearcroft were really incredible. •♦Yet (me 
would almost believe any thing of her." 

While she was yet speaking, Lady Bearcroft returned, 
and her malicious enemy, leaning back in hei: chair as 
in expectation of the piece beginning, waited for her 
puppet to play or be played off. 

Mi. this time Lady Cecilia was not at ease ; she, 4vell 
aware what her mother would feeL and had felti whUe 
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Lady M asham was gofiiff on with this gossip-talk, had 
stood between her ladyship and Lady Davenant, atid, as 
Lady Masham did not speak much above her breath, Ce* 
cilia had for some time flattered herself tliat her lauda* 
ble oAdeaTOurs to intercept the sound, or to prevent the 
sense from reaching her mother's ear, had succeeded^ 
esfiecially as she had made as many exclamations as 
sin could of '< Really !" *' Indeed !" *' How extraordi- 
nary !** '* You do not say so V which, as she pronounced 
them, might have excited the curiosity of common-place 
peO{de, but which she knew would in her mother's mind 
deaden aU cariosity to listen. However, Lady Masham 
had raised her voice, and from time to time had stretched 
her neck of snow beyond Lady Cecilia's intercepting 
drapery^ so as actually to claim Lady Davenant's atten- 
tion. The consequences her daughter heard and felt. 

She heard the tap, tap, tap of the ivory folding-knife 
apoa. the table ; and well interpreting, she knew, even 
before she saw her mother's countenance, that Lady 
Masham had undone herself, and, what was of more 
eooiequence, had destroyed all chance of accomplish- 
ing mi reconciUation with " mamma," that projected 
eoditioki which was to have been of such ultimate ad- 
vantage to *' papa.'^ 

Notwithstanding Lady Bearcroft's want of knowledge 
of the great world, she had considerable knowledge of 
human nature, which stood her wonderfully in stead. 
She had no notion of being made sport of for the e/e- 
gimUM^ and, with all Lady Masham^s plausibility of per- 
siflage, she never obtained her end, and never elicited 
^y thing really abeuid by all attempts to draw her out 
—out she would not be drawn. 

Alter an unconquerable silence and all the semblance 
of dead stupidi^, Lady Bearcroft suddenly showed signs 
of life, however, and she, all at once, began to talk — to 
Helen of all people! — ^And whyl — because she had 
taken, in her own phrase, a monstrous fancy to Miss 
Stanley ; she was not sure of her name, but she liked 
heir Mature, and it would be a pity that her reason should 
not be known and in the words in which she told it to 
t^y Cecilia. 

^ Now I will just tell you why I have taken such a 
monstrous fancy to your friend here, Miss Hanley — ^ 

^ Miss Stanley— ^ve me leate to mention," said Lady 
Oecilia. ^ Let me introduce you regularly.'* 
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*' Oh! by no means ; donH tronUe yonrself now, Lady 
Cecilia, for I hate regular introdoctions. Bnt, as I am 
going to tell you how, before dinner to-day, as I came 
down the great staircase, I had an uncommon large, big, 
end, for aught I know, yellow corking-pin, which that most 
careless of all careless maids of mine-*-a good girl, too- 
bad left sticking point foremost out of some part of me.- 
Bfiss Hanley — Stanley (beg pardon) was behind* and 
luckily saw and stopped. Out she pulled it, begging my 
pardon; so kindly too, I only felt the twitch on my 
sleeye, and tumecl, and loved the first sight I had of thaX 
pretty face, which need never blush, I am sure, though 
it's very becoming the blush too. So good-natured, you 
know, Lady Cecflia, it was, when notody was looking, 
and before anybody was wiser. Not like some young 
ladies, or old even, that would have showed one uv, rather 
than help one out in any pin's point of a difficulty^." 

Lady Cecilia herself was included in Lady Bearcroft's 
good graces, for she liked that winning way, and saw 
tiiere was real good-nature there, too. She opened 
to both friends cordially, d propos to some Ume of a lace 
trimming. Of lace she was a famous judge, and »he 
went into details of her own good bargains, with histo* 
ries of her expeditions into the extremity of the city in 
searcl) of cheap goods and unheard-^f wonders at prune 
cost, in regions unknown. She told how it was her 
cle?er way to leave her carriage and her people^ and go 
herself down narrow streets, *' where the gilt chariot 
never marked the way,"-*alleys, where only wheel-bar- 
rows and herself could go ; she boasted of her feats in 
diving into d^k dens in search of run goods, charming 
things — French warrantedr<-that could be had for neiS 
to nothing, and in exemplification, she showed the fine* 
ness of her embroidered cambric handkerchiefs, and 
told their price to a farthing ! 

Lady Masham*s ^ Wonderful !" was worthy of any 
Jesuit, n^ale or female, that ever existed. 

From her amazing bargains, the lady of the law-knight 
went ofi to sijiuggUng ; and, as she got into spirits, t&- 
jiog loi^dly, she told of some amber satin, a whole piece 
capitally got over in an old gentleman's *' Last Will and 
Testament," tied up with red tape so nicely, and sealed 
and superscribed and all, got through untouched ! 

"Put a better thing I did myself," continued she; 
f^tbe last trip I made to P^ris— pon^ng b^ck, I eet al 
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defianee aS tbe searchers, and stMersi and custom- 
lionse oiBcers of both nations. I had hundreds of poimds 
"vrorth of Valenciennes.and Brussels lace hid--»yofi would 
never j^uess where. I neyer told a servant-^not a mor-* 
tal maid even ; that's the only way ; had only a confi- 
dante of a coachmaker. But when it came to packings 
up time, my own maid smelt out the lace was missing; 
and gave notice, I am confident, to the custom-house 

r»ople to search me. So much the more glory to me. 
got off clear ; and, when they had stabbed the cush<« 
ions, and torn the inside of of my carriage all to pieces, 
I very coolly made them repair the mischief at their own 
cost. Oh, I love to do things bravely! and away I 
drove triumphant with the lace, well stuffed, packed^ and 
covered wit£dn the'pole leather of the carriage they had 
been searching all the time." 

At this peri(3 of her narrative the gentlemen came into 
the drawing-room. " But here comes Sir Benjamin ! mumf 
mum ! not a word more for my life ! You understand 
Lady Cecilia ! husbands must be minded. And, let me 
"whisper a favour — ^a whist-party 1 must beg; nothing 
keeps Sir Ben in good-humour so certainly as whist—* 
when he wins, I mean." 

The whist-party was made^ and Lady Cecilia took 
care that Sir Benjamin should win, while she lost with 
the best grace possible. By her conciliating manners 
smd good management in dividing to govern, all parties 
were arranged to. general satisfaction. Mr. Harley's 
antipathy, the attachi^ she settled at ecart6 with Lady 
Masham, who found him " (^uite a well-mannered, plea- 
sant person." Lady Cecilia explained to Mr. Harley, 
tiiat it was her fault^her mistake entirely-^that this 
person had been invited. Mr. Harley was now himself 
again, and happy in conversation with Lady Bavenant, 
beside whom he found his place on llie sofa. 

After Helen had done her duty at harp and piano* 
forte, Cecilia relieved her, and whispered that she might 
now go to her mother^s sofa, and rest and be happy. 
** Mamma's work is in some puza^le, Helen ; you must 
go and set it to rightsi, my dear." 

Lady Davenant welcomed her with a smile, made 
room for her on the sofa, and made over to her the tam« 
bour-frame ; and now that Hele^ saw and heard Mr. 
Harley in his natural state, she could scarcely believe 
that he was th& saraie person yirho had sat beside her al 
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dinner. Aninmted and deligbtful ke vas now, aiid»^ wlnl, 

she particularly liked io him, there was no di8play<**-no- 
thing in the Churcliill style. Whenever any pne came 
near, and seemed to wish to hear or spealf;, Mk. Harle^ 
not only gave them fair play, but helped theift in theur 
play. Helen observed that he possessed the art which 
she had often remarked in Lord Davenant, peculiar ta 
good-natured genius — the art of drawing 90oiething 
good out of everybody: sometimes more tham they 
knew they had in them till it was brought out. 

Even from Lord Masham, insipid and soulless though 
he was, as any courtier- lord in waiting could be, some- 
thing was extracted; Lord Masham, universally be* 
liev^ to have nothing in him, was this evenuEig surpris- 
ingly entertaining. He gave Lady Davenant a descrip- 
tion of what he liad been so fortunate as to see — ^the 
first public dinner of the King of France on his restora- 
tion, served according to all the d^dev^mt ceremonuils, 
and in the etiquette of Louis the Fourteenth's time* 
Lord Masham represented in a lively manner the Mar- 

2uis de Dreuz in all his antiquarian glory, ^oing throng 
be whole form prescribed: first, knocking with ms 
cane at the door ; then, followed by three guards with 
shouldered carbines, marching to buttery and hall, each 
and every officer of the household making reverential 
obeisance as they passed to the iVe/— the Nef being, as 
Lord Masham explained to Miss Stanley, a piece of gUt 
plate in the shape of the hull of a ship, in which the 
napkins for the kmg's table are kept. 

But why the hull of a sMp should be appropriated to 
the royal napkins was asked t 

That was beyond Lord Masham, he confessedj imn^e- 
diately to recollect, but he looked amazingly consid- 
erate—delicately rubbed his poKshed foreheaa with the 
second finger of the right hand, then regarded his rinff« 
and tumc^d it thrice slowly round, bnl the talismanic 
action produced nothing, and he received timely relief 
by a new turn given to the conversation, in which he 
was not, he thought, called upon tp take any share*— ttie 
question indeed appeared to nim irrelevant, and retirixtf 
to the card-table, he ^ left the discussion to abler heads?^ 
The question was, why bow to the Nef at ^ 1 — This 
led to a discussion upon the advantages of ceremonials 
in preserving respect for order and reverence for 
authority, and then came aii inquiry mlo the a)iuses of 
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fUBTed godd« li was obaerved that tiie nniB of the 
tunes should dwm be consulted, and should guide ns 
in these things.— How far t was next to be considered. 
AH agreed on the principle that * order is Hearsn's first 
law,' yet there were in the application strong shades of 
difference between those who took part in the conrer* 
sation. 

On one sidej it was thought that OTorturning the 
tabtmret at the court of France had been the sigral tot 
the oyerthrow of the throne ; while, on the other hand« 
it was suggested that a rigid adherence to forms onsuited 
to the temper of the times cnAj exasperates^ and that* 
wherever reliance on forms is implied, it is apt to lead 
princes and their counsellors to depend too milch on the 
strength of that fence which, existing only in the imagi^ 
nation, is powerless when the fashion changes. 

In a court quite surrounded and enveloped by old 
forms, the light of day cannot penetrate to tiie interior 
dFfte palace, the eyes long kept in obscurity are weak« 
med, so that light cannot be borne : when suddenly it 
preaks in, the royal captive is bewildered, and if obliged 
/ to act, he gropes, blunaers, injures himself, and becomes 
incapable of decision in extremity of danger^ reduced 
to the helplessness which marks the condition of the 
Eastern despot, or Us rots famians of any time or 
country. 

As Helen sat by, listening to this conversation, what 
atnick and interested her most was, the manner in which 
it went on and went off" without leading to any unplea^ 
sant consequences^ notwithsUmding the various shades 
of opinion between the parties. This she saw depended 
mucn on the good sense and talents, but far more on the 
good-breeding and temper, of those who spoke and 
tboBe who listened. Time in the first |dace was allowed 
and isken for each to be understood, and no one was 
mged by exclamation, or misconception, or contradic- 
tion, to say more than just the thing he thought 

Lady Cecilia, who had now joined the party, was a 
little m pain when she heard Louis the Fourteenth's 
We for punctuality alluded to. She dreaded, when the 
general quoted '* Pimctuality is the virtue of princes,** 
that Mr. Harley, with the usual impatience of genius, 
Would have rimculed so antiquated a notion; but, to 
Lady Cecilia's surprise, he even took the part of punctu- 
ality • in a veiy edifying manner he di9tinguishsd it fron 
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mere cefemonial etiquette— 4he ceremonial of ^e Ger- 
man courts, where "they lose time at breakfast^ at 
dinner, at supper ; at court, in the ante-chamber, on the 
stairs, everywhere:" — ^punctuality was, he thought, a 
habit worthy to be ranked with virtues, by its effects 
upon the mind, the power it demands and gives of self- 
control, raising in us a daily, hourly sense of duty, of 
something that ought, that must be done, one of the best 
habits human creatures can have, either for their own 
sake or the sake of those with whom they live. And 
to kings and courtiers more particularly, because it gives 
the idea of stability— of duration ; and to the aged, 
because it gives a sort of belief that life will last for 
ever. 

The general . had often thought this, but said he had 
never heard it so well expressed; he afterward ac- 
knowledged to Cecilia that he found Mr. Harley was 
quite a different person from what he had expected— 
" He has good sense, as well as genius and good breed- 
ing. I am glad, my dear Cecilia, that yott asked him 
here." This was a great triumph. 

Towards the close of the evening,^ when mortals are 
beginning to think of bed-chamber candles, Lady Cecilia 
looked at the ecarti table, and said te her mother, '* How 
happy they are, and how comfortable we are ! A card- 
table is really a necessary of life — ^not even music is 
more universally useful." 

Mr. Harley said, '* I doubt," and then arose between 
Lady Davenant and him an argument upon the compara- 
tive power in modern society of music and cards. Mr. 
Harley took the side of music, but Lady Davenant in- 
clined to think that cards, in their day, and their day is 
not over yet, have had a wider range of influence.— 
" Nothing like that happy board of green cloth ; it brings 
all intellects to one level," she said. 

Mr. Harley pleaded the caui^e of music, winch, he 
said, hushes all passions, calms even despair. 

Lady Davenant urged the silent superiority of cards, 
which rests the weary talker, and relieves the perfdexed 
courtier, and, in support of her opinion, she mentioned 
an old ingenious essay* on cards and tea, by Pinto, she 
thought ; and she begged that Helen would some time 
lookfor it in the Ubrary. Helen went that instant. 

She searched, but could not find ; where it ought to 
hftve been, there it of couree was not. While she WM 



19 

ttfll on the book-ladder, the door opened, and enter Lady 
BearcToft. 

** Mi88 Hanley T' cried she, " I have a word to say to 
you, for, though you are a stranger to me, 1 see you are 
a dear good creature, and I think I may take the liberty 
of asking yoar advice in a httle matter.'* 

Helen, who had by this time descended from the 
ladder, stood and looked a little surprised, but said all 
that was properly civil, " gratified by Lady Beurcroft's 
good opinion — ^happy to Iw of any service,"— Ac. Ac. 
** Well, then — sit ye down one instant. Miss Hanley." 
Helen suggested that her name was Stajiley. 

" Stai^ey !— eh ?— Yes, I f remember. But I want to 
consult you, since you are so kind to allow me, on a 
little matter — ^but do sit down, I never can talk of 
business standing. Now I just want you, my dear Miss 
Haxdey, to do a uttle job for me with Lady Davenant, 
who, with half an eye I can see, is a great friend of 
yours.— Arn't I right 1" 

Helen said La^ Davenant was indeed a very kind 
friend of herts, but still what it could be in which Lady 
Bearcrofb expected her assistance she could not imagine. 
** You need not be frightened at the word job ; irthat 
18 what alarms you,*' continued Lady Bearcroft, " put 
your heart at ease, there is nothing of that sort here. 
It is only a comjdiment that I want to make, and nothing 
in the world expected in return for it — ^as it is a return 
Ui itself. But in the first place look at this cover." 
She produced the envelope of a letter. 
^ Is this Lady Davenant's hand- writing, think you !" 
She pointed to the word ^^MissetU,^ written on the 
corner of the cover. Helen said it was Lady Davenant'* 
Writing. 

**You are certain! — ^Well, that is odd !— Mis-sent r 
when it was directed to herself, and nobody else on 
®vth« as you see as plam as possible— Countess Dave- 
nant, surely that is right enough 1" 

Then opeiung a red morrocco case she showed a 
magnificent diamond Sevign6. 

^ Observe now," she continued, *' these diamonds are 
so big, my dear Miss Hanley — Stsmley , they would have 
been (juite out of my reach, only for that late French 
indention, which maybe you may not have heard of, nor 
•hoold I, but for the hint of a fnend at Paris, who is in 
the jewelrv line. The French, you must know, have 



got the art of stickiiiff small di^kaonds together so u to 
m^ke little worthless ones into large, so that, as yov 
see, you would never tell the difference ; and as it was 
a new discovery, and something ingenious and scientific, 
and Lady Davenant being reported to be a scientific 
lady, as well as political and influential, and all that, I 
thought it a good opportunity, and a fine excuse for 
pa3ring her a compliment, which I had long wished to 
pay, K>r she was once on a time very kind to Sir Ben, 
and ffot him appointed to his present station ; and though 
Lord Davenant was the ostensible person, I considered 
her as the prime mover behind the curtain. Accordingly, 
I sat me down, and wrote as pretty a note as I could 
pen, and Sir Ben approved of the whole thing ; but I 
don*t say that I'm positive he was as off-handed and 
clean-hearted in the matter as I was, for between y(m 
and I, his' gratitude, as they say of some people's, is apt 
to squint with one eye to the future as well as one to 
the pa^t^-^you comprehend t" 

Helen was not clear that she comprehended all that 
had been said; still less had she any idea what she 
oould have to do in this matter ; she waited for further 
explanation. 

** Now all I want from you then, Miss Hanley — Stanley 
I would say, I beg pardon, I'm the worst at proper names 
that lives— but all I want of you, Miss Hanley, is*-firsty 
your opinion as to the validity of the hand-writing,-- 
well, you are positive then, that this mis-'SerU is her 
hand. Now then, I want to know, do you think Lady 
Davenant knew what she was about when she wrote it ?'' 

Helenas eyes opened to their utmost power oldls* 
tension, at the idea of anybody's questiomng that Lady 
Davenant knew what she was about. 

'*La! my dear," said Lady Bearcroft; ''spare the 
whites of your eyes, I didn't mean she didn't know what 
she was about in that sense." 

*' What sense ?" said Helen. 

<' Not in any particular sense," replied Lady Bearcroft. 
'' But let me go on, or we shall never come to an under* 
standing; I only meant that her ladyship might have 
Just sat down to answer my note, as I often do myself, 
without having read the whole through, or before I have 
taken it in quite.'' 

Helen .thought this very unlik^y to have happened 
with Lady Davenant. 
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'^But still it might have happened,'' continued Lady 
Bearcroft, ^ that her ladyship did not notice the delicacy 
of the way in which the thing was nut — for it really was 
put so that nobody could take hola of it against any of 
na — ^you understand ; and after all, such a curiosity of a 
Sevign6 as this, and such fine * diamonds,' was too pretty, 
and too good a thing to be refused hand-over-head in that 
'vray. Besides, my note was so respectable, and respect^ 
fol, it surely required and demand^ something more of 
an answer* methinks, from a person of my birth or edu- 
cation, than the single bald word ** mis-sent," like the 
postman ! Surely, Miss Hanley, now, putting your friend- 
ship apart, candidly you must think as I do ? And, whe- 
ther or no, at least you will be so obliging as to do me 
the fayoui^ to find out from Lady Davenant if she reaUy 
made the reply with her eyes open or not, and really 
meant what she said." 

Helen being quite clear that Lady Davenant alwa3ra 
meant what she said, and had written with her eyes 
open« declined, as perfectly useless, making the pro- 
posed inquiry. It was plain that Lady Davenant had 
not thought proper to accept of this present, and to 
avoid any unpleasant explanations, had presumed it was 
not intended for her, but had been sent by mistake. 
Helen advised her to let the matter rest. 

" Well, well !" said Lady Bearcroft, " thank you, Miss 
Hanley, at ail events for your good advice. But, neck 
or nothing, I am apt to go through with whatever I once 
take into my head, and since you cannot aid and abet, I 
wiU trouble you no farther, only not to say a word of 
what I have mentioned. But all the time I thank you, 
my dear young lady, as much as if I took your dictum. 
So, my dear Miss Hanley — Stanley — do not let me 
intemipt you longer in your book-hunt. Take care of 
that step-ladder, though ; it is eoggledy, as I observed 
when you came down— Good-night, good-night." , 
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CHAPTISR XXVI. 

''Mr dear Helen, there is an eoA of everjr flMiiff !" 
eried I^ady Cecilia, the next day, bursting into Helen's 
room, ami standing before her •with an air of oonster- 
natioQ. <* What has brought things to this sad pass, I 
know not,** continned she, '*for, bat an honr before, I 
left everybody in good-homoor ¥rith themselves — all in 
good train. Bat now*—** 

'*Whatt" said Helen, "for yon have not given me 
the least idea of what has happened." 

*^ Because^ I have not the least idea myself, my dear. 
All I know is, that sometlUng has gone wrong, dread* 
ftdly ! between my mother and Lady Bearcroft. Mamma 
would not tell me what it Is ; but her indignation is at 
such a height she declares she will not see that woman 
agaii^ .'^-positively will not come forth from her cham» 
her as long as I^ady Bearcroft remains in the house. 
So there is a total break-up — and I vvish I had never 
meddled vvith any thing. O that I had never brought 
together these unsuiti^ihties, these incompatilnlities ! 
Oh, Helen ^ what shaU I do !" 

Quite pale, I^ady Cecilia Istood, really in despair ; and 
Helen did not know what to advise. 

^ Do yon know any thing about it, Helen, for you look 
as if you did 1'* 

An abrupt Ipaock at the door interrupted them, and, 
without waiting for permission, in came Lady Bearcroft, 
as if blown by a high wind, looking very red : half angiy, 
half frightened, and then laughing, she exclaimed— ** A 
fine hoggle-de-hatck I have made of it !** But seeing Lady 
Cecilia, she stopped short—** Beg pardon— thought you 
were by yourself. Miss Hanley." 

Lady Cecilia instantly offered to retire, yet intimated, 
as she moved towards the door, a wish to stay,, and, if it 
were not too much, to ask what was meant by — 

'* By boggle^e-hotch, do you mean V said Lady Bear- 
croft. *^ I am aware it is not a canonical word — classical, 
J mean ; nor in nor out of any dictionary perhap8---but 
when people are warm, they cannot stmd 
terms.*' 
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Certainly not,** said Lady Cecilia ; <* but what is the 
matter t I am so sorry anything unpleasant has oe« 
cunred." 

** Unpleasant indeed P cried Lady Bearcroft ; " I hare 
been treated actually like a dog, while paying a com« 
pliment too, and a very handsome complunent, beyond 
contradiction.^ Judge for yourself, Lady Cecilia, if this 
Seyign6 is to be sneezed atP* 

She opened the case ; Lady Cecilia said the diamonds 
were certainly yery handsome, but— 

^ But !" repeated lady Bearcroft, I* I f;rant you Uiere 
may be a bot to every thing in life ; still it might be said 
ciyiUy, as yon say it, Lady Cecilia, or looked civilly, as 
you look it. Miss Hanley : and if that had been done, 
mstead of being a£fronted, I might after all have been 
well enough pleased to pocket my diamonds ; but nobody 
can without compunction pocket an afiront.*' 

Lady Cecilia if as sure her mother could not mean any 
Bfiront. 

"Oh, I do not know what she could or could not 
mean ; but I will tell you what she did— all but threw 
Uie diamonds in my face.** 
'impossible !" cried Helen. 
** Possible — ^and I will i^ow you how, Miss Hanley. 
*nus way : just shut down the case — snap ! — and across 
the table she threw it, just as you would deal a card in 
a passion, only with a Mrs. Siddons' air to boot. I beg 
your pardons,- both, ladies, for mimicking your friend and 
your parent, but flesh and blood could not stand that sort 
<>f style, you know. 'and a little wholesome mimicry . 
^ea]sB no bones, ana is not very offensive, I hope ?^ 

The mimicry could not indeed be very offensive, for 
the imitation was so utterly unlike the reality, that Lady 
Cecilia and Helen with dijQiculty repressed their smiles 
, " Ladies may smile, but they woidd smile on the wrong 
^es of their pretty little mouths if they had been treated 
as I have been — so ignominiously. I am sure I wish I 
^^ taken your advice, Mi^ Hanley ; but the fact wasy 
last night I did not auite believe you : I thought you 
Were only saying the best you could to set off a friend ; 
for, since I have been among the great, and indeed even 
When I lived with the little, I have met with so many 
fair copies of false countenances, that I could not help 
suspecting there might be something; of that sort with 
your Lady Davenant; but I am enturely convinced all 
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Tou told me is true, for I peeped qmte close at her, 
lifted up the hood» and found there were not two faces 
under it — only one very angry one for my pains. Bat I 
decUure I would rather see that than a double one, like 
my Lady Masham's, with her spermaceti smile. And 
after all, do you know,*' continued Lady Bearcroft in a 
right vulgarly-cordial tone — ^ Do you know now, really, 
the first anger over, I like Lady Davenant — ^I protest'and 
vow, even her pride I like— it well became her — birth 
and all, for I hear she is straight from Charlemagne ! 
But I was going to mention, now my recollection is 
coming to me, that wHen I began talking to her ladyship 
of Sir Ben's gratitude about that place she got for him, 
she cut me short- with her queer look, and said she was 
sure that Lord Davenant (if he had been the king himself, 
instead of only her husband, and your father. Lady Ce- 
cUia, she could not have pronounced his name with more 
distinction) — she was sure, she said, that Lord Davenant 
would not have been instrumental in obtaining that place 
for Sir Benjamin Bearcroft if he had known any man 
n^re worthy of it, which indeed I did not think at the 
time over and above civil — for where, then, was the par* 
ticular compliment to Sir Ben !" 

But when Lady Bearcroft saw Lady Cecilia^s anxiety 
and real distress at her mother's indignant resolution, 
she, with surprising good-humour, said — 

** I wish I could settle it for you, my dear. I cannot 
go away directly, which would be the best move, be- 
cause Sir Benjamin has business here to-day with Lord 
Davenant — some job of his own, which must take place 
of any movements of mine, he being the more worthy 
gender. But I will tell you what I can do, and will, 
and welcome. I will keep my room instead of your 
mother keeping hers ; so you may run and tell Lady 
Davenant that she is a prisoner at large, with the range 
of the whole house, without any danger of meeting me, 
for I shall not stir till the carriage is at the door to- 
morrow morning, when she wiU not be up, for we will 
have it at six. I will tell Sir Benjamin he is in a hurry 
back to town, and he always is. So all is right on my 
part. And go you to your mother, my dear Lady Ce- 
cilia, and settle her. I am glad to see you smile again ; 
it is a pity you should ever do any thing else." 

It was not long before Cecilia returned, proclaiming 
" PeacCf peace." 



8b0 had made anch an amuaing report to her mother 
of ail that Lady Bearcroft had aaid and done* and pur« 
posed to do, Uiat Lady Davenant could not help seemg 
the nrhole in a ludicrous light, felt at once that it waa 
beneath her serious notice, and that it would be unbe- 
comiog to waste indig^nation upon such a person. The 
result waa, that she commissioned Helen to release 
Lady Bearcroft as soon as convenient, and to inform 
her that an act of oblivion waa passed over the whole 
transaction. 

There had been a shower, and it had cleared up. 
Lady Cecilia thought the sky looked bluer, and biros 
sung sweeter, and the air* felt pleasanter than before 
the storm. '^ Nothing like a storm," said she, '^ for 
clearing the air ; nothmg like a little honest hurricane. 
Bat with Lady Masham there never is any thing like a 
little honest hurricane. It is all still and close with an 
indescribable volcano-like feeling ; one is not sure of 
what one is standing upon. Do you know, Helen," con- 
tinued she, " I am auite afraid of some explosion be- 
tween mamma and Lady Masham. If we came to any 
difficulty with her, we could not get out of it quite so 
well as with Lady Bearcroft, for there is no resource of 
heart or frankness of feeling with her. Before we aU 
meet at dinner, I must souAd mamma, and see if all is 
tolerably safe." And when she went this day at dress- 
ing time with a bouquet, as was her custom, for her 
mother, she took Helen with her. 

At the first hint of Lady Cecilia's fears that Lady 
Masham could do her any mischief, Lady Davenant 
smiled in scorn. 

" The will she may have, my dear» but she has not 
the power." 

. '* She is very foolish, to be sure,** said Lady Cecilia ; 
** still she might do mischief, and there is something 
monstrously treacherous in that smile of hers. 

** Monstrously !" repeated Lady Davenant. <* No, no» 
my dear Cecilia; nothing monstrous. Leave to Lady 
Bearcroft the vulgar belief in court-bred monsters; 
we know there are no such things. Men and women 
there« aa everywhere else, are what nature, education, 
and circumstances have made them. Once an ag:e, 
once in half-a-dozen ages, Nature may make a Brinvil- 
Uers, or Art allow of a Zeluco ; butg m general, mon* 
Vol. XX.— B 
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sten are mere fabulous creatures— mistal^es often, 
from bad drawings, like the unicorn.'* 

" Yes, mamma, yes ; now I feel much more comfort- 
able. The unicorn has convinced me/' said Lady Ce- 
cilia, laughing and singing 

" * Tis all a mere &ble ; there's nothing to £ear.' 

And I shall think of her henceforth as nothing but 
what she appears to be, a well-dressed, weU-bred, fine 
lady. Ay — every inch a fine lady ; every, word, look 
motion, thought, suited to that metier. ^^ 

'* That vocation,'* said Lady Davenant ; *' it is above 
a trade ; with her it really is a sacred duty^ not merely 
a pleasure, to be fine. She is a fine lady of the first 
order ; nothing too professional in her manner — ^no ob- 
vious affectation, for affectation in her was so early 
wrought into habit as to have become second nature, 
scarcely distinguishable from real — ^all easy." 

" Just so, mamma ; one gets on so easily with her." 

*'A curious illusion," continued Lady Davenant^ 
'' occurs with eveiy one making acquaintance with such 
persons as Lady Masham, I have observed ; perhaps it 
IS that some sensation of the tread-mill life she leads, 
communicates itself to those she is talking to ; which 
makes you fancy you are always getting on, but you 
never do get beyond a certain point." 

" That is exactly what I feel," said Helen, ^< while 
Lady Masham speaks, or while she listens, I almost 
wonder how she ever existed without me !" 

" Yes, and though one knows it is all an illusion," 
said Lady Cecilia, *' still one is pleased, knowing all the 
time that she cannot possibly care for one in the least ; 
but then one does not expect everybody to care for ope 
really ; at least I know I cannot like all my acquaint- 
ance as much as my friends, much less can I love all my 
neighbours as myself—" 

" Come, come ! Cecilia !" said her mother. 
/* By come, come! mamma means don't go any fur- 
ther, Cecilia," said she, turning to Helen. " But now, 
mamma, I am not clear whether you really think her 
your friend or your enemy, inclined to do you mischief 
or not. Just as it may be for her interest or not, I 
suppose." 

"And just as it may be the fashion or not," said 
Lady Davenant. '^ I remember hearing old Lady M****i 
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dne of the cleverest women of the last century, and 
one ynho had seen much of the world, say, ' If it was 
the fashion to bum me, and I at the stake, I hardly 
know^ ten persons of my acquaintance who would re-' 
fuse to throw on a fagot.' " 

" Oh, mamma ! — Oh, Lady Davenant !" exclaimed 
Helen and Cecilia. 

** It was a strong way of putting the matter,'* said 
Lady Davenant, laughing : — ** But fashion has, I assU"' 
you, more influence over weak minds, such as Lady 
Masham's, than either party or interest. And since you 
do not like my illustration by fire, take one by water-* 
She is just a person to go out with, on a party of 
pleasure, on the smooth surface of a summer sea, and 
if a sliffht shower comes on, would pity your bonnet 
sincerely ; but if a serious squall arose, and all should be 
in danger — ^" 

" Then, of course, everybody wouM take care of 
themselves," interrupted Lady Cecilia, *^ excepting 
such a simpleton ^s Helen, who would take care of 
you first, mamma, of me next, and of herself last." 

" I believe it — ^I do beheve it," cried Lady Davenant, 
and, her eyes and thoughts fixing upon Helen, she quite 
forgot what further she was going to say of Lady 
Masham. 

The perfectly unimpassioned tone in which her 
mother had discussed this lady's character, even the 
candour, convinced Lady Cecilia as weU as Helen, that 
nothing further could be done as to drawing them to- 
gether. No condescension of manner, no conciliation 
could be expected from Lady Davenant towards Lady 
Masham, but at the same time there was no fear of any 
rupture. And to this humble consolation was Lady 
Cecilia brought. She told Helen that she gave up ail 
hope of doing an^ good, she would now be quite content 
if she avoided doing harm, and if this visit ended with- 
out coming to any further outrage on the part of Lady 
Bearcroft, and without her mother's being ^i//(y of can- 
tempt to Lady MashajQpi. She had done some httle ser- 
vice, however, with respect to the ambassadress, and 
her mother knew it. It ¥i^s well known that the am- 
bassadress governed the ambassador, and Lady Cecilia 
had quite won her heart, ** so that he will be assuredly 
a frie to papa. Indeed, this has been almost prom- 
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iaed. Madame rAmbaasadrice aaaiured me that her 
huaband looks imon Lord Dayenant as oae of the first 
aages of Bngland, that is to sav o( Europe ;. and she 
aays he is well acquainted with all Lord Darenant's 
works — and it is my belief/' concluded Lady Cecilia^ 
** that all Sir William Davenanf s works go with her to 
papa's credit, for as she spoke she gave a polite glance 
towards the bookcase where she saw theiif gilded backs, 
and I found the ambassador himself, afterward, with 
' Davenant on Trade' in his hand ! Be it so ; it is not 
after all, you know, robbing the dead, only inheritii^ 
bv mistake from a namesake, which with foreigners is 
allowable, because impossible to avoid, from uie time * 
of ^ Monsieur Robinson parent opfKaremment de M. Cru^- 
soe V to the present day." 

By dint of Keeping well asunder those who would not 
draw well together. Lady Cecilia did contrive to get 
through the remaining morning of this operose visit ; 
some she sent out to drive with gallant military out* 
riders, to see places in the neighbourhood famed for this 
or that ; others walked or boated, or went through the 
customary course of conservatories, pheaaantry, flower- 
garden, pleasure'ffrounds, and best views oi Ularendon 
Park— and billiards always. 

The political conferences were held in Lord Dave* 
nant's apartment: to what these conferences tended 
we never knew and never shall ; we consider them as 
matters of history, and leave them with due deference 
to the historian ; we have to do only with biography. 
Far be it from us to meddle with politics — we have 
quite enough to do with manners and moraMty. 
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CHAPTER XXVIL 

Ths next day, as Helen was going across the hall, she 
•aw the members of the last political conclave coming 
out of Lord Davenant^s room, each looking as if the 
pope had not been chosen according to his wish — dark 
and disappomted ; even Mr. Harley's radiant counter 
lunce was dimmed, and the dry symptomatic cough 



"wluch he me after taking leave of Lad^ DaTenant 
cosTiDced Helen that all was not well within. 

He defwted, and there seemed to be among those 
who remained a greater constraint than ever. There 
appeared to be in each an awakened sense that there 
iRrere points on which they could never agree; all 
seemed to feel how different it would have been if Mr. 
Harley had remained. 

True, the absence or presence of a person of genius 
makes as much difference in the whole appearance of 
things as sunshine or no sunshine on the landscape. 
. Dinner, however, was got through, for time and the 
hour, two hours, or three, will get through the roughest 
dinner or the smoothest. 

** Never saw a difficult dinner-party better bothered P* 
was Lady Bearcroft's compliment, whispered to Cecilia 
as they went into the drawing-room ; and Helen, not- 
withstanding Lady Bearcroft's vulgarity, could not help 
beginning absolutely to like her for her good-nature and 
amazingly prompt sympathy ; but, after all, good-nature 
without good-manners is but a blundering aUy, danger- 
ous to its best friend. 

This evening. Lady CecUia felt that every one was 
uncomfortable, and, fitting about the room, she touched 
here and there to see how things were going on. They 
were not going on well, and she could not make them 
better : even her efforts at conciliation were ineffectuid : 
she had stepped in between her mother, some of the 
gentlemen, and the general, in an argument in which 
she heaxd indications of strife, and ehe set about to ex* 
plain away contradictions, and to convince everybody 
that they were really all of the same opinion. 

With her sweet voice and pretty persuasive look, tliis 
might have done for the ^eral, as .a relaxing smile 
seemed to promise ; but it would not do at idl with 
Lady Davenant, who, from feelings foreign to the pres- 
ent matter, was irritated, and spoke, as Helen thought^ 
too harshly. 

** Cecilia, vou would act Harmony in the comedy to 
perfection ; but, unfortunately, I am not one of those 
persons who can be persuaded that when I say one 
thing I mean quite another— probably, because it is not 
my practice so to do. That old epigram, 8ir Benjamin* 
do you know it,'^ contiiiued she, ** which begins with a 
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'Wheratstfae rdigicm and &ta of tbiM natuns 
Hmend an. th* impoFtance of our canvenatioiiB : 
Woereas some objections are thrown in oar vnj, 
And words hare been conatrued to mean what they 
Be it known fircim hraceforth )o each fiiend and each brolbfli^ 
"Wbmei'ei we wy one thing we hmm quite another.' " 

Sir Beiyamin gravely remarked that it was ffood law 
practice. The courts themselves would be shut up if 
some such doctrine were not understood in the practice 
there, m«^im{»/o« if not publicly proclaimed with an ab- 
solute " Whereas, be it Known from henceforth." 

Whether this was dry humour of Sir Benjamin^s, or 
plain matter of fact and serious opinion, the ^avity 
with which it was delivered indicated not ; but it pro- 
duced the good effect of a smile, a laugh, at him or with 
him. Lady Cecilia did not care which, the laugh was 
good at all events; her invincible good-nature and 
sweetness of temper had not been soured or conquered 
even by her mother^s severiW ; and Lady Davenant, 
observing this, forg[ave and wished to be forgiven. 

*' My dearest CeciUa," said she, " clasp this bracelet for 
me, will you 1 It would be a national blessing if, in the 
present times, all women were as amiable as you, 

' Fond to spread frienddups, bat to cover heata*^ 

Then, turning to a French gentleman, she spoke of the 
change she had observed when she was last at Paris, 
from the overwhelming violence of party spirit on all 
sides. 

'* Dreadfully true," the French gentleman replied— 
" party spirit, taking every Proteus form, calling itself 
by a hundred names and with a thousand devices and 
watchwords, which would be too ridicukKis, if thev 
were not too terrible— domestic happineas destroyed, 
ail society disordered, disorganized— literature not able 
to support herself, scarcely appearing in company — ^att 
precluded, superseded by the poUtics of the day." 

Lady Davenant joined with him in his regrets, and 
added, that she feared society in England wonld soon 
be brought to the same condition^ 

" No," said the French gentleman, English ladies win 
never be so vehement as my countrywomen; they wiH 
never become, I hope, like some of our lady poitticiaiiBt 
' qui heurlent €omme des demons.^ " 

Lady Cecilia «aid that, lioni what she had Men al 



PniB, she was petsmded that if the ladies did bawl too 
load, it was because the gentlemen did not listen to 
them ; that above ^half the party>violence which ap- 
peared in the Paristaa beUes was merely dramatic, to 
produce a sensation, and draw the gentlemen, from the 
black feUatom in which they gathered, back to their 
pvoper positions round the /miieuOf of Uie fair ladies. 

nAie foreigner, speaking to what he saw passing in 
Ijady Davenant's mind, went on ; — ^* Ladies can do much, 
howerer, in this as in all other dilemmas, where their 
power is, and ought to be, omnipotent.'* 

" Female u^umce is and ought to be potent j" said the 
genend, with an emphasis on influence, contradistin- 
guishing it from power, and reducing the exaggeration 
of ommpotent by the short process of lopping o£f two 
syUaUes. 

^ So long as ladies keep in their own proper character," 
said Lady Davenant, '* all is well ; but, if once they cease 
to act as women, that instant they lose their pnyilege, 
—their charm ; they forfeit their exorcising power; they 
can no longer command the demon of p^ty nor them- 
s^ves, and he transforms them directly, as you say,** 
said die to.tiie French gentleman, " into actual furies.*' 

** And, when so transformed, sometimes unconscious 
of their state,** said the general, dryly, his eye glancing 
towards the other end of the room, and lighting upon 
Lady Bearcroft, who was at the instant ver^ red and 
very loud; and Lady Cecilia was standing, as if watch- 
ful for a moment's pause, in which to interpose her 
word of peace. She waited for some time in vainr for 
when she hastened from the other end of the room to 
this — ^the scene of action, things had come to such a 
pass between the ladies Masham and Bearcroft, that 
mischief, serious mischief must have ensued, had not 
Lady Cecilia, at utmost need« sun^moned to her aid the 
happy genius of Nonsense — ^the genius of Nonsense — 
that little western, eastern, southern, northern sprite, 
in whose elfin power efen loye delights; on whom 
Reason herself condescends often to smile, even when 
Logic frowns, and chops him on his block: but,. cut in 
twain, the ethereal spirit soon unites, again, and lires, 
and laughs, and cheats even Hate of a grim smile, and 
idth party*8pirit ia utmost f lury prevents many a deadly 
Mow. 

But mark him well— this little happy genins of Noa* 



Me that he be the trae tiiiiig>--the gwndne 
•piiit You will know him by his well-bred air and 
tone, which none can counterfeit; and by hia smile; 
for while most he makes others langfh, the arch litHe 
rogne seldom goes beyond a smile hmiself ! Gmcelol 
in the midst of all his pranks, he neyer goes too far— 
though far enough he has been known to go-^e has 
crept into the armour of the gr^at hero, conrulsed the 
senate in the wig of a chancellor, and becominglT, 
decorously, put on now and then the mitre of an arch- 
bishop. 

'^Ir good people," said Archbishop Usher, ^ would 
but mue goodness agreeable, and smile, instead of 
frowning in their virtue, how many they would win to 
the good cause!" 

Lady Cecilia in this was good at need, and, at her ut- 
most need, obedient to her well4>red call, came this haimy 
little genius, and brought with him song and dance, rioue 
and charade, and comic prints ; and on a half-opened 
parcel of books Cecilia darted, and produced a Comic 
Amiual, illustrated by him whom no risible musdes 
can resist. All smiled who understood, and nrirth ad« 
mitted of her crew all who smiled, and party-spirit fled. 
But there were foreigners present. Foreigners cannot 
well understand our local allasions ;. our Cruikshanks is 
to them unintelligible; and Hood's '^ Sonowa of Num- 
ber One" quite lost upon^them. Then. Lady Bearoroft 
thought she would do as much as Lady Cecilia and 
Bsore— that she would produce what these poor for- 
eigners could comprehend. But not at her caU came tiie 
genius of lively Nonsense, for she called not in well- 
bred tone, and he heard her not. 

In his stead came that counterfeit who thinks it witty 
to be rude :-— ^ 

<* And placing raillery in railing, 
Will tell aloud your greatest Ming^— 

that vulgar imp yclept FVr— known by his broad grin, 
by his loud tone, and by his rude banter. Head fore- 
moat forcing himself in, came he, and brought with him 
a heap of coarse caricatures, and they were forty parica- 
tnres* 

'^ Capital!" Lady Beaieroft, however, . pronounced 
them, as she spread all upon the table for ap plaua e'- 
Imt no apfilanae enmed. 



Not saeht ^ate, u real good. Engilirii hmnour pro- 
duces and enjoys, independently of party-- these wera 
all too broad, too coarae. Lady Davenant despised, the 
general detested, Helen turned away, and hsiiy Cecilia 
tbtew them under the table, ttiat they miffht not be seen 
by the toeigners. " For the honour of England, do not 
let them be spread abroad, pray, Lady Bearcroft." 

** The world is grown migh^ nice !" said Lady Bear- 
croft ; '* for my put, give me a good laug^ when it is to 
behad.** 

** Perhaps we shall find one here," said Lady Cecilia, 
opening a portfolio of. caricatures in a Afferent styloy 
but they were old, and Lady Bearcroft woidd have 
thrown them aside ; but Lord Davenant observed that, 
if they have lasted so long, they must be good, because 
their humour only can ensure their permanence ; the 
personality dies with the person: for instance, in the 
famous old print of the minister rat-catcher, in the 
Westminster election, the likeness to each rat of the 
day is lost to us, but the ridicule on placemen rattera 
Tomains. The whole, however, is perfectly incompre- 
hensible to foreigners. 

** Rats ! rat !" repeated one of the foreigners, as he 
looked at and studied the print. It wa& amusing to see 
the gravity with which this foreign diplomatist, quite 
new to England, listened to Lady Bearcroft's explana- 
tion of what is meant in English by a rai political. She 
was at first rather good on tfis topic, professing a super- 
natural acuteness of the senses, arising from an un- 
conquerable antipathy, bom with her, to the whole race 
of rats. She declared that she could see a rat a mile 
off in any man— could, from the moment a man opened 
his mouth in Parliament, or on the hustings, prophesy 
whether he would turn into a rat at last or not. She, 
moreover, understood the language of rats of every de- 
gree, and knew, even when thev said ** No," that they 
meant ^'Yes" — ^two monosyllaoles, the test of rats, 
which betray them all sooner or later, and transform 
the biped into the quadruped, who then turns tail, and 
runs always to the other side, from whatever side* he 
maybe of. 

The chargi-eTaffaires stood in half bow, lending de- 
ferential ear and serious attention the whole time of 
this lecture upon rats, without being able from begin- 
ning to end to compass its meaning, and at the close. 
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wtfh a diieontolale shnigv he eadateed, **AkI Jen 
nouii€€ dea^'" 

Lady Bearcroft went on—'' Sinoe I cannot make your 
•xeellemnf understand by deecription what I mean by 
an Enafuui rat-political, I mnat gire yoa an example or 
iwo, &ad and iiving«-4ivin^ beat, and I haTe more than 
one noted and braimd rat in my eye." 

Bat Lady Cecilia, anxions to intermpt tide perflout 
bosineea, hastily rang for wine and water; and as the 
gentlemen went to help themselves she gave them a 
general toast, as sitting down to the piano-iorte, to the 
tone of— - 

*' Here's to the maiden of bliuhing ^iteen :"— 

She sang— 

*' Here** to nts and ratcatchers of every dagrea» 

The rat that is trapped, and the rat that ia fiee. 

The rat that is shy, sir, the rat that is bold, 8ir» 

The rat upon sale, sir, the rat that is sold, dr. 

Let the rats rat ! Success to them all. 

And well off to the old ones before the watt ftll !" 

And thus the evening ended playfully. 



CHAPTER XXVIIL 

Sir Bbnjaicin and Lady Bearcroft departed at six 
o'clock the next mominp^, and all the rest of the political 
and di{4omatic corps ie/F immediately after breakfast. 

Lady Davenant looked relieved, the general satisfied, 
and Lady Cecilia consoled herself with the hope that, 
if she had done no good, she had not done any harm. 
This was a bad slide, perhaps, in the magtc-laatem, but 
would leave no trace behind. 

She began now to be very impatient for Beauclerc^s 
appearance ; always san^ine, and as rapid in her con- 
clusions as she was precipitate in her actions, she felt, 
no doubt, no anxiety as to the future ; for, though she 
refrained from Questioning Helen as to her sentmients 
for Beauclerc, sue was prettv well satisfied on that sub* 
ject "EMm was partioqlarly gratefiil to JLady Cecilia 



ibr tills foitaaniieei beiag almott adiamed to owi^ 

to herself, how exceedingly happy she felt ; and now 
that it was no longer wrong in her to loTe» or dis- 
bonourable in him to wish to be loved, she was sur* 
piised to find how completely the idea of Beauclere 
'was connected with and interwoven through all her 
thoughts, pursuits, and sentiments. He had certainly 
been constantly in her company for several months, a 
whole summer, but she could scarcely believe that 
during this time he could have become so necessar]^' to 
h^hiqxMness. While, with still increasing' agitauon, 
she looked forward to his arrival, she feb as if I^y 
Davenant's presence was a sort of protection, a some- 
thing to rely on, in the new circumstances in which she 
was to be idaced. Lord Davenant had returned to 
town, but Lady Davenant remained. The Russian 
embassy seemed still in abejrance. 

One mominp^, as Helen was sitting in Lady DavenanVs 
room alone with her, she said suddenly :•— 

"At your a^, Helen, I had as little taste for what 
are called politics as you have, yet you see what I am 
come to, and by the same road you may, you will, 
arrive at the same point." 

'^ I ! oh, 1 hope not," cried Helen, almost before she 
felt the whole inference that might be drawn from this 
exclamation. 

" You hope not !" repeated her ladyship, calmly. 
'^Let us consider this matter rationally^ uid put our 
hopes, and our fears, and our prejudices out of the 
question, if possible. Let me observe to von, that the 
positkm of women in society is somewhat dLflferent 
from what it was a hundred years ago, or as it was 
sixty, or I will say thirty years since. Women are now 
so lugfaly cultivated, and political subjects are at pres- 
ent of so much importance, of such high interest, to all 
human creatures who live together in society, you can 
hardly expect, Helen, that yon, as a rational being, can 
go through the world as it now is, without forming any 
0{nnion on points of public importance. Yon cannot, I 
conceive, satisfy yourself with the common namby- 
pamby little missy phrase, ' ladies have nothing to do 
with politics.' " 

Helen blushed, for she was conscious that, wrong or 
tig^tf namby-pamby, little missy, or not, she had nitb* 



eiio satisfied herself very comfortaMy witb some audi 
thoogfat 

** Depend upon it, Helen,*' resumed Lady Dsnrenant, 
^ that, when you are married, your love for a man of 
superior abihties, and of superior character, must ele* 
rate your mind to sympathy with all his pursuits, with 
aU the subjects which claim his attention.** 

Helen felt that she must become stronriy interested 
in every subject in which the man she lored was in- 
terested ; but still she observed that she had not abilities 
or information, like Lady Davenant's, that could justify 
her in attempting to follow her example. Besides, 
Helen was sure that, even if she had, it would not suit 
her taste ; and besides, in truth, she did not think it 
well suited to a woman-^he stopped when she came to 
that last thought. But what kindness and respect sup- 
pressed was clearly understood by her penetrating friend. 
Fixing her eyes upon Helen, she said with a smUe, the 
candour and nobleness of her character rising above a^ 
little irritation of temper. 

** I agree with you, my dear Helen, in all you do noi 
say, and were I to begin life over again, my conduct 
should in some respects be different. Of the public 
dangers and private personal inconveniences that may 
lesiHt from women becoming politicians, or, as you bet- 
ter express our meaning, interfering with public affairs, 
no one can be more aware than I am. Intetfermffj ob- 
serve I say, for I would mark and keep the Ime between 
influence and interference. Female influence must, 
will, and ought to exist on political subjects as* on all 
others ; but tnis influence should always be domestic, 
not puUiic — ^the customs of society have so ruled it. 
Of the thorns 4n the path oi ambitious men aU moral- 
ists talk, but there are little scarcely visible thorns of 
a peculiar sort that beset the path of an ambitious wo- 
man, the venomous prickles of the dxnnestic hramHef a 
plant noi; perhaps mentioned in Withering's Botany, or 
^eHortus Kewensis, but it is too well known to many, 
and to me it has been sorely known." 

At this instant General Clarendon came in with some 
letters, which had been forwarded to him exprefi». One, 
for Lad^ Davenant, he had been desired to put into her 
hands himself: he retired, and Lady Davenant opened 
the letter. By the first glance at her countenance, 
Helen saw that there was something in it whieh had 
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surprised ond giv«ii her grreal coBcern. fitelen with« 
drew her eyes, and waited till she should speak. 

Bat Lady Davenant was. quite silent, and Helen, look- 
ing at her again, saw her put her hand to her heart, as 
if from some sense of violent bodily pain, and she sank 
on the sofa, fell back, and became as pale as death, and 
motionless. Excessively frightened, Helen threw open 
the window, rang the bell for Lady Davenant's own wo- 
man, and sent the page for Lady Cecilia. 

In a few moments Lady Cecilia and Elliott came. 
Neither was as much alarmed as Helen had expected 
they would foe. They had seen Lady Davenant under 
similar attacks«-they knew what remedies to apply. 
Elliott was a remarkably composed, steady person. She 
now went on doing all that was necessary without speak* 
ing a w(H!d. The parox3rsm lasted longer than usual, ab 
Lady Cecilia observed ; and, though she continued her 
assurances to Helen that '* it was all nervous— only 
nerves,** i^e began evident^ to be herself alarmed. At 
lengtii symptoms of returnmg animation appeared, and 
thenOetnlia retired, beckoning to Helen to follow her 
into the next room. 

** We had better leave mamma to Elliott, she will be 
happier if she thinks we know nothing of the matter.^ 
Then, recollecting that Helen had been in the room 
when this attack came on, she added--** But no, yot 
must go back, for mamma will remember that you were 
pMsent^-take as tittle notice, however, as possible of 
what has happened." 

Cecitia said that her mother, when they were abroad, 
had been subject to such seizures at intervals, " and in 
former times, before I was bom, I betieve," said Lady 
Cecilia, ** she had some kind of extraordinary disease 
in the heart ; but she has a particular aversion to being 
thought nervous. Every physician who has ever pro- 
nounced her nervous has always displeased her, and has 
been dismissed. She was once quite vexed with me for 
barely suggesting the idea. There," cried Cecilia, '* I 
hear her voice, go to her." 

HelMi followed Lady Cecilia's suggestion, and took 
as little notice as possible of what had happened. El" 
liott Reappeared as she entered — ^the page was waiting 
at the door, but to Helen's satisfaction Lady Davenant 
did not adnsit him. 



** Not 3r«t ; tell litiii I wfll ring when I wttit htm/' 
said she. 

The door closed; and Lady Davenant, turning to 
Helen* said* 

<* Whether I live or die is a point of some conseqaence 
to the friends who love me ; tmt there is another ques- 
tion, Helen, of far more importance to me, and^ I trurt, 
to them. That question is, whether I continue to tive 
as I have lived, honoured and respected, or live and 'die 
dishonoured and despised," — ^her eye glanced towards 
the letter she had been reading. 

" My poor child," ctmtinued Lady Davenant, looking 
at Helen's agitated countenance,*—*' My poor child, I 
will not keep vou in suspense.'* 

She then told Helen that she was suspected of having 
revealed a secret of state that had been confided to her 
husband, and which it was. supposed, and truly supposed, 
that Lord Davenant had told to her. Beyond its politi- 
cal importance, the disclosure invcdved a charge of base- 
ness, in her having betrayed confidence, having suffered 
a copy of a letter firom an illustrious personage to be 
handed about and read by several people. t 

'' Lord Davenant as yet knows nothing of this, the 
effect upon him is what I most dread. I cannot diow 
you this," continued she, opening again the letter she 
had just received, '* because it concerns others as well 
as myself. I am, at aU events, under obligalionB 
that can never be forgotten to the person who gave me 
this timely notice, which could no otherwise have 
reached me, and the person to whom I am thus oU^ed 
is one, Helen, whom neither you nor I like, and whom 
Cecilia particularly dislikes — ^Miss Clarendon ! Her 
manner of doing me this service is chueacteristic: she 
begins, 

** * Miss Clarendon is aware that Lady Davenant has 
no liking for her, but that shall not prevent Miss Clar- 
endon from doing what she thinks an act of justice to- 
wards a noble character falsely attacked.' " lidy Dave- 
nant read no more. 

'* Had you not better wait till you are stronger, my 
dear Lady Davenant," said Helen, seeing her prepare 
to write. • 

'* It was once saud, gloriously well," rejdied Lady 
Davenant, *' that the duties of life are more than life it- 
self— so I think." 



VHiile Ae wvote, Helen thoii(^t of what she had , 

heaid, and she rentured to intenrupt Lady Davenant to 
ask if she had fonned any idea of the means by which 
the secret could have been betrayed--or the copy of the 
letter obtained. 

Yes, she had a suspicion of* one person, the diplo- 
matist to whom Mr. Harlev had shown such a mortal 
antipathy. She recollected that the last morning the 
Congress had sat in Lord Davenant's cabinet, she had 
left ner writing-desk there, and this letter was in it ; she 
thought that she had locked the desk when i^e left 
the room, it certainly was fast when she returned, but it 
had a spring Bramah lock, and its being shut down would 
have fastened it. She had no proof one way or other, 
her suspicion rested where was her instinctive dislike. 
It was remarkable, however, that she at once did jus- 
tice to another person whom she did not like, Mr« Maple- 
tofft. Lord DavenanVs secretary. " His manners do not 
please me," she said, ^ but I have perfect confidence in 
his integrity." 

Helen felt and admired this generous candour, but 
her suspicions were not of the diplomatist alone : she 
thought of one who might perhaps have been employed 
by him — Carlos the page. And many circumstances, 
which she recollected wd put together, now strength- 
ened this suspicion. She wondereid it had not occurred 
to Lady Davenant ; she thought it must, but that she 
did not choose to mention it. Helen had often heard 
Lady Davenant's particular friends complain that it was 
extremely disagreeable to them to have this boy con- 
stantly in the room, whatever might be the conversation. 
There was the pag(e, either before or behind a screen, 
always within heannff. 

Lady Davenant said that, as Carlos was a Portuguese. 
and had never been in England tiU she had brought him 
over, a few months before, he could not understand £ng« 
tish well enough to comprehend what was going on. 
This vms doubt^, espeoialiy by Helen, who had watched 
his countenance, and had represented her doubts and 
her reasons for them to Lady Davenant, but she was not 
convinced. 

It was one of the few points on which she could 
justly be reproached with adhering to her fancy instead 
of listening to reason. The more Carlos was attacked, 
the more she adhered to him. In fact, it was not so 
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imich because he was a ftitourite, as became hm was a 
proteg6 ; he was oom|^etely dependent upon her protec- 
tion: she had brought him to England, had saved him 
from his mother a jHrofligate camp-followeri had freed 
him from the most miserable condition possible, and 
bad raised him to easy, happy, confidential life. To the 
generous, the haring conferred an obligation is in itself 
a tie hard to sever. AU noble-minded peoplb belieTO in 
fidelity, and never doubt of gratitude ; they throw their 
own souls into those they oUige, and think and feel for 
them, as they, in their situation, would think and feeL 
Lady Davenant considered it an injustice to doubt the 
attachment of this boy, and a cruelty she deemed it to* 
suspect him causelessly of being the most base of 
human creatures-^he, a young defenceless orphaiKr 
Helen had more than once offended, by attemptiag to 
stop Lady I>aTenant from speaking imprudently before 
Carlos ; she was afraid, even at this moment, to imtate 
her by giving utterance to her doubts ; she deternuned, 
therefore, to keep them to herself till she had some pos* 
itive grounds for her suspicions^ She resolved to watch 
the boy very carefully. Presentl3r, havinff finished 
her letters, Ladv Davenant rang for him. Helen'e eves 
were upon Carlos the moment he entered, and her 
thoughts did not escape observation. 

** You are wrong, Helen," said Lady Davenant, as she 
lighted the tap^r to seal her letters. 

** If I am not right,*^ said Helen, keeping her eyes 
upon the boy*s changing countenance, " I am too su8|a- 
cious— but observe, am I not right, at this ifistant, in 
thinking that his countenance is bad t" 

Lady Davenant could not but see that countenance 
change in an extraordinary manner, in spite of hieeffoits 
to keep it steady. 

*' You cause tnat of which you eomulain,'' eaid she, 
going on sealing her letters deliberately* " lui courts 
of public justice, and in private eqmhr,'* the word equOif 
she pronounced with an austere empnasts, '^ how often 
is the change of countenance misinterpreted. The 
sensibility of innocence, that cannot bear to be sus- 
pected, is often mistaken for the confusion worse eon* 
founded of guilt.'' 

Helen obeerved, that, as Lady Davenant npoke, and 
nwke in his favour, the boy's countenaaee cleared up; 
l&at vacillating expression of fearf and coaadonsiisis 



C( 



41 

I 

c^lAviiigsoniethiiigf within him imwhipt of Justice com* 
pietely £sappeared, and his whole air was now bold and 
open— towiuds Helen, almost an air of defiance. 

^ What do you thinJ^ is the cause of this change in 
his countenance — ^you observe it, do you not 1** asked 
Helen. 

Yes, and the cause is as plain as the change. He 
B I do not suspect him, though yon do ; and seeing^ 
Helen, that he has at least one friend in the world, who 
will do him justice, the orphan boy takes courage." 

*' I vdsh I could be as good as you are, my dearest 
Lady Dayenant," said Helen; "but I cannot help stiQ 
feelinff, and saying, — ^I doubt. Now observe him, while 
I speuL ; I will turn my eyes away, that my terrible 
looks may not confound him. You say he knows that 
you do not suspect him, and that I do. How does he 
know itV 

*'How!" said Lady Davenant. <^By the universal 
language of the eyes." 

** Not only by that universal language, I think,** said 
Helen. " But I suspect he understands every word we 
say.** 

Helen, without ever looking up from a bunchcif seals 
which she was rubbing bright, slowly and very dis- 
tinctly added, 

^ I think that he can speak, read, and write Engtish." 

A change in the countenance of Carlos appeared, not- 
withstan£ng all his efforts to hold his features in the 
same position ; instead of placid composure, there was 
BOW grim rigidity. 

*' Give me the great seal with the coat of arms on it,** 
said Lady Davenant, dropping the vrsx on her letter, and 
watching the boy's eye as she spoke, without herself 
looking towards the seal she had described. He never 
stirred, and Helen began to fear she was unjust and 
somicious. 

Bat again her doubts, at least of his disposition, oc- 
curred : as she was passing through Lady DavenanVs 
dressing-room with her, when they were going down to 
dinner, the page followed them, Helen caught his figure 
in a mirror, and saw that he was making a horrible 
grimace at her behind her back, his dark countenance 
expressing extreme hatred and revenge. Helen touched 
Lady Davenant's arm, but before her eye could be di- 
rected to the glass, Carlos, perceiving that he was ob« 
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aenredf pretended to be snddeidy seized with cramp in 
his foot, which obUged him to make these frightful c<hi- 
tortions. Helen was shocked b3jr his artfuhiese, but it 
Bucceeded with Lady Davenant ; it was in Tain ta say 
more about it to her, so Helen let it pass. 

When she mentioned it afterward to Lady Cecilia, she 
saic^*' I am sorry, for your sake, Helen, that this hap- 
pened, depend upon it, that revengeful little Portugaese 
gnome wul work you mischief some time or other." 

Helen did not think of herself— indeed she could not 
imagine any means by which he could possibly work 
her wo ; but the face was so horrible, that it came again 
and again before her eyes, and she was more and more 
determined to watch Carlos constantly. 

This was one of the public days at Clarendon Paric, 
on which there was a good deal of company ; many of 
the neighbouring gentry were to be at dinner. When 
Lady Davenant appeared, no inquiries concerning her 
health were made by her daughter or by the generals- 
no allusion to her having been unweU. She seemed 
quite reeovered, and Helen observed that she particu- 
larly exerted herself, and that her manner was more 
graciotis than usual to common-place people — more 

E resent to every thing that was passing. She retired 
owever early, and took Helen with her. The depres- 
sion of her spirits, or rather the weight upon her mind, 
appeared again as soon as they were atone together. 
Sne took her writing-desk, and looked over some let« 
ters which she said ought to be burned. She could not 
sleep in peace, she said — she ought not to sleep, till this 
was done. Several of these, as she locked over them, 
seemed to give her pain, and excited her indignation or 
contempt as she from time to time exclaimed—'* Mean- 
ness I-^K^orruption! — ^ingratitude too ! — all favours forgot- 
ten ! To see — ^to feel^-^his is the common fate of all 
who have lived the life I have lived ; of this I am not 
so inconsistent as to complain. But it is hs^d that my 
own character— the integrity of a whole life^-^hould 
avail me nothing ! And yet," added she, after a moments 
pause of reflection, ^ to how few can my character be 
really known ! /Women cannot, like men, make their 
characters known by public actions. I have no rigl^to 
complain; but if Lord Davenant's honour is to be—'* 
She paused ; her thoughts seeming too gainful for utter- 
ance. She completed the arrangement x>i the papeis. 
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mnA, as ebe prosseil down the lid of her writing-box, and 
heard the closing sound of the lock, she said — ^ Now I 
may deep in peace." She put out the lamn, and went 
to her bed-room, carrying with her two or tiuree books 
whieh she intended to read after she should be in bed ; 
for, thouffh she talked of sleeping, it was plain she 
thought she should not. Helen prevailed upon her to let 
her remain with her, and read to her. 

She opened first a volume of Shakspeare, in which 
was J^ady Davenant's mark. '* Yes," said she, read that 
speech of WoLsey's ; read that whole scene, the finest 
picture of ambition ever drawn." And, after she had 
Aeard the scene, she observed that there is no proof 
more certain of the truth of poetic description, than its 
recurring to us at the time we strongly feel. ** Those 
who teM us," continued she, " that it is unnatural to 
recollect poetry or eloquence at times of powerful emo- 
tion, are much mistaken ; they have not strong feelings 
or 8.trong imaginations. I can afBbrm from my own 
experience, that it is perfectly natural." 

Lady Davenant rajHdly mentioned some instances of 
tMs sort which she recollected, but seeing the anxiety 
ef Helen's look, she added, '* You are afraid that I am 
feverish ; you wish me to rest ; then go on reading to 

IHk^ft •'9) 

Helen read on, till Lady Davenant declared she would 
not let her sit up any longer. Go she must, now— 
" Only, before you go, my dear child, look here at what 
I have been iooking at while you have been reading." 

She made Helen place herself so as to see exactly in 
tiie same direction and light in which she was lookmg, 
and ehe pointed out to her, in the lining of the bed, a 
place where, from the falling of the folds and the crinkles 
m the material, a figure with the head, head-dress, and 
perfect profile of an old woman with a tumed-up chin, 
iappeared. At first Helen could not see it ; bul at last 
she caught it, and was struck with it. ** The same sort 
of carious efiect of chance resemblance and coincidence 
which painters, Leonardo da Vinci in particular, have 
observed in the moss and stains on old stones," observed 
Lady Davenant. *'But it struck me to-night, Helen, 
perhaps because I am a little feverish-^it struck me in 
a new point of view — amoral, not picturesoue. If such 
be the effects of chance, or of coincidence, now cautious 
we dhould be in deciding from ai^^earancea* or pro- 
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Bomicing from circumstantial evide&ce upon the giult 
of evil design in any human creature." 

'* You mean this to apply to me about Carlos V* said 
Helen. 

'* I do. But not only of him and you was I thinking> 
but of myself and those who judge of me falsely from 
coincidences, attributing to me designs which I never 
had and actions of which I am incapable.'^ She sud- 
denly raised herself in her bed, and was going to say 
more, but the pendule striking at that instant two 
o'clock, she stopped abruptly, Cissed Helen, and sent 
her away. 

Helen gathered together and carried away with her 
all the books, that Lady Davenant might not be tempted 
to look at them more. As she had several piled on one 
arm, and had a taper in her hand, she was somewhat 
encumbered, and, though she managed to open the b^- 
room door, and to shut it again without letting any of 
the books fall, and crossed the little ante-room between 
the bed-chamber and dressing-room safely, yet, as she 
was opening the dressing-room door, and taking too 
much or too little care of some part of her pyramid of 
books, down came the whole pile with a noise which, 
in the stillness of the night, sounded tremendous. She 
was afraid it would disturb Lady Davenant, and was 
going back to tell her what it was, when she was startled 
by hearing, as she thought, the moving of a chair or 
table in the dressing-room ; she stopped short to listen 
—all was silent; she thought she had mistaken the 
direction in which the noise came. 

She softly opened the dressing-room door, and looked 
in-Hall was 'silent— no chair, or stool, or table over- 
turned, every thing was in its place exactly as they had 
left it, but these was a strong smell of a half-eztinfuished 
lamp. On examining, she found that the smeu came 
firom the lamp they had left on the writing-table in the 
dressing-room ; she thought it had been put out when 
they haul left the room, she now supposed it had not 
been sufficiently lowered, she turned the screw, and 
took care now to see it completely extinguished ; then 
•went back for the books, and as people sometimes will, 
when most tired and most late, be most orderly, she 
would not go to bed without putting every volume in 
its place in the book-case. After reaching to put pne 
book upon the highest «8helf, as she was getting down 
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•he laid her hand on the top of Lady Dayenanrs writ* 
ing-boz, and, as she leaned on it, was surprised to hear 
tlie click of its lock closing. The sound was so peculiar 
3he co.i^d not be mistaken; besides, she thought she 
liad felt the lid ^ve way under her pressure. There 
ipras no key left in the lock — she perfectly recollected 
the yery sound of that click when Lady Davenant shut 
the lid down before leaving the room this night. She 
stood looking at the lock, and considering how this 
could be, and as she remained perfectly still, she heard, 
or thought she heajrd some one breathing near her. 
Holding in hex own breath, she listened and cautiously 
lool^ed round without stirring from the place where she 
stood— one of the window curtains moved, so at least 
she tho^ght — ^yes, certainly there was some living thing 
behind it. It might be Lady Davenant's great dog which 
^ometiI^es can^e in here ; but looking again at the bot* 
tom of the curtain she saw a human foot. The page 
Carlos 1 was her instant suspicion, and his vensefu] face 
came before her, and a vision of a stiletto ! or she did not 
well knpw what. She trembled all over ; yet she had 
presence of mind enough to recollect that she should 
not seem to take notice. And, while she moved about 
the books on the table, she gave another look, and saw 
that the foot was not withdrawn. She knew she was 
safe still, it had not been perceived that she had seen 
it ; now what was she to do ? ** Go up to that curtain 
amid draw it back and face the boy" — ^but she did not 
dare ; yet he was only a boy — But it n:^ght be a man, 
and not the page. Better go and call somebody — tell 
Lady Davenant. She must go through the antecham- 
ber, and pass close to that curtain to open the door. 
All this was the thought of one moment, and she went 
on holding up the light to the book-shelves as if in quest 
of some lx>ok, and kept coasting along to gain the door ; 
she was afraid when she was to pass the window-cur- ; 
tain, either of touching it, or of stumbling over that foot. 
But she got past without touching or stumbling, opened 
the door, whisked through— that was done too quickly, 
but she could not help it, — she shut,, bolted the door, 
and ran across the antechamber to Lady Davenant'e 
bed-room. She entered softly, aware oj the danger to 
her of sudden alarm. But Lady Davenant was not 
asleep, was not alarmed* but was effective in a moment. 
C^t 9b^ asked : 
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** Did you lock the door after you t** 

« Yes, bolted it.»' 

** That is well/' 

Neither of them said «" Who do you think it is %"" But 
each knew what the other thought They returned 
through the antechamber to the dressing-room. But 
when they opened the door, all was quiet — ^no one be- 
hind the curtain, no one in the room — ^they searched 
under the sofas, everywhere ; there was no closet or 
hiding-place in which any one could be concealed. The 
window fastenings were unstirred. But the door into 
the gallery was unlocked, and the simple thing appeared 
— *that Helen, in her confusion, had thought only of 
fastening the door into the antechamber, which also 
opened on the gallery, but had totally forgotten to lock 
that from the £es8ing-room into the gallery, by which 
whoever had been in the voom had escaped without anjr 
difficulty. 

Lady Davenant rather inclined to believe that no one 
had been there, and that it was aU Helen's imagination. 
But Helen persisted that she had seen what she had 
seen, and heard what she had heard. They went into 
the gallery — all silence, no creature visible, and the 
doors at the ends of the gallery locked outside. 

After a fruitless search they retired, Lady Davenant 
to her own room, and Helen to hers, full of shame and 
regret that she had not had the courage to open the 
ciutain at the right moment. Nothing could stir her 
belief, however, in the evidence of her senses ; the boy 
must have been there, and must be still concealed some- 
where in the gallery, or in some of the rooms opening 
into it. Some of these were unoccupied, but they were 
aU locked up, as Lady Davenant had told her when she 
had proposed searching them ; one or two they tried 
and lound fastened. She stood at her own door, after 
faavin|f put down the candle on her table, still giving a 
linffenng look-out, when, through the darkness in the 
gaUery at the farther end, she saw a ray of light on the 
floor, which seemed to come from under the door of a 
room unoccupied — Mr. Mapletofft's room ; he had gone 
to town with Lord Davenant. Helen went on tiptoe 
rtry softly along the gallery, almost to this door, and 
still she saw this ray of light, and it did come from 
under that door, and she stood still and considered what 
the should do now-—" Go again to Lady Davenant i**^ 



But at tbat mement the door opened, and the page 
stood before her, the lamp in his hand shining full on 
bis face, and on hers. Both started— then both were 
motionless for one second-*-4)ut he, recovering in- 
stantly, shot back again into the room, flung to the door, 
and locked it 

*' Seen him !^ cried Lady Davenant, when Helen flew 
to her room and told her ; ** seen him ! do you say V and 
then ringing her bell, she bade Helen run and knock at 
the general's door, while she went herself to Mr. Ma« 
pletofll's room, commanding Carlos to open the door 
immediately. But he would not open it, nor make any 
answer; the servants came, and the general ordered 
one to go round to the windows of the room lest the 
boy should escape that way. It was too late, he had 
escaped ; when the door was forced, one of the windows 
was found open ; Carlos was not in the room ; he must 
have swung himself down from the height by means of 
a tree which was near the window. The lamp was 
still burning, and papers half burnt smouldering on the 
table. There were sufficient remains to tell wnat they 
had been. Lady Davenant saw, in the hand^writing of 
Carlos, copies of letters Ij^ken from her desk. One 
half unbumt cover of the packet he had been making 
upy showed by its direction to whom it was to have been 
sent, and there were a few lines in the boy's own writ- 
ing withinside, addressed to his employer, which re- 
vealed the whole. His employer was, as Lady Dave- 
nant had suspected — ^the diplomatist ! 

A duplicate Bramah key was found under the table, 
and 'She recollected that she had some months ago 
missed this duplicate key of her desk, and supposed she 
had dropped it from her watch-ring while out walking ; 
she recollected, farther, that Carlos had with ffreat zeal 
assisted her in the search for it all through the shrub- 
bery walks. The proofis of this boy's artifice and long- 
premeditated treachery, accumulating upon Lady Dave- 
nant, shocked her so much that she could not think of 
any thing else. 

**Is it possible? is it in human nature I** she ex- 
claimed. " Such falsehood, suchuart, such ingratitude !'* 

As she fixed her eyes upon the writing, scarcely yet 
dry, she repeated. " It is his writing — I see it, yet can 
scarcely believe it ! I, who taught him to write myself 
— guideid that little hand to make the first letters that 
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he erer fomed! And this is in hiinan natore! I could 
not haye conceived it — ^it is dreadful to be so convincedy 
it lowers one's confidence in one's fellow-creatores. 
That is the worst of all !" 

. She sighed deeply, and then, turning to Helen, sani, 
** But let us think no more of it to-night, we can do no 
more, they are in pursuit of him ; I hope I i^av never, 
nerer^ see hinj more." 
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CHAPTER XXIX. 

Some people value their friends most for active 
QIBrvice^ some for passiye kindness. Some are won by 
tender expressions, some cohyinced by solid proofe of 
regard ; others of a yet nobler kind, anq of this sort was 
Lmy Dayenant, i^e apt to be best pleased, most touched, 
by proofe that their own character has beeii thoroughly 
understood, ia^d that they have justly appreciated the 

food qualities of their mend. More than by all the 
indness aii^ svmpathy Helen had eve^ before si^own 
her was she now pleased and touched by the respect 
for her feelings in this affair of the page. ' Helen never 
having at the moment of his detection nor aiterw^, 
by word or look, indulged in the self-triumph of ** You 
see how right 1 was '." \jrhich implies, " You see how 
wrong you were !" 

On the contrary, she gavjB what comfort she honestly 
could by showing that she knew from what humane 
motives and generous feelings Lad^ Davenant had per- 
sisted in supporting this boy to the last. 

As t9 the little wretch himself, he appeared i^o more. 
Search was made for him in every direction, but he was 
not to be found, and Hejen thought it was weU that 
Lady Davenant should be spared the pain of seeing or 
hearing more about him. 

The whole mystery was now solved, the difficulty for 
Lady Davenant in a fair way to be ended. She had felt 
an instinctive aversion to the fawning tone of the diplo- 
matist, whom she had suspected of caballing against 
Lord Davenant secretly, and it was now proved that he 
had been base beyond what she could have conceived 



po8sfl>l6 ; had been in confedemcy with this boy, whom 
he had corrupted, purchasing from him copies of private 
letters, and bribing him to betray his benefactress. The 
copgr of that letter from an illustrious personage had 
been thus obtained. The proofs now brought home to 
the guilty person, defnived him at once of all future 
means of injuring Lord Davenant. Completely in their 
power, he would be ready to ensure silence at any price, 
and, instead of caballing farther, this low intriguer would 
now be compelled to return whence he came, too happy 
to be permitted to retreat from his situation, and qmt 
fingtand without being brought to public disgrace. No 
notice of the report that had been m private circulation 
against Lady Davenant having yet appeared in the public 
prints, it was possible to prevent the mischief that even 
the mention of her name in such an affair must have 
occasioned. It was necessary, however, that letters 
should be written immediately to the different persons 
whom the private reports had reached ; and Helen and 
her dau^ter trembled for her health in consequence 
of this extreme hurry and fatigue, but she repeated her 
favourite maximr-**^ Better to wear out, than to rust 
out,^' — and she accomplished all that was to be done. 
Lord Davenant wrote in triumph that all was settled, all 
difficulties removed, and they were to set out for Rus- 
sia inunediately. 

And now Lady Davenant breathed freely. Relieved 
from the intolerable thought that the base finger of sus- 
picion could point at her or at Lord Davekiant, her spirits 
rose, her whole appearance renovated, and all the fears 
that Helen and her daughter had felt lest she should not 
be able to sustain the hardships of a long voyage and 
the rigour of a northern climate, were now completely 
dimelled. 

\ The day of departure was fixed — Lady Davenant re^ 
mained, however, as long as she possibly could with 
her daughter ; and she was anxious, too, to see Granville 
Boiuclerc before she left Clarendon Park. 

The number of the days of quarantine were gone over 
every morning at breakfast by Lady Cecilia and the 
general; they looked in the papers carefully for the 
arrivals at the hotel which Beauclerc usually frequented. 
Tius morning, in reading the list aloud, the general cam6 
to the name of Sir Thomas D'Aubigny, brother to the 
coloneL The paragraph stated that Colonel D'Aubigny 
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had left some mannsGripts to bia brother, which would 
soon be published, and then followed some puff in the 
usual style, which the general did not think it necessary 
to read. But one of the officers', who knew some of 
the D'Aubignys, went on talking of the colonel, and re- 
lating various anecdotes to pro^e that his sooreairB 
would be amusing. 

Helen, who was conscious that she always blushed 
when Colonel D'Aubigny's name was mentioned, and 
that the general had ol^erved it, was glad that he never 
looked up from what he was residing, and when she had 
courage to turn towards her, she achnired Cecilia's per«> 
feet self-possession. 

Beauclerc's name was not among the arrivals, and it 
was settled consequently Uiat they should not see hini 
this day. 

' Some time after' they had left the breakfast-room, 
Helen found Lady Davenant in her own apartment, sit- 
ting, as it was very unusual with her, perfectly unem- 
ployed*^her head leaning on her hand, and an expres* 
sion of pain in her countenance. 

" Are not you well, my dear Lady Davenant ?" Helen 
asked: 

"* My mind is not well,'' she replied, '^ and that always 
affects my body, and I suppose my looks." 

After a moment's silence, she fixed her eyes on Helen, 
and said, " You tell me that Colonel D'Aubigny never 
was a lover — ^never was an admirer of yours!" 

« Never!" said Helen, low, but very decidedly. Lady 
Davenant sighed, but did not speak. 

After a longer continuance of silence than had almost 
ever occurred when they two were alone together. Lady 
Davenant looked up, and said, 

** I hope in God that I am mistaj^en. I pray that I 
may never live to see it !" 
*f " To see what ?" cried Helen. 
^ " To see that one little black root, invisible to you, 
Helen, the speck of evil in that heart — ^my daughter's 
heart--^pread and taint, and destroy all that is good. It 
must be cut out — at any pain it must be cut away ; if 
any part be unsound, tlve corruption will s}»ead." 

^ Corruption in Cecilia !" exclaimed Helen. " Oh ! I 
know her— I know her from dear childhood! there is 
nothing corrupt in her, no, not a thought !" 

^ My dear Helen, you see her as she has been:!«-as she 
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is. I see her as'she may Jbecome— Tery^frightfidlY 
different. Helen ! if truth fail, if the principle of truth 
fail in her character, all will fail ! All that charminff na- . 
tore, all that fair semblance, all that fair reaUty, all this 
'bright summer^s dream of happiness, even love,— the 
supreme fehcit^ of her warm heart-'^even love will fail 
her. GeciUa will lose her husband^s affections 1" 
; Helen uttered a faint cry. 

T ** Worse!" continued Lady Davenant. ** Worse! she 
will lose her own esteem, she will sink, but I shall be 
gone/' cried she, and^ pressing her hand upon her heart,' 
she faintly repeated " Gone !" And then abruptly added« 
'*CallCeciha! I must see Cecilia. I must speak to her. 
But first I will tell you, from a few words that dropped 
this morning from General Clarendon, 1 suspect— I rear 
that Oeciha has deceived him !" 
** Impossible ! — ^about what — about whom 1" 
" That Colonel D'Aubigny," said Lady Davenant. 
*' 1 know all about it, and it was all nothing but non- 
sense. Did you look at her when the general read that 
paragraph this morning— did you see that innocent coun- 
tensmce %^ 

** I saw it, Helen, and thought as you did, but I have 
been so deceived-^o lately in countenance !" 
" Not by hers — ^never !" 

" Not by yours, Helen, never. And vet, why should 
I say so ? This very morning, yours, nad I not known 
you, yours would have misled me." 

" Oh, my foolish absurd habit of blushing, how I wish 
1 could prevent it !'' said Helen ; '* I know it will make 
me betray somebody some time or other.*' 

"Betray! What have you to betray 1" cried Lady 
Davenant, leaning forward, with an eagerness of eye and 
voice that startled Helen from all power of immediate 
reply. After an instant's pause, sne answered firmly, 
'* Nothing, Lady Davenant, and that there is nothing 
wrong to be known about Cecilia, I as firmly beheve as 
that I stand here at this moment. Can you suspect any 
thing really wrong !" 

^ Suspect ! — ^wrong !" cried Lady Davenant, starting 
up, with a look in her eyes which made Helen recoil. 

" Helen, what can you conceive that I suspect wrong? 
^-Cecilia 1— Colonel D'Aubigny 1— What dia you mean t 
Wrong did you say 1— of Cecilia ! Could you mean- 
could you conceive, Helen, that 1, having such asuspi- 
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cion, could be here— living with he^*«^— liYgig anj- 

where— ** and she sank down on the sofa again, aeiafid 
with sudden spasm— in a-convulsion of agonizing pain. 
But she held Helenas hand last crasped, detaining her— 
preventing her from puUing the bell ; and by degrees the 
pain passed off, the livid hue cleared away, the coloar 
of life once more returned, bnt more tardily than before, 
and Helen was excessively alarmed. 

** Poor child ! my poor, dear child, I feel*-I hear your 
heart beating. You are a coward, Helen, but a sweet 
creature ; and 1 love you— and I love my daughter. 
What were we sa3ring !'* 

'* Oh, say no more ! say no more now, for Heaven's 
sake," said Helen, kneeling beside her ; iqid, yielding to 
that implorinjg^ look, Lady Davenant, with a fond smile, 
parted the hair on her forehead, kissed her, and remained 
perfectly quiet and silent for some time. 

" I am quite well again now," said she, and quite 
composed. 

" If Cecilia has told her husband the whole truth, she 
wiU continue to be, as she is, a happy wife ; but if she 
have deceived him in the estimation of a single word- 
she is undone. With him, of all men, never will confi- 
dence once broken unite again. Now Generid Clarendon 
told me this morning — ^would I had known it before the 
marriage ! — ^that he had made one point with my dan^ 
ter, and only one, on the faith of which he married : the 
point was, that she should tell him if she had ever loved 
any other man. And she told him— I fear from some 
words which he said afterward — I am sure, he is in the 
belief— the certainty, that his wife never loved any one 
breathing but himself." 

*' Nor did she," said Helen. *' I can answer for it — 
she has told him the truth — and she has nothing to fear» 
nor have jrou." 

** You give m.e n^w life !" cried Lady Davenant, her 
&ce becoming suddenly radiant with hope ; " but how 
can you answer for this, Helen 1 You nad no part in 
any deceit, I am sure, but there was something about a 
miniature of you, which I found in Colonel D'Aubigny*8 
hands one day. That was done, I thought at the time, 
to deceive me, to make me believe th^ you were his 
object. — ^Deceit there was." 

^ On his part," said Helen, " much and a]wa3rs ; but 
on Cecilia^s there was only from her over awe of jwu 



HXtBir. 6S 

some little eoncealment ; but the whole was broken off 
and repented of, whatever httle there was, long since. 
And as to loving him she never did ; ^e told me so 
then, and often and often she has told me so since.*' 

^ Convince me of that,*' said Lady Davenant; "con^ 
vince me that she thought what she said. I believe, 
indeed, that till she met General Clarendon she never 
felt any enthnsiastic attachment, bat I thought she liked 
that man^t was all coquetry, flirting nonsense perhaps. 
Be it BO— I am willing to believe it. Convince me but 
that she is true — ^there is the only point of consequence. 
The man is dead and gone, the whole in oblivion, and 
all that is of importance is her truth : convince me but 
of that, and I am a happy mother.** 

Helen brought recollections, and proofs ftt>m conver- 
sations at the time and letters since, confirming at least 
CeciUa^s own belief that she had never loved the man, 
that it was all vanity on her part and deception on his : 
Lady Davenant listened willing to be convmced. 

^ And now,'' said she, "let us put this matter out of 
our minds entirely— I want to talk to you of yourself." 
She took Helen out with her in her pony-phaeton, and 
spoke of Granville Beauclerc, and of his and Helen's 
prospects of happiness. 

Lsdy Cecilia, who was riding with her husband in some 
fields adjoining the park, caught a glimpse of the phaeton 
as it went along the avenue, and, while the general was 
giving some orders to the wood-ranger about a new 
plantation, she telling him that she would be back in two 
minutes, cantered off to overtake her mother, and, 
making a short cut across the fields, she leaped a wide 
ha-ha which came in her way. But she was an excel- 
lent horse-woman, and Fairy carried her lightly over: 
and when she heard the general's voice in dismay and 
indignation at what she had done, she turned and laughed, 
and cantered on till she overtook tiie phaeton. 

Hie breeze had blown her hair most becomingly, and 
raised her colour, and her eyes were joyously bright, 
and her light figure, always well on horseback, now 
looked so graceful as she bent to speak to her mother, 
that her husband could not find it in his heart to scold 
her, and he who came to chide remained to admire. 
Her mother, looking up at her, couldnot help exclaimuig, 
"Well! certainly, you are an excessively pretty 
creature!" 

35 
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^ Bearers of good news always look wdlt I beUeTOt** 
said she, smiling ; " so there is now some goodness ia 
my face." 

" That there certainly is," said her mother, fondly. 

** But you certainly don't know what it is — you cannot 
know till I tell you, my dearest Helen-nny dear mother, 
I mean. Granville Beauclerc will be here to-day — ^I am 
sure of it. So pray do not go far from home — do not go 
out of the grounds : this is what I was in such a hurry 
to say to you." 

" But how do you know, Cecilia 1" 

" Just because I can read," replied she ; "because I 
can read a newspaper through, which none of your 
newspaper-readers by profession could do this morning. 
After all of you laid them down I took them up, and 
found in that evening paper which your stupid aid-de- 
camp had been poring and boring over, a fresh list of 
arrivals, and Mr. Granville Beauclerc among them at full 
length. Now he would not stay a moment longer in 
town than was absolutely necessary, you know, or else 
he ought to be excommunicated. But it is not in his 
nature to delay : he will be here directly — ^I should not 
be surprised — ^" 

" You are right, Cecilia," interrupted the general ** I 
see a caleche on that road. — It is he." 

The caleche turned into the park, and in a few min- 
utes they met. — Carriages, horses, and servants wet'u 
sent off to the house, while the whole party wa^^M, 
and talked, and looked. 

Lady Cecilia was in delightful spirits, and so affec- 
tionately, so delicately joyM-— so kind, that if Helen 
and Beauclerc had ever blamed, or had reason to blame 
her, it must now be for ever forgotten. 

As, in their walk, the^ came near that seat where the 
lovers had p^trted, Cecilia whispered somethiiu; to her 
mother, and instantly it was " done as desired." Beau- 
clerc and Helen were left to their own explanation, and 
the rest of the party pursued their walk home. 

Of what passed in this explanatory scene no note has 
been transmitted to the biographer, and we must be 
satisfied with the result 
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CHAPTER XXX. 



All is right !** cried Lady Cecilia. *' my dear 
mother, I am the happiest creature in the world, if you 
i^ere not going away ; could not you stay — ^a little, a 
▼eiy little longer— just till — ^ 

** No, my dear, do not urge me to stay," said Lady 
Davenant ; ** I cannot — ^your father expects me to-mor- 



row." 



AU her preparations were made— in short, it must be 
80, and Lady jDavenant begged her daughter would not 
spend the short remaining time they were to have 
together in entreaties, distressing and irritating to the 
feelings of those who ask and of those who must re- 
fuse. 

*' Let us enjoy in peace," said she, ** all that is to be 
enjoyed this day before I go." 

When Helen entered the drawing-room before dinner, 
knowing that she was very late, she found assembled 
Lady Davenant, Beauclerc, and the officers, but Cecilia 
was not there, nor did the punctual general make his 
appearance : the dinner hour was past, a servant had 
twice looked in to announce it, and, seeing neither my 
lady nor the general, had in surprise retired. 

Silence prevailed — ^what could be the matter! So 
unusual for the general to be late. 

The general came in, hurried — ^very uncommon in him, 
and, after saying a few words in a low voice to Lady 
Davenant, who immediately went up stairs, he begged 
pardon, was very sorry he had kept dinner waiting, but 
Lady Cecilia had been taken ill— had fainted — she was 
better— he hoped it was nothing that would signify — she 
was lying down— he begged they would go to dinner. 

And to dinner they went, and when Lady Davenant 
returned she put Helen's mind at ease by saying that it 
was only a little faintishness from over-fatigue. She 
had prescribed rest, and Cecilia had herself desired to 
be left quite alone. 

After dinner Lady Davenant went up again to see her, 
innid her not so well— feverish; she would not let 



Helen go to her— they would talk if they were together, 
and she thought it necessary to keep Cecilia very quiet 
If she would but submit to this, she would be well again 
probahly in the morning.'' 

The general made some reflections low and deep upon 
Cecilia's imprudence— her little care of herself; he 
: must insist upon her being more cautious. This seemed 
to Helen to relate to the leap she had taken. 

At tea-time, and in the course of the evening twice, 
Cecilia sent to beg to speak to Helen ; but Lady Dave- 
nant and the general joined in requesting her not to go. 

The gener^ went himself to Lady Cecilia to enforce 
obedience, and he reported that she had submitted with 
B good grace. 

Helen was happily engaged by Beauclerc's conversa- 
tion during the rest of the evenug. It was late before 
they retired, and when she went up stairs, Felicie said 
that her lady was asleep, and had been asleep for the 
last two hours, and she was sure that after such good 
rest her ladyship would be perfectly well in the morning. 

Without further anxiety about her friend, therefore, 
Helen went to her own room. It was a fine moonlight 
night, and she threw open the shutters, and stood for a 
long time looking out upon the moonlight, which she 
loved; and even after she had retired to bed it was 
long before she could sleep. The only painful thought 
in her mind was of Lady Davenant's approaching de- 
parture; without her, all happiness would be incom- 
plete ; but still, hope and love had much that was de- 
nghtful to whisper, and, as she at last sank to sleep, 
Beauclerc's voice seemed still speaking to her in soft 
90unds. 

Yet the dream which followed was uneasy; she 
thought that they were standing together in the library, 
at the open door of the conservatory, by moonlight, am 
H he asked her to walk out, and when she did not comply, 
'> all changed, and she saw him walking with another-^ 
with Lady Castlefort ; but then the figure changed to 
one younger— more beautiful— it must be, as the beating 
of Helen's heart in her dream told her— it must be Lady 
Blanche. Without seeing Helen however, they seemed 
to come on, smiling and talking low to each other along 
the ipatted alley of the conservatory, almost to the 
very door where she was still, as she thought, standing 
witti her hand upon the lock« and then they stopped, aw 
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Beaodere puUed from an orange-tree a blossom which 
•eemed the Tory same which Helen had ^ven to him 
that eveninf^, he offered it to Lady Blanche, and some- 
thing' he whispered ; but at this instant the handle of the 
lock seemed to slip, and Helen awoke with a start ; and 
when she was awake, the noise of her dream seemed to 
centinne ; she heard the real sound of a lock turning, — 
her door slowly opened, and a white figure appeared. 
Helen started up in her bed, and awaking thoroughly, saw 
that it was only Cecilia in her dressing-gown. 

«' Cecilia! Whafs the matter, my dear? are you 
worse 1" 

La^ Cecilia put her finger on her lips, closed the 
door behind her, and said, *' Hush ! hush ! or youll 
waken Felicie; she is sleeping in the dressing-room 
to-night. Mamma ordered it, in case I shoidd want 
her/» 

** And how are you now ! What can I do for you ?** 

^ My dear Helen, you can do something for me in* 
deed. But donHget up. lie down and listen to me. 
1 want to speak to you." 

^ Sit down, then, my dear Cecilia, sit down here 
beside me." 

^ No, no, I need not .sit down, I am very well, stand- 
ing. Only let me say what 1 have to say. I am quite 
well." 

'* Quite well! indeed you are not. I feel you all 
trembling. You must sit down, indeed, my dear," said 
Helen, pressing her. 

She sat down. '^ Now listen to me,— -do not waste 
time, for I can't stay. Oh ! if the general should awake 
and find me gone !" 

** What is the matter, my dear Cecilia! Only tell 
me what I can do for you." 

** That is the thing ; but I am afraid, now it is come 
to the point." Lady Cecilia breathed qmck and short. 
** I am almost afraid to ask you to do this for me." 

** Afraid ! my dear Cecilia, to ask me to do any thing 
in this world for you ! How can you be afraid ? Ten 
me only what it is at once." 

*n am very foolish — ^I am very weak. I know you 
love me— would do any thing for me, Helen. And this 
is the simplest thing in the world, but the greatest 
Ikvonr— the greatest service. It is only just to receive a 

ca 



Mcfcet, which tha general will give yoa in the mioming, 
tie will ask if it is for you. And you will just acc^jt 
of it. I don't ask you to say it is yours, or to say 
a word about it— only receive it for me.** 

** Yes, 1 will, to be sure. But why should he give it 
to me, and not to yourself V* 

^ Oh, he thinks, and you must let him think, it is dm 
you, thaVs'all. Will you promise me V* But Hetea 
made no answer. ^Oh, promise me, promise nae, 
speak, for I can't stay. I will esqplain it all to yoa la 
Ihe morning." JShe rose to ^o, 

"Stay, stay! Cecilia," cried Helen, stopping her; 
'*6tay l^you must, indeed, explain it all to me «>vr — 
you must indeed !" 

Lady Cecilia hesitated— said she had not time. 
^ You said, Helen, that you would take the packet, and 

fou know you must ; but I will explain it aU as fast as 
can. You know I fainted, but you do not know why % 
I will tell you exactly how it all happened :«— you recol- 
lect my coming into the library after I was dressed, 
before you went up stairs, and igiving you a sprig* of 
orangei^fiowers V* 

** Oh yes, 1 was dreaming of it just now when you 
came in," said Helen. ^ Well, what of that !** 

" Nothmg, only you must have been surprised to hear 
80 soon afterward that I had fainted," 

*' Yes," Helen said, she had been very mudi snrpiised 
and alarmed ; and again Lady Cecilia paused, 

** Well, J went from you directly to Clarendon, to 
give him a rose, which you may remember I had in my 
hand for him. I found him in the study, talking to eor« 
poral somebody. He just^ smiled as I came 111, took 
the rose, and said, ' I shall be ready this moment ,-* and 
looking to a table on which were heaps of letters and 
parcels which Granville had brought 'from town, he 
added, ' I do not know whether there is any thingihere 
for you, Cecilia V I went to look, and he went on talk- 
ing to his corporaL He was standing with his back to 
the table." 

Helen felt that Lady Cecilia told all these misHte 
details as if there was some fact to which she feared to 
come. Cecilia went on very quickly. " I did not find 
any thing for myself; but in tossing over the papers I 
saw a packet directed to General Clarendon. I thoiiii^t 
it was a feigned hand— and yet that I knew it— that I 



bad aeon it somewhere lately. There was ose litHe 
floKrieh tbai I recollected; it was like the writing of 
that wretched Carlos." 

** Carlos !" cried Helen ; " well !" 
«« The more I looked at it," continued Lady Cecilia, 
" the more like I thought it ; and I was going to say so 
to the general, only I waited till he had done his busi- 
ness: &t as I was examining it, through the outer 
cover, of very liiin foreign paper, I could distinguish 
the writing of some of the inside, and it was like your 
hand, or like mine. You knoii^, between our hands 
there is such a great resemblanoe, there is no telling 
one from the other." 

Helen did not think so, but she remained silent. 
^ At least," said Cecilia, answering her look of doubt, 
** at least the general says so ; he neyer knows our 
hands asunder. Well! I perceived that there was' 
sometMag hard inside — more than papers ; and as I 
Mi it, Uiere came from it an uncommon perfumer-*^ 
fNurticular perfume, like what I used to have once, at the 
time— that time that 1 can never bear to think of, you 
know — ^ 

** I know," said' Helen, and in a low voice she added, 
*' you mean about Colonel D*Aubigny." 

^ The perfume, and altogether I do not know what, 

quite overcame me. I had just sense enough to throw 

tne packet from me : I made an effort, and reached ihe 

window, and I was trying to open the sash, I remember; 

but what happened immediately after that, I cannot tell 

yoif. When 1 came to myself, I was in my husband's 

arms; he was carr3dng me up stairs — ^and so much 

alarmed about me he was ! Oh, Helen, I do so love 

him ! He laid me on the bed, and he spoke so kindly, 

reproaching me for not taking more care of myself— 

but so fondly ! Somehow I could not bear it just ihea 

and I closed my eyes as his met mine. He, I knew, 

could suspect nothing— but still! He staid beside 

me, holding my hand : then dinner was ready ; he had 

been twice summoned. It was a relief to me when he 

left me. Next, I believe my mother came up smd felt 

my pulse, and scolded me for over-fatiguing myself, and 

for that leap; and I pleaded ^ilty, and it was all very 

well. I saw she had not an idea there was any thing 

else. Mamma reaUy is not suspicious, with all her peii- 

etratiOQriHihe is not suspicious." 



" And whf did not you tell ber all the little you had 
to tellt dear Cecilia T If yoa had, long ago, when I 
begged of you to do so— if you had told your mother aH 
about—" 

^ Told her !" interrupted Cecilia ; ," told my mother ! — 
oh no, Helen !" 

Helen sighed, and fee))ly said, " Go on.** 

" Well ! when you were at dinner, it came into my 

r>or head that the general would open that parcel before 
could see you a^^ain, and before I could ask your ad- 
vice and settle with you— -before I could know what 
was to be done. I was so anxious, I sent for yon twice." 

" But Lady Davenant and the general forbade me to 
go to you." 

^ Yes," — Lady Cecilia said she understood that, and 
she had seen the danger of showing too much impatience 
to speak to Helen ; she thought it might excite suspicion 
of her having something ;iar^teular to say, she had there- 
fore refrained from asking again. She was nbt aideep 
when Helen came to bed, though Felicie thought she 
was ; she was much too anxious to sleep till she had 
seen her husband again ; she was awake when he came 
into his room ; she saw him .come in with some letters 
and packets in his iiand ; by his look she knew all was 
still safe — ^he had not opened that particular packet — he 
held it among a parcel of military returns in his hand as 
he came to the side of the bed on tiptoe to see if she 
was asleep — to ask how she did; *'He touched my 
pulse," said Lady Cecilia, — ** and I am sure he might 
well say it was terribly quick. 

" Every instant I thought he would open that packet. 
He threw it, however, and all the rest, down on the 
table, to be read in the morning, as usual, as soon as he 
awoke. After feeling my pulse again, the last thing, and 
satisfying himself that it was better — 'Quieter now/ 
said he, he fell fast asleep, and slept so soundly, 
and I—" 

Helen looked at her with astonishment, and was silent. 

*' Oh speak to me !" said Lady Cecilia, " what do yon 
say, Helen?" 

" I say that I cannot imagine why you are so much 
alarmed about this packet." 

" Because I am a fool, I believe," said Lady CeciliSf 
trying to laugh. " I am so afraid of his opening it." 
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^ But why !'' said Helen, *' what do you think there is 
in it !" 

** I have told you, surely ! Letters — foolish letters of 
mine to that D'Aubigny. Oh how I repent I ever wrote 
a line to him ! And he told me, he absolutely swore^ 
he had destroyed every note and letter I ever wrote to 
hun. He was the most false of human beings !" 

** He was a very bad man — I always thou^t so,'' said 
Helen; ''but, Cecilia, I never knew that he had any 
letters of yours." 

** Oh yes, you did, my dear, at the time ; do not you 
recollect I snowed you a letter, and it was you who 
made me break off the correspondence 1" 

" I remember your showing me several letters of his,'* 
said Heien» " but not of yours— only one or two notes- 
asking for that picture back again which he had stolea 
from your portfolio." 

"' Yes, and about the verses ; surely you recollect my 
showing you another letter of mine, Helen !" 

** Yes, but these were all of no consequence ; there 
.must be more, or you could not be so much afraid, 
Cecilia, of the general's seeing these, surely." 

At this moment Lady Davenant's prophecy, all she 
had said about hei daughter, flashed across Helen's 
mind, and with increasing eagerness she went on. 

^' What is there in those letters that can alarm you 
so .much?" 

*' I declare I do not know," said Cecilia, ''that is the 
plain truth; I cannot recollect — ^I cannot be cectain 
what there is in them." 

'* But it is not so long ago, Cecilia, — only two years!" 

" That is true, but so many great events have hap- 
pened sinqe, and such new feelings, all that early non- 
sense was swept out of my mind. I never reaUy loved 
that wretch — " 

A gleam of joy came across Helen's face. 
'* " Never, never," repeated Lady Cecilia. 

"Oh I am happy still," cried Helen. ''I told your 
mother I "was sure of this." 

" Good heavens ! — Does she know about this packet?" 

" No, no ! — ^how could she ? But what frightens you, 
my dear Cecilia ? you say there is nothing wrong la the 
letters t" 

" Nothioff—nothing." 

^ Then make no wrong out of nothing," cried Helen 
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** If you break confidence with your husband, that confi- 
dence will never, never unite again — ^your mother 
says so.** 

"My mother!" cried Cecilia: "Good heavens 1 — so 
she does suspect t—rteU me, Helen, tell me what she 
suspects." 

" That you did not at first— before you were married, 
tell the general the whole truth about Colonel D'Au- 
bigny." 

Cecilia was silent. 

"But it is not yet too late," said Helen, earnestly; 
" you can set it all right now — ^this is the moment, my 
dearest Cecilia. Do, do," cried Helen, " do tell him au 
— ^bid him look at the letters." 

"Look at them! Impossible! Impossible!" said 
Lady Cecilia. " Bid me die rather." 

She turned quite away. 

"Listen to me, Cecilia;" she held her fast. "Yon 
must do it, Cecilia." ^ 

" Helen, 1 cannot." 

" You can, indeed you can," said Helen ; " only have 
courage now, and you will be happier all your life after- 
ward." 

" Do not ask it — do not ask it — ^it is all in vain, yoa 
are wasting time." 

"No, no — not wasting time; and in short, Cecilia, 
you must do what I ask of you, for it is right : and I will 
not do what you ask of me, for it is wrong." 

"You will not! — ^You will not!" cried Lady Cecilia, 
breathless. "After all! You will not receive the 
packet for me ! you will not let the general believe the 
letters to be yours ! Then J am undone ! You will not 
do it ! Then do not talk to me — do not talk to me — ^yon 
do not know General Clarendon. If his jealousy were 
once roused, you have no idea what it would be." 

" If the man were alive," said Helen, " but since he is 
dead—" 

" But Clarendon wo.uld never forgive me for having 
loved another — ^ 

"You said you did not love him." 

" Nor did I ever reaUy love that man ; but still 
Clarendon, from even seeing those letters, might thiiik 
1 did. The very fact of having written such letters 
would be destruction to me with Clarendon. You do 
not know Clarendon. How can I convince yon it ii 
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impossible for me to tell him? At th« time he first pro- 
posed for me— oh ! how I loved him, and feared to lose 
nim. One day my mother, when I was not by, said 
something — ^1 do not know what, about a first love, let 
fall something about that hateful D'Aubigny, and the 
general came to me in such a state ! Oh, Helen, in such 
a state ! I thought it was all at an end. He told me he 
never would marry any woman on earth who had ever 
loved another. 

*' I told him I never had, and that was true, you know ;. 
bat then I went a little beyond^ perhaps. I said I had 
never thought of anybody else, for he made such a point 
of that. In short, I was a coward— a fool ; 1 little fore^ 
saw — ^I laughed it off, and tol4 him that what mamma 
had said was aU a mistake, all nonsense ; that Colonel 
D^Aubigny was a sort of universal flirt — and that was 
very true, I am sure ; that he had admired us both, both 
you and me, but you last, you most, Helen, I said." 

** Oh, Cecilia, how could you say so, when you knew 
he never cared for me in the least'l" 

*' Forgive me, my dear, for there was no other way ; 
and what harm did it do you, or what harm can it ever 
do youl It only makes it the easier for you to help 
me — ^to save me now. And Granville,*' continued Lady 
Cecilia, thinking that was the obstacle in Helen's mind, 
" And Granville need never know it." 

Helen's countenance suddenly changed — " Granville ! 
I never thought of that !" and now she did think of it 
she reproached herself with the selfishness of that fear. 
Till this moment, she knew her motives had been all 
singly for Cecilia's happiness ; now the fear she felt of 
this some way hurting her with Beauclerc made her 
less resolute. Lady CecUia saw her giving way, and 
hurried on — 

" Oh, my dear Helen ! I know I have been very 
wrong, but you would not quite give me up, would you % 
—Oh ! for my mother's sake ! Consider now it would 
be with my mother, so ill as you saw her — " 

All the motives together pressed in confusion on 
Helen's mind ; Cecilia saw her yielding, and hurried 
on— 

** I am sure if any thing broke out now in my mother's 
state of health it would be fatal." 
Helen became excessively agitated. 
'* Oh, Helen ! would you make me the death of that 
mother ?— Oh, Helen, save her ! and do what you witt 



with me afterward. It will be only for a few ho u r o ■ 

only a few hours !** repeated Lady Cecilia, eeeinff that 
these words made a great impression upon Haen,— - 
" Save me, Helen ! save my mother." 

She sank upon her knees, clasping her hands in an 
agony of supplication. Helen bent down her head and 
was silent — she could no longer refuse. '*Then 2 
Oiust,*' said she. 

** Oh thank you ! bless you!'* cried Lady Cecilia, in 
an ecstasy — "you will take the letters?" 

'* Yes," Helen feebly said ; '^ yes, since it most be so.** 

Cecilia embraced her, thanked her, blessed her, and 
hastily left the room, but in an instant afterward Ae 
returned and said, 

** One thing I forgot, and I must tell you. Think of my 
forgetting it ! The letters are not signed with my read 
name, they are signed Emma ! — Henry and Emma ! — Oh 
folly, folly ! My dear, dear friend ! save me but now, 
and I never will be guilty of the least deception again 
during my whole life ; believe me, believe me ! When • 
o&ee my mother is safely gone, I will tell Clarendon all. 
Look at me, dear Helen, \ook at me and believe me.'* 

And Helen looked at her, and Helen believed her. 



CHAPTER XXXI. 

Helen slept no more this night. When alone, in the 
stillness of the long hours, she went over and over 
again all that had passed, what Cecilia had said, what 
she had at first thought and afterward felt, all the per- 
suasions by which she had been wrought upon, and on 
the contrary, all the reasons by which she ought to be 
decided ; backward and forward her mind vibrated, and 
its painful vacillation could not be stilled. 

"What am I going to do? To tell a falsehood! 
That cannot be right; but in the circumstances-rvet 
this is Cecilia's own way of palliating the fault mat 
her mother so fears in heiv^that her mother trusted to 
me" to guard her against ; and now, already, evenbefoire 
Lady Davenant has left us, I am going to assist Cecilia 
in deceiving her husband, and on that very dang^roui 
point— Colonel D'Aubigny.* 
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Lady DayenanVs ibreboding having already been so 
far accomplished strack Helen fearfufiy, and her warn- 
ing voice in the dead silence of that night sounded, and 
her look was upon her, so strongl}^, that she for a|i 
instant hid her head to get rid of her image. 

^ But what can I do ! her own hfe is at stake ! No 
less a motive could move me, but this ought— must 
— shall decide me. Yet if Lady D^renant were to 
know it ! — and I, in the last hours I have to pass with her 
*— the last I ever may have with her, shall I deceive her % 
But it is not deceit, only prudence — necessary pru- 
dence; what a physician would order, what even 
humanitr requires. I am satisfied it is quite. right, quite, 
and I will go to sleep that I may be strong, and calm, 
and do it all well in the mormng. After all, I have 
been too cowardly ; frightening myself about nothing ; 
too scrupulous — ^for what is it I have promised ! only to 
receive the letters as if they were mine. Not to say 
that they are mine ; he wiU not ask me, Cecilia thinks 
he will not ask me. But how can she tell ? if he shotQd, 
what (^an I do? 1 must then answer that they are mine, 
hideed it is the same thing, for I should lead him to be- 
lieve it as much by my receiving them in silence; it 
will be teUing or acting an absolute falsehood, and can 
that ever be right!" 

Back it came to the same point, and in vain her 
cheek settled on the pillow and she- thought she could 
sleep. Then with closed eyes she considered how the 
general would look, and speak, or not speak. *' What 
will he think of me when he sees the mcture — ^the lel« 
ters? for he must open the packet. But he will not 
read them, no, he is too honourable. I do not know 
what is in them. There can be nothing, however, but 
nonsense, Cecilia says; yet even so, love-letters he 
must know they are, and a clandestine correspondence. 
' I heard him once express such contempt for any clan- 
destine affair. He, who is sq nice, so strict, about 
women's conduct, how I shall sink in his esteem! 
Well, be it so, that concerns (Hily myself; and it is for 
bis own sake too, to save his happiness ; and Cecilia, 
my dear Cecilia, oh I can bear it, and it will be a pride 
to me to bear it, ibr I am grateful ; my gratitude shaU 
not be only in words ; now, when I am put to the trial. 
I can do something ibr my friends. Yes, and I will, let 
the eonseCiuences be what they may.** 
Yet Beauclerc ! that thought was at the bottom of 
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her heart ; the feaif the almoBt certainty, thai some 
way or other— erery way in whioh ahe could thhik of 
it» it would lead to difficulty with Beauclerc. But thia 
fear was mere selfishnesa, ahe thoughti and to counter 
act it came all her generous, all her grateful, all her 
long-cherished, romantic love of sacrifice— a belief that 
die was capable of self-deyotion for the friends she 
loved ; and upon the strength of this idea she fixed at 
last. Quieted, she soothed herself to repose, and, worn 
out with reasoning or trying to reason in vain* she at 
last, in spite of the monung light dawning upon her 
through the unclosed shutters, in a soft sort of enthnsi- 
astic vision fading away, fell asleep. 

She slept lon^; when she awoke it was with that in« 
4escrib£d>ie feehng that something painful had happened 
—that something dreadful was to be this day. She re-* 
collected, first, that Lady Davenant was to go. Then 
came all that had passed with Cecilia. It was late, she 
saw that her maid had been in the room, but had re- 
firained from awakening her; she rose, and dressed as 
fast as she could. She was to go to Lady Davenant, 
when her bell rang twice. How to appear before one 
who knew her countenance so well, without showing 
that any thing had happened, was her first difficulty. 

She looked in her glass to see whether there was any 
alteration in her face ; none that she could see, but she 
was no judge. ^ How foolish to think so much about it 
all !** She dressed, and between times inquired from 
her maid if she had heaid of any change in I^y Daven- 
ant's intentions of going. Had any counter-orders 
about the carriage been given t I^one ; the packing of 
the carriage was going on ; ordered to be at the door by 
twelve o'clock. 

*' That was well,*' Helen said to herself. ** It would 
all soon be over. Lady Davenant would be safe, then 
she could bear all the rest ; next she hoped, that any 
perturbation or extraordinary emotion in herself wodd 
not be observed in the hurry of departure, or would be 
thought natural at parting with Lady Davenant.** 

*^ So then, I come at every turn to some little deceit," 
thought she, *^ and I must, I must !" and she signed. 

^ It is a sad thing for your ma'am, Lady Davenant'v 
going away," said her maid. 

Helen sighed again. *^ Yenr sad indeed." 

Suddenly a thought darted into her mind, that the 



HILSlf. 67 

-wiiole danger might be avoided. A hope came that the 
general might not open the packet before Lady Daven- 
ant's departure, in which ease Cecilia could not expect 
tiiat she should abide by her promise, as it was only 
<x>nditional. It had been made really on her mother^ 
account ; Cecilia had said that if once her mother was 
safe out of the house, she could then, and she would the 
very next day, teU the whole to her husband. Helen 
sprang from under the hands of her maid as she was 
patting up her hair behind, and ran to Cecilia's dressing- 
room, but she was not there. It was now her usual 
time for coming, and Helen left open the door between 
them, that she might go to her before Felicie should be 
rung for. She waited impatiently, but no Cecilia came. 
The time, to her impatience, s^med dreadfully long. 
But her maid obsenred, that as her ladyship had not 
been well yesterday, it was no wonder she was later 
this morning than usual. 

^ Very true, but there is somebody coming along the 
gallery now, see if that is Lady Cecilia." 
^ No ma'am, Mademoiselle Felicie." 
Mademoiselle Felicie said ditto to Helen's own maid, 
and, moreorer, supposed her lady might not have slept 
well. Just then, one little peremptory knock at the 
door was heard. 

*' Bon Dieu ! C'est Monsieur le 66n6ral !" exclaimed 
Felicie. 

It was so— Felicie went to the door and returned with 
the genera's compliments to Miss Stanley, and he begged 
to see her as soon as it might suit her convenience 
in ihe library, before she went into the breakfast-room, 
and after she should have seen Lady Cecilia, who wished 
to' see her immediately. 

Helen found Lady Cecilia in bed, looking as if she 
had been much agitated, two spots of carnation colour 
high up in her cheeks, a well-known sign in her of great 
emotion. 

*' Helen !" she cried, starting up the moment Helen 
came in, ** he has opened the packet, and you see me 
alive. But I do believe I should have died, when it 
came to the point, but for you-— dearest Helen, I should 
have been, and still but for you I must be, undone— and 
my mother — oh ! if he had gone to her !" 

" What has happened, tell me clearly, my dear Ceciliat 
and quickly, for I must go to General Clarendon; ha 
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has desired to see me as soon as I can after seeing 
you." 

*' I know, I know," said Cecilia, " but he will allow 
time, and you had better be some time with me, for he 
thinks I have all to explain to you this morning — and so 
I have, a great deal to say to you ; sit down — qnietly — 
Oh if you knew how I have been agitated, 1 am hardly 
able. yet to tell anything rightly." 

She threw herself back on the pillows, and drew a 
long breath, as if to reheve the oppression of mind and 
body. 

" Now I think I can tell it you." 

'* Then do, my dear Ceciha-*-all — pray do ! and ex- 
actly — oh, Cecilia, teU me all." 

^ Every word, every look, to the utmost, as far as I 
can recollect, as if you had been present. Give me 

Sour hand, Helen, how cool you are-nlehghtfal ! but 
ow you tremble !" 

'' Never mind," said Helen ; " but how burning hot 
your hand is !" 

*' No matter. If ever I am well or happy again in 
this world, Helen, I shall owe it to you. After I left, 
you I found the general fast asleep, I do not believe he 
had ever awoke— I lay awake for hours, till past ^e 
o'clock in the morning[, I was wide awake—feverish. 
But can you conceive it? just then, when I was most 
anxious to be awake, when I knew that there was but 
one hour — ^not so much, till he would awake and read 
that packet, I felt an irresistible sleepiness come over 
me ; I turned and turned, and tried to keep my eyes 
open, and pulled and pinched my fingers. But all would 
not do, and I fell asleep, dreaming that I was awake, 
and how long I slept I cannot tell you, so deep, so dead 
asleep I must have been ; but the mstant I did awake, I 
started up and drew back the curtain, and i saw— oh, 
Helen! there was Clarendon, dressed — standing with' 
his arms folded — a letter open, hanging from his hand. 

^* His eyes were fixed upon me, waiting, watching for 
my first look : he saw me glance at the letter in his 
hand, and then at the packet on the table near the bed. 
For an instant neither of us spoke : I could not, nor 
exclaim even ; but surprised, terrified, he must have seen 
I was. As I leaned forward, holding by the curtains, he 
pulled one of them suddenly back, threw open the shut- 
ters, and the full glare was upon my face. I shut my 
eyes— I could not help it— and shrank ; but, gathering 



•trengfth from absolute terror of his nlence, I spoke : I 
asked, ' for Heaven's sake ! Clarendon, what is the 
matter? Why do you look so V 

** Oh, that look of his ! stilllSxed on me — the same as 
I once saw before we were married — once, and but once, 
when he came from my moUier to me about this man. 
Well ! I put my hands before my eyes ; he stepped for- 
ward, drew^ them down, and placed the open letter 
before me, and then asked me, in a terrible sort of sup- 
pressed voice, ' Cecilia, whose writing is this V 

^ The writing was before my eyes, but I literally 
could not see it — ^it was all a sort of maze. He saw I 
could not read it, and calmly bade me 'Take time- 
examine — ^is it a forgery V 

'^ K forgery ! — ^that had never crossed my mind, and 
for an instant I was tempted to say it was ; but quickly 
I saw that would not do : there was the miniature, and 
that could not be a forsery. * No,' I answered, ' I do 
not think it is a forgery. 

" ^ What then V said he, so hastily that I could not 
hear ; and before I could think what to answer, he said, 
' I must see Lady Davenant.' He stepped towards the 
bell ; I threw myself upon his arm — ' Good Heavens ! 
do not. Clarendon, if you are not out of your senses? 
* I am not out of my senses, Cecilia, I am perfectly calm ; 
answer me, one word only— is this your writing V Oh ! 
my dear Helen, then it was that you saved me." 

u I P' 

" Yes, forgive me, Helen, I answered, * There is a 
hand-writing so like, that you never can teU it from 
mine. Ask me no more, Clarendon,* I said. 

'* I saw a flash of light, as it were, come across his 
face — ^it was hope — ^but still it was not certainty. I saw 
this : oh ! how quick one sees. He pointed to the first 
words of the letter, held his finger under them, and his 
hauid trembled — ^think of his hand trembling ! *• Read,' he 
said, and I read. How I brought myself to pronounce 
the words, I cannot imagine. I read what, as 1 hope for 
mercy, I had no recollection of ever having written— 
' My dear, too dear Henry.' * Colonel D'Aubigny V said 
the general. I answered, ' Yes.' He looked astonished 
at my self-possession — and so was I. For another 
instant his finger rested, pressing down there under the 
words, and his eyes on my face, as if he would have read 
i&tomysouL ' Ask me no more»' I repeated, scarcely 
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honour and not betraying you. He turned to the signa- 
ture, and, putting his hand down upon it, asked, * What 
name is signed to this letter V I answered, I haye seen 
—I know — ^I behoTe it is ' Emma.' 

^ ' You knew then of this correspondence V waB his 
next question. I confessed I did. He said that was 
wrong, ' but quite a different affair* from having been 
engaged in it myself, or some such word. His coun- 
tenance cleared ; that pale look of the forehead, the 
fixed purpose of the eye, changed. Oh ! \ could see — 
I understood it all with half a glance — saw the natural 
colour coming back, and tenderness for me returning—* 
yet some doubt lingering still. He stood, and I heard 
some half-finished sentences. He said that you must 
have been very young at that time ; I said, ' Yes, very 
young ;' — ' And the man was a most artful man,' he ob- 
served ; I said, * Yes, very artful.' That was true, 1 am 
sure. Clarendon then recollected that you showed 
some emotion one day when Colonel D'Aubigny was 
first mentioned — at that time, you know, when we heard 
of his death. I said nothing. The general went on .' 
' I could hardly have believed all this of Helen Stanley,' 
he said. He questioned no farther : — ^and oh ! Helen, 
what do you tmnk I did next \ but it was the only thing 
left me to put an end to doubts, which, to fiie, must have 
been fat^ — Forgive me, Helen !'' 

" Tell me what you did," said Helen. 

" Cannot you guess !" 

*' You told him positively that I wrote the letters !" 

*' No, not so bad, I never said that downright false- 
hood — ^no, I could not, but I did almost as bad.** 

" Pray tell me 'at once, my dear Cecilia." 

'* Then, in the first place, 1 stretched out my hand 
for the whole packet of letters which lay on tlie table 
untouched." 

" Well 1" 

^ Well, he put them into my hands and said, ^ There 
was no direction on these but to myself, I have not 
looked at any of them except this, which in ignorance I 
first opened ; I have not read one word of any of the 
others." 

« Well," said Helen ; « and what did you do V 

** I said 1 was not going to read any of Uie letters^ 
that I was only lookiivg; for— aiow, Helen, yon know*-^I 
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told you there was somethinf hard in the parcel* some, 
thing: more than papers, I was sure what i\ must be-— the 
immature — the miniature of you, which I painted, you 
know, that I might have it when you were gone, and 
which he stole, and pretended before my mother to be 
admiring as your likeness, but he kept it only because 
it was my painting. I opened the paper in which it was 
folded ; Clarendon darted upon it — " It is Helen !' and 
then he said, * How like ! how beautiful ! how unworthy 
of thAt man !' 

'' But, oh, Helen, think of what an escape I had next. 
Tliere was my name — ^my initials CD. at the bottom of 
the {»cture, as the painter ; and that horrible man, not 
content with his initials opposite to mine, had on the 
back written at full length, * For Henry D'Aubigny.'-^ 
Clarendon looked at it, and said between his teeth, ^ He 
is dead.'—' Thank God !' said I. 

" Then he asked me how I came to paint this picture 
for that man ; I answered— oh how happy then it was 
for me that I could tell the whole truth about that at 
least ! — ^I answered that I did not do the pictiure for 
Colonel D'Aubigny ; that it never was given to him ; 
that he stole it from my portfolio, and that we both did 
what we could to get it back again from him, but could 
not. And that you even wanted me to tell my mother, 
but of that I was afraid ; and Clarendon said, * you were 
wrong there, my dear Cecilia.' " 

'* I was so touched when I heard him call me his dear 
Cecilia again, and in his own dear voice, that 1 burst into 
tears. That was a great relief to me, and I kept saying 
over and over again, that I was wrongs-very wrong in- 
deed ! and then he kneeled down beside me, and I so 
felt his tenderness, his confiding love for me— for me, 
unworthy as I am." 

The tears streamed from Lady Cecilia's eyes as she 
spoke — *• Quite unworthy !" 

'* No, no, not quite unworthy," said Helen ; " my poor 
dear CeciUa, what you must luive felt !" 

'* Once !" continued Cecilia — " once ! Helen, as my 
head was l3ring on his shoulder, my face hid, I felt so 
much love, so much remorse, and knowing I. had done 
nothing reaUy Intd, I was tempted to whisper all in his 
ear! I felt Jshould be so much happier for 
I could !" 
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** Oh tbat yon had I my dear CeciUa, I wocdd give 
fhinff upon earth for your sake, that you had." 

^ Helen, I could not — I could not. It was too late, I 
should have been undone if I had breathed but a ward. 
When he even suspected the truth! that look — ^that 
voice was so terrible. To see it-4iear it again ! I could 
not — oh, Helen, it would have been utter ruin — ^mad- 
ness. I grant you, my dear Helen, it might have been 
done at £st, before I was married ; oh would to heavon 
it had ! but* it is useless thinking of that now. Helen, 
my whole earthly happiness is in your hands, this is all 
I have to say, may I — may I depend on you!*' 

"Yes, yes, depend upon me, my dearest Cecilia," 
said Helen ; " now let me go.** 

Lady Cecilia held her one instant longer, to say that 
she had asked Clarendon to leave it to her to return the 
letters, " to save you the embarrassment, my dearest 
Helen ; but he answered he must do this himself, and I 
did not dare to press the matter ; but you need not be 
alarmed, he will be all gentleness to you, he said * it is 
so different.' Do not be afraid." 

*^ Afraid for myself!" said Helen; "oh no— Rest, 
dear Cecilia, and let me go." 

"Go then, go," cried Cecilia; "but for you, what 
would become of my mother ! — of me !— you save us 
aU." 

Believing this, Helen hastened to accomplish her pur- 
pose ; resmved to go through with it, whatever it might 
cost, her scruples vanished, and she felt a sort of trium- 
phant pleasure in the courage of sacrificing herself. 



CHAPTER XXXII. 

General Clarendon was sitting in the music-room, 
within the library, the door open, so that he could see 
Helen the moment she came m ; and that moment he 
threw down his book as he rose, and their «yes met : 
hers fell beneath his penetrating glance ; he came for- 
ward immediately to meet her, wiui the utmost gentle* 
ness and kindness in his whole appearance and manner. 
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took ber hand^ and, drawing lier arm within his, md ia 
the most encouraging voice, 

'* Consider me as your brother, Helen ; you know you 
have allowed me so to feel for you, and so, believe me, I 
do feel." 

This kindness quite overcame her, and she burst into 
tears. He hurried her across the library, into the inner 
room, seated her, and when he had closed the door, 
stood beside her, and began, as if he had been to blame, 
to apologize for himself. 

'' You must have been surprised at my having opened 
letters which did not belong to me, but there was no 
direction, no indication that could stop me. They were 
simply in a cover directed to me. The purpose of who- 
ever sent them must have been to make me read them ; 
the bttfmate purpose was, I doubt not, to ruin Lady Ce* 
ci^o r'^iarendon in my opinion.'* 
"Or mo," said Helen. 

" No» Miss Stanley, tio, that at all events cannot be, 
said the general. '^ Supposing the letters to be ackno Wii 
ledged by you, still it would be quite a different affair. 
But in the first place look at them, they may be for* 
geries. You will tell me if they are forgeries V . 

And he placeid the packet in her hands. Scarcely 
looking at the writing, she answered, , 

** No, forgeries I am sure they are not." 
The general looked again at the direction of the cover, 
and observed, 
t '* This is a feigned hand. Whose can it be V 

Helen was on the brink of sayina that Cecilia had told 
her it was like the writing of Carlos. Now this cover 
.had not, to the general's knowledge, been seen by Ce- 
cilia, and that one answer might have betrayed aU that 
she was to conceal, for he would instantly have asked 
how and when did Cecilia see it, and the cause of her 
fainting would have been then understood b^ him. Such 
hazards in every, even the first, least step m falsehood ; 
such hazard in this first moment 1 But she escaped this 
peril, and Helen answered : 

^ It is something like the writing of the pa^e Carlos : 
but I d6 not think all that direction is his. There seem 
to be iwo different hands. I do not know, indeed, how 
it is." 

^ Some time or other it will come out," said the gen- 
6taL '* I will keep this cover, it will lead to the deteo* 
Vol. XX.--D 
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tion of that boy, or of whoever it was that employed 
him." 

To give her further time, the ^neral went on looking 
at the miniature, which he held m his hand. '* This is 
a beautiful likeness,*' said he, ** and not ill painted — by 
Cecilia, was not it 1" 

Helen looked at it, and answered, ** Yes, by Cecilia." 

" I am glad it is safe," said the general, " restored — 
Cecilia told me the history. I know that it was stolen, 
not given by you." 

" Given !" said Helen. •* Oh no, stolen.** 

'* Base !" said the general. 

*• He was base," answered Helen. 

General Clarendon held in his hand, along with the 
picture, one letter separated from the rest, open ; he 
looked at it as if embarrassed, while Helen spoke the 
last words, and he repeated, '* Base ! yes, he certsdnly 
was, or he would have destroyed these letters.'^ 

Again Helen was on the pomt of saying that Colonel 
9*Aubigny had told Cecilia he had done so, but fortu- 
nV^ly her agitation, in default of presence of mind, 
kepbher silent. 

'* Tnis is the first letter I opened," said the general, 
" before I was aware that they were not what I should 
read. I saw only the first words, I thought then that I 
had a right to read them. When these letters met my 
eyes, I conceived them to have been written by my wife. 
I had a right to satisfy myself respecting the nature of 
the correspondence ; that done, I looked no farther. I 
bore my suspense — I waited till she awoke." 

'* So she told me, Cecilia has told me all ; but even if 
she had not, in any circumstances who could doubt your 
honour. General Clarendon ?" 

^* Then trust to it, Miss Stanley, for the past, for the 
future, trust to it. You gratify me more than I can ex- 
press — ^you do me justice. I wished to return these let- 
ters to you with my own hand," continued he, " to sat- 
isfy myself, in the first place, that there was no mistdce. 
Of that, your present candour, indeed the first look of 
that ingenuous countenance, was sufiicient." 
' Helen felt that she blushed all over. 

" Pardon me for distressing you, my dear Helen. It 
was a matter in which a man must do selfish, mustm 
point of honour, must in point of feeling. I owe to 
your candour not merely relief from what I could not 



HBuni. 71 

endtire and livd, but relief from snsracimiy mispickm of 
the truth of one dearer to me than life." 
Helen sat as if she had been transfixed. 
^ I owe to you," continued he, *' the happiness of my 
liitare life." 

** Then I am happy," cried Helen, '' happy in this^ at 
all erents, whatever may become of me«" 

She had not yet raised her eyes towards the general ; 
she felt as if her first look must betray Cecilia;, but she 
no^^v tried to fix her eyes upon him as he looked anx- 
iously at her, and she said, " Thank you, thank you. 
General Clarendon ! Oh, thank you, for aU the kind- 
ness you have shown me ; but I am the more grieved, 
it makes me more sorry to sink quite in your esteem." 
«* To sink ! You do not : your candour, your troth 
raises you — ^" 

** Oh ! do not say that—" 

*' 1 do," repeated the general, '* and you may believe 
me. 1 am incapable of deceiving you — ^this is no mat- 
ter of compliment. Between friend and friend I should 
count a word, a look of falsehood, treason.'^ 

Helen's tears stopped, and, without knowing what she 
did,, she began hastilv to gather up the packet of letters 
which she had let fall ; the general assisted her in put- 
ting them into her bag, and she closed the strings, 
thanked him, and was rising, when he went on — ** I Mg 
your indulgence while I say a few words of myself." 

She sat down again immediately. ** Oh ! as many as 
you please," 
'* 1 believe I may say I am not of a jealous temper^" 
*^lam sure you are not," said Helen. 
*' 1 thank you," said the general. *' May I ask on what 
your opinion is founded ?" 

*' On what has now passed, and on all that I have 
heard from Lady Davenant»" 

He bowed. ^ You may have heard, then, from Lady 
Davenant, of some unfortunate circumstances in my 
own and in a friend's family which happened a short 
time before my marriage 1" 
Helen said she had. 

" And of the impression these circumstances made on 
iny mind, my consequent resolve never to marry a we* 
man Who had ever bad any previous attachment V 
Helen was breathless at hearing all thi» repeated. 
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**Wereyaaiiifoinii0d<tf <lieMpBitieii]8i«r* said Uw 
general. 

<• Yes," said Helen, faintly. 

^ I am not aaking. Miss Stanler, whether yon nmrored 
of my resolution; simply whether you heard oi itt" 

•* Ves^-certainly.'* 

** That^s welL It was on an understanding betweea 
Cecilia and myself on this point that I married* Did 
you know this V 

«* Yes," said Helen. 
' *^Some words," continued the general, **once fell 
from Lady Darenant concerning this Colonel D'Au^ 
tttgny which alarmed me. Cecilia satisfied me that her 
mother was mistaken. Cecilia solemnly assured me 
that she had never loved him." The general paused. 

Helen, conceiving that he waited for and required her 
<^inion, replied, ^ So I always thought— so I often told 
I^y Davenant." But at this moment recollecting the 
woras at the bednning of that letter, ^ My dear, to<^ 
dear Henry," Helen's voice faltered. 

The general saw her confusion, but attributed it to her 
own consciousness. *' Had Lady Davenant not been miS" 
taken," resumed he, ** that is to say, had there ever been 
-*«8 might have happened not unnaturaB^ — ^had there 
ever been an attachment ; in short, had Ceciua ever loved 
him and told me so, I am convinced that such truth and 
candour would have satisfied me, would have inereased 
«--a8 I now feel— increased my esteem. I am at this 
moment convinced, that, in spite of my declared reso^ 
lution, I should, in perfect confidence, have mamried.** 

*' O that Cecilia bad but told him T' thought Helen. 

*' I should not, my dear Miss Stanley," continued the 
general, '* have thus taken up your time talking of my- 
self, had I not an important purpose in view. 1 was de* 
sirous to do away in your mind the idea of my great 
strictness, not on my own account, but on yours I wicked 
to dispel this notion. Now will you no longer, I trust, 
apprehend that my esteem for yon is diminished. 1 as* 
sure you I can make allowanees." 

She was shocked at the idea of allowances, yet 
thanked him for his indulgence, and she could haxdlj^ 
refrain from again burstmg into tears. 

" Still by your agitation I see you are afraid of mer" 
said he, smiling. 
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<* Bib Indeed; net afinaid of yon, but lAoeked ttt iN^iat 
3roii must think of me.^ 

"I am not surprised, bat eorrj to see that the alarm 
1 gaye my poor Cecilia this morning has passed firom 
^er mind into yours. To her I must have appeared 
liarsh : I was severe ; but when I thought I had been 
deceived, duped, can you wonder!" 

Helen turned her eyes away. 

^ My dear Miss Stanley, why will not you distinguish f 
1ii6 cases are essentially different. Nine out of ten of 
tlie young ladies who marry in these countries do not 
many the first object of their fancy, and wherever there 
jBf as there will be, I am sure, in your case, periect can* 
dour, I do not apprehend the slightest danger to the hap- 
piness of either party. On the contrary, I should foretel 
an incnrease of esteem and love. Beauclerc has often-— ** 

Beauclerc^s voice was at this instant heard in the hall. 

"Compose yourself, my dear Miss Stanley— th» 
way," said the general, op^iing a door into the con- 
servatory, for he heard Beauclerc's step now in the 
library. The general followed Helen as she left the 
room, and touching the bag that contained the letters, 
sauL, 

'* Remember, whatever may be your hurry, lock this 
ap first." 

<' Thank you," answered she ; ** I win, I will !" and she 
hastened on, and in a moment she vras safe across the 
hall and up stairs, without meetin^f any one, and in her 
own room, and the bag locked up m her cabinet. Lady ^ 
Davenant's bell rang as she went to her apartment ; she 
looked in at Cecilia, who started up in her bed. 

** All is over," said Helen, " all is well. I have the 
letters locked up ; I cannot stay." 

Helen disengaged herself almost forciMy from Ce- 
cilia's embrace, and she ^as in Lady Davenant's room 
in another minute. She bade her good morning as ' 
composedly as she could, she thought quite as usual. 
But that was impossible: so much the better, for it 
would not have been natural this last morning of Lady 
Davenant's stay, when nothing was as usual externally 
or internally. All was preparation for departure — ^her 
maids packmg — Lady Davenant making some last ar- 
langements — ^in the lindst of which she stopped to notice 
Hrien-— pressed her in her arms, and, after looking obc# 
in her face, ^d, '* My poor child ! it must be so.'^ 

27 
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Elliott interrupted, asking some <|aestion, porpGisely 
to draw off her attention ; and while she turned aboal 
to give some orders to another senrant, Elliott said to 
Miss Stanley, 

'* My lady was not well last night ; she must be kept 
from all that can agitate her, as much as possible.'* 

Helen at that instant rejoiced that she had done what 
she had. She agreed with Elliott, she said, that all 
emotion which could be ayoided should ; and upon this 
principle busied herself, and was glad to employ herself 
m whatever she could to assist the preparations, avoids 
ing all conversation with Lady Davenant. 

'*You are right, my love — quite right," said Lady 
Davenant. '* The best way is to employ one's seu 
always to the last. Yes, put up those drawings care-*' 
fully, in this portfolio, Elliott ; take silver paper, Helen.'* 

They were Helen's own drawing, so all went on, 
and aU was safe— even when CeeiUa was spoken of; 
while the silver paper went over the drawings, Helen 
answered that she nad seen her. '* She was not well,, 
but still, not seriously ill, though-*-" 

*' Yes," said Lady Davenant ; <^ only the general is too* 
anxious about her — ^very naturally. He sent me word 
just now," continued she, '* that he has forbidden her to 
get up before breakfast. I will go and see her now;^ 
dear Cecilia I I hope she will do well^-^vcry way — ^I 
feel sure of it, Helen — sure as you do yourseH, my dear 
«--But what is the matter 1" 

''Nothing!" said Helen. That was not qnite true;- 
but she could not help it--" Nothing !" repeated she. 
'' Oi]Jy I. am anxious, my dear Lady Davenant," con« 
tinned poor Helen, blundering, unaccustomed to eva- 
sions — ^^ oidy I am very anxious you should go soon Uy 
Cecilia; 1 know she is awake now, and you will be 
hmrried after breakfast." 

Elliott looked reproachfully at Miss Stanley, fpr she 
thought it much better for her lady to be engaged in 
more indifferent matters till after breakfa^when she 
would have but a few minutes to spend with her dang^ 
ter ; so Helen, eorreeting herself; added — 

*' But, perhaps I'm wrong, so do not let me interrupt 
you in whatever you are doing." 

'* My dear child," said Lady Davenant; "you do not 
Imow what you are saying or doing yourself this morop 
ing-" 



fiift fto suspicion \eas excited in her mind, as she 
fiicconnted for Helenas perturbation by the sorrow of 
tlieir approaching separation, and by the hunry of her 
spirits at -Beauclerc's arrival the day before^ So all 
•went on without farther observation, and then came 
the meeting the general at breakfast, which Helen 
dreaded; but so composed, so impenetrable was he, 
^at she -coiidd hardly Vetieye' that any thing could have 
oceurredthat morning to ap:itate him. 

Lady Efavenant, after being with her daughter, came 
to take leave of Helen, and said eravely, 

'* Helen ! remember what I said of Cecilia's truth, my 
trust is in you. Remember, if I never see you again, l^ 
all the love and esteem I bear you, and all which you 
feel for me, remember this my last request — ^prayer-* 
adjuration to you, — ^support, save Cecilia !" 

At that moment the general came to announce that 
the carnage was ready ; promptljr he led her away, 
handed her in, and the order to ^ drive on^* was ^ven. 

Lady Davenant's last look, her last anxious smile was 
"Upon Helen and Beauclerc, as they stood beside each 
'Other on the steps, and she was gone. 

Helen was so excessively agitated that Beauclerc (M. 
not attempt to detain her from hurrying to her own 
room, where she sat down, and endeavoured to com- 
pose herself. She repeated Lady Datenant's last 
words, "Support, save Cecilia," and, unlocking the 
cabinet in which she had deposited the fatal letters, she 
seized the bag that contained them, and went imme- 
diately to Cecilia. She was in her dressing-room, and 
the general sitting beside her on the sofa, upon which 
she was resting. He was sitting directly opposite to 
Helen as she entered ; she started at the sight of him : 
bis eye instantly fell upon the bag, and she felt her face 
suddenly flush. He took out his watch, said he had an 
appointment, and was j^ne before Helen raised her 
eyes. 

" My dearest friend, come to me, come dose to me,** 
cried Cecilia, and, throwing her arms round Helen, she 
jsaid, ** Oh, I am the happiest creature now !" 
** Are you V* said Helen. 

** Yes, that I am, and I thank you for it ; how much I 
thank you, Helen, it is impossible to express, and better 
I love you than any thing upon earth but Clarendon him- 
self, my best friend, roy generous Helen. Oh, Clarei^ 



don has hemx so kind, so very kind! so sonry fdr IiMrtng 
alarmed me ! He is a noble, chaiming dreature. I love 
him a thousand times better than I ever did, am happier 
than I ever was ! ^nd all this I owe to you, deareat 
Helen. But I cannot fi;et your eyes from that bagr* — 
what have you there T' 

** The letters," said Helen. 

** The letters l** exclaimed Cecilia, springing up, ** gsw^ 
them to me," seizing and opening the bag. ** Oh. that 
dreadful perfume \ Helen, open the window, ana bolt 
the door, my dear— 4)0th doors." 

While Helen was doing so, Cecilia struck one little 
fuick blow on a taper-lighter ; it flared, and when Helen 
tamed, one of the letters was in flames, and GeciUa 
continued feeding the flame with them as fast as ever it 
could devour. 

<* Bum ! bum ! there, there !" cried she, ^' I would not 
look at any one of them again for the world ; I know no 
more what is in them than if I had never written them, 
except those horrid, honid words Clarendon saw-and 
showed me. I cannot bear to think of it. There now,'* 
continued she, as they burned, ** no one can ever know 
anything more about the matter: how glad I am to see 
them burning !— burnt ! safe ! The smell will go oflf in 
a minute or two. It is going, — ^yes, gone ! is not it I 
Now we may breathe freely. But you look as if yoQ 
.did not know whether you were glad or sorry, Helen.^ 

*^ I believe it was right ; the general advised me to 
lock them lip," said Helen, " but then—" 

" Did he t how thoughtful of him ! But better to bom 
them at once ; I am sure it was not my fault that they 
were not long ago destroyed. I was assured by that 
abominable man — But no matter, we will never think 
of him again. It is done now—no, not completelv 
vet," said she, looking' close at the half white, ha]f black 
burnt paper, in which words, and whole Imes, siW 
appeared in shranken but yet quite legible charadem. 
*^ One cannot be too oarefiu," and she trampled on the 
burnt paper, and scattered the cinders. Helen was 
anxious to speak, she had something important to say, 
but hesitated ; she saw that Cecilia's thoughts were so 
far from what she wanted to speak of that she could 
not instantly say it ; she could not bear to overturn all 
Odcilia's present happiness, and yet, said she to herself, 
I must*— I must-^r what may happen hereafter! TbsB 
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AHrcing^ herself 'to speak, she began, *'Yoar mother Ib 
safe now, Cecilia." 

** Oh yes, and thank yon, thank jon for that—** 

" Then now, Cecilia — ^your promise." 

'* My promise !" Lady Cecilia's eyes opened in mi- 
f^igned astonishment. '* What promise ! — Oh, I recol- 
lect, I promised — did 1 1" 

"My dear Cecilia, sm'ely yon cannot have for- 
gotten." 

" How was it V^ 

*^ Yon know the reason I consented was to prevent 
the danger of any shock to Lady Davenant." 

** Wefl, I know, but what did I promise 1" 

The words had in reality passed Lady Cecilia's lips 
aft the time without her at all considering them as a 
promise, only as a means of persuasion to bring Helen 
to her point. 

" What did I promise !" repeated she. 

^ Yon said, * As soon as my mother is safe, as soon 
as she is gone, I will tell my husband all|'— Ceciha, you 
cannot forget what you promised." 

" Oh no, now I remember it perfectly, but I did not 
mean so soon. I never ima^ned you would claim it so 
aoon ; but some time I certamly will tell him all." 

^ Do not put it ojQf, dearest Cecilia. It must be done, 
— 4et it be done to-day." 

•* To-day 1^' Lady Cecilia almost screamed. 

" I will tell you why," said Helen. 

"To-day!" repeated Lady Cecilia. 

'* If we let the present now pass," continued Helen, 
^we shall lose both the power and the opportunity, 
faeUeve me." 

" I have not the power, Helen, and I do not know 
what you mean by the opportunity," said Cecilia. 

" we have a reason now to give General Clarendon — 
a true good reason for what we have done." 

*' Reason r' cried Lady Cecilia; "what can yon 
meant" 

" That it was to prevent danger to your mother, and 
l^iow she is safe : and if you tell him directly, he will 
see this was re^y so." 

" That is true, but I cannot — ^wait till to-morrow, at 
least." 

"Every day will make it more difficult. The de- 
ception will be greater and less pardonable. If we de^ 



]^, it will become deliberate falsehood, a sort of 

epiracy between us,^ said Helen. 

*' Conspiracy 1 Oh, Helen, do not use such a shock- 
ing word, when it is really nothing at all*" 

'* Then why not tell it 1" urged Helen. 

'* Because, though it is nothing at all in reality, yet 
Clarendon would think it dreadful— though I have done 
nothing really wrong." 

" So I say— so 1 Imow," cried Helen ; *' therefore—" 

'* Therefore let me take my own time,*' said Cecilia. 
'* How can you urge me so, hurrying me so terribly, 
and when I am but just recovered irom one misery, am 
when you had made me so happy, and when I was thuik- 
ing you with all my heart !" said Cecilia. 

Helen was much moved, but answered ^as steadily as 
she could. " It seems cruel, .but indeed I am not 
cruel." 

''When you had raided me up,'' continued Cecilia, 
«<to dash me down again, and leave me worse than 
ever !" 

''Not worse — no, surely, not worse, when your 
mother is safe." 

" Yes, safe, thank you—but, oh, Helen, have you no 
feeling for your own Cecilia V 

" The greatest," answered Helen ; and her tears said 
the rest. 

"You, Helen! I never could have thought yoa 
would have urged me so !" 

*' O Cecilia ! if you knew the pain it was to me to 
make you unhappy again, — but I assure you it is for 
your own sake. Dearest Cecilia, let me tell you all 
that General Clarendon said about it, and then you will 
know mv reasons." She repeated as quickly as she 
could, all that had passed between her and the general, 
and when she came to this declaration that, if Cecilia 
had told him plainly the fact before, he would ^ave 
married with perfect confidence, and, as he believed, 
with increased esteem and love; Cecilia started up 
from the sofa on which she had thrown herself, and 
exclaimed, — 

" that I had but known this at the time, and I toouU 
have told him." 

" It is still time," said Helen. 

"Time now ^— impossible. His look this moniiiig* 
Oh! that look!" 



^BdI wbat is one look* my dear Cecilia, compared 
with a whole life of confideoce and happiness ^^ 

*'A liie of happiness! never, never for me, in that 
-way at idsst, never." 

*' In that way and.no other, Cecilia, believe me. I 
suaa oeftain you never could endure to go on concealing 
this, living with him you love so, yet deceiving him." 

** Deceiving !«^o not call it deceiving, it is only sup- 
pressing a fact that would give him pain ; and when he 
cmi have no suspicion, why give him that pain? I am 
«£raid of nothing now but this timidity of yours — this 
going back. Just before you came in, Clarendon was 
sajring how much he admired your truth and candour, 
how mnch he is obliged to you for saving him from end- 
less misery ; he said so to me, that was what made me 
80 completely happy. I saw that it was all right for 
jM as well as me, that you had not sunk, that you had 
risen in his esteem." 

^' But I must ninkf Cecilia, in his esteem, and now it 
hangs iqK)n a single point-^upon my doing what I can- 
not^o." 

Then she repeated what the general had said about 
that perfect openness which he was sure there would 
be in this case between her and Beauclerc. *' You see 
what the general expects that I should do." 

''Yes," said Cecilia, and then indeed she looked 
much disturbed. *' I am very sorry that this notion of 
your telling Beauclerc came into Clarendon's head — 
very, very sorry, for he will not forget it. And yet, 
after all," continued she, '* he will never ask you point 
blank, ' Have you told Beauclwc V — ^and still more im- 
possible that he should ask Beauclerc about it." 

^ Cecilia I" said Helen, '' if it were only for myself, I 
would say no more ; there is nothing I would not en- 
dure-^that I would not sacrifice — even my utmost hap- 
piness." She stopped, and blushed deeply. 

'' Oh, my dearest Helen ! do you think I could let 
you ever hazard that ? If I thought there was the least 
chimce of injuring you with Granville ! I would do any 
thing — I would Uirow myself at Clarendon's feet tlus 
mstant." 

'^ This instant— I wish he was here," cried Helen. 
' ''Good heavens! do you !" cried Lady Cecilia, look- 
kg at the door witii terror— she thought she heard his 
step. 
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««Ym, if yoa would bat teU him— O let me caH him I* 

« Oh no,*no ! Spare me, spare me, I camiot speak 
tiow^ I could not utter the woids ; I riiould not iuiow 
what words to use. Tell him if you will, I cal^lot." 

** May I tell him !'* said Helen, eagerly. 

*' No, no-«-that would be worse ; Of anybody tells tun 
it must be myself.^ 

** Then you will now— when he comes in V 

'* He is 'Coming !" cried Cecilia* 

General Clarendon came to the door-**it was bolted. 

^ In a few minutes," said Helen. Lady Cecilia did 
not speakf but listened, as in agony, to his receding 
footsteps. 

" In a few minutes, Helen, did you sav ?»«»t}ien there 
is nothing for me now, but to die-^I wish I could die— 
I wish I was dead." 

Helen felt she was cruel, she began to doubt her own 
motives ; she thought she ha4 been selfish in nrging 
Ceoilia too strongly, and going to her kindly, she said, 

'* Take your own time, my dear Cecilia ; only tell 
him — tell him soon." 

^ I will, I will indeed, when I can— 4)ut now I am 
quite exhausted." 

** You are indeed," said Helen, ^' how cruel I have 
been ! — ^how pale yon arp t" 

Lady Oeeiha lay down on the sofa, and Helen cov- 
ered her with a soft India shawl, trembling so muchher*- 
self that she could hardly stand. 

'* Thank you, thank you, dear, kind Helen ; tell him I 
am going to sleep, and I am sure I hope I shall." 

Helen closed the shutters^^-^he had now done all she 
could ; she feaned she had done too much, and as she 
left the room, she said to herself, " Oh, Lady Dave- 
aant ! if you could sec'^^if you knew what it cost me (" 



CHAPTER XXXin. 

Ths overwrought state of Hel^s feelitigs was re- 
Ueved by a walk with Beauclerc, not in the dressed part 
of the park, but in what was generally undiscovered 
country: a dinglCi a bosky dell^ which he 1^ found out 
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hk Mm lamUes, and which, though no UHle distant from 
the busy hum of men, had a wonderful air of romantic 
seclosion and atiUneas — ^the stillnesa of evening. It 
was a fine evening, though it was in the very end of 
autumn: the sun had not set; its rich, red light yet 
lingered on the still remaining autumn tints upon the 
trees. The birds hoi^>ed fearlessly from bough to bougl^ 
as if fliis sweet spot were all their own. The cattle 
were quietly grazing below, or slowly winding their way 
to tfie watering-place. 

By degrees, the sounds of evening faded away upon 
tke ear; a faint chirrup here and there Arom the few 
birds not yet gone to roost, and now only the humming 
•f the flies over the water, were to be heard. 

It was perfect lepose, and Beauclerc and Helen sat 
down on tne bank to ei\joy it together. The sympathy 
of the woman he loved, especially in his enjoyment of 
the beauties of nature, was to Beauclerc an absolute 
necessary of life. Nor would he have been contented 
with that show taste fir the picturesque which is, as he 
knew, merely one of a modem young lady's many ac« 
compiishments. HelenSi taste was natural, and he was 
glad to feel it so true, and for him here alone expressed 
with such peculiar heightened feeling, as if she had in 
all nature now a new sense of delight. 

He had brought her here in hopes that she would be 
struck with this spot, not only because it was beautiful 
in itself imd his discovery, but because it was like 
another bushy dell and bosky bourne, of which he had 
been from childhood fond, in another place, of which he 
hoped she would soon be mistress. '^ Soon ! very soon» 
Helen !" he repeated, in a tone which could not be heard 
by her with indifference, 

Hs said that some of his friends in London told him 
that th^ report of their intended union had been spread 
everywhere— fby Lady Katrine Hawksby, probably, as 
Cecuia, when Lady Castlefort departed, had confided to 
her, to settle her mind about Beauclerc, that he was 
coming over as Miss Stanley's acknowledged lover). * 
And smce the report had been so spread, the sooner the 
marriage took place the better ; at least it was a plea 
which Beauclerc failed not to urge, and Helenas delicacy 
iailed not to feel. 

She sighedrHBhe smiled. The day was named, and, 
Ihs moment she consented to be his, nothing could be 
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thought of hut hioa. ' Yet, even whSle he poured out all 
his soul— while he enjoyed the satisfaction there is 
in perfect unreservedness of confidence, Helen felt a 
pHQg mix with her {Measure. She felt there was one 
tiling she could not tell him : he who had told her everj 
thing— all his faults and follies. '*0h! why,*' thought 
she, " why cannot I tell him every thing t I, who have 
no secrets of my own^— why should I be forced to keep 
.the secrets of another !** 

In confusion, scarcely finished, these ideas came 
across her oiind, and s&e sighed deeply. Beauclerc 
asked Miiy, and she could not tell mm! She was 
Bilent ; and he did not reiterate the indiscreet question. 
He w$ts sure she thought of Lady Davenant; and he 
now spoke of the regret he felt tKat she' could not be 
present at their marriage, and Lord Davenant top! 
Seauclerc said he had hoped that Lord Davenant, who 
loved Helen as if she were his own daughter, would 
have been the person to act as her father at the cere-^ 
teony. But the general, his friend and hers, would 
now, Beauclere said, give her to him, and would, he was 
sure, take pleasure in thus puUicly marking his appro- 
bation of his ward^s choice. 

They rose, and going on down the path to the river's 
Bide, they reached a little cove where he had moored 
his boat, and they returned home by water — ^the moon 
just visible, the air so still ; all so placid, so delightful-^ 
and Beauclerc so happy, that she could not but be happy; 
yes — quite happy too. 

They reached the shore just as the lamps were 
lighting in the house. As they went in, they met the 
general, who said, *' In good time ;** and he smiled on 
Helen as she passed. 

** It is all settled^" whispered Beauclerc to him ; ^ and 
you aure to give her away." 

"With pleasure," said the general. 

As Helen went up stairs, she said to herself, *' I un« 
derstimd the general's spi^e ; he thinks I have followed 
his advice ; he thii^s I have told aU-^and I — ^I can only 
be silent.'* 

There was a great dinner-party, but the general, not 
thinking Cecilia quite equal to it, had engaged Mrs. 
Jloldemesse, a relation of his own, to do the honours 
pf the day. 

IMf Cecilia came into the drawing-room in the 



0¥0tdDgi bdt, afl^ paying her comi^lnieiiCB to the eoni' 
pany, die gladly followed the general's adviee, and re« 
tibrm to the music-room ; Hefen went with her, and 
Beanclerc followed ; Lady Cecilia sat down to play at 
ecart^ with Mm, and Helen tuned her harp. 

The general came in for a few minutes, he aaidf to 
escape from two young ladies who had half talked him 
dead about craniology. He stood leaning on the man* 
; tel-piece, and lookii^ over the game. 

I^y Cecilia wanted counters^ and she begged Beau* 
clerc to look for some which she believed he would find 
in the drawer of a table that was behind him. Beau* 
clerc opened the drawer, but no sooner had he done so, 
tiiasiif in admiration of something he discovered there, 
be ej[claimed, " Beautiful ! beautiful ! and how like !" 

It was the miniature of Helen, and, besides the rain^ 
iature, further back in the drawer. Lady Oeciha saw— * 
how quick is the eye of guilty fear U-^ould it be t— ^ye» 
-—one of the fatal letters — the letter ! Nothing but the 
picture had yet been seen hy the general or by Beau- 
clerc: Lady Cecilia stretched behind her husbandt 
whose eyes were upon the miniatuvef and closed the 
drawer. It was all she could do, it was impossible fby 
her to reach the letter, 

Beauclerc, holding the picture to the light, repeated, 
''Beautiful! who did it> whom is it for? General, 
look ! do you know it t" 

'* Yes, to be sure," reified the general ; '^ Bliss 8tai»- 
ley." 

" You have seen it before ?" 

** Yes," said the general, coldly^ 

*^It is very like, who did it ?" 

*' 1 did it," cried Lady Cecilia* who now recovered 
her voice^ 

''You, my dear Lady CeeiHal whom fori forme? is 
it for me ?" 
, " For you I It may be, hereafter, perhaps.*'' 

" Oh thank yon, my dear Lady Cecilia I" eried Beau^ 
clerc. 

" if you behave well, perhaipi^" added she^ 

The general heard in his wife's trefnidous tone, and saw 
in her half confusion, half attempt at pla3nfulnes8, only 
an amiable anxiety to save her fHend, and to give her 
time to recover from her dismay. He at once perceived 
Uait Hele»faadnot followed the course he h«id suggestedif 
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that she lid not told Beandere, and did not intend ttwl 
he should be t(^d the whole tratib. The g«ieral looked 
extremely grave; Beaaclerc gave a glance roimd tiie 

• room. 

** Here is some m3r8ter3r," said he» now first seedng 
Helen'*s disconcerted cowitenance. Then he turned on 
the general a look of eager iwiuiry. ** Some mystervy 
certainly,'^ said he, *' with which 1 am not to be made 
acquainted 1** 

" If there be any mystery," said the general, ** with 
which yon are not to be made ac^nainted» I am neiUier 
tiie adviser tuft abetter. Neither m jest nor eamesi am 
I ever an adviser of mystery." 

While her husband thus spoke, Lady Cecilia made 
another attempt to possess herself of the letter. This 
time she rose decidedly, and, patting aside the little 
ecart6 taUe which was in her way, pressed forward to 
the drawer, saying something about ^ counters." Her 
cachemere caught on Helen's harp, and, in her eager 
spring forward, it would have been overset, but that Uie 
general felt, turned, and caught it. 

"What are you about, my dear Cecilia! — what do 
you want V 

'* Nothing, nothing, thank yon, my dear; nothing 



now." 



Then she did not daie to open the drawer, or to let 
him open it, and anxiously drew away his attention by 
pointing to a footstool which she seemed to want» 

'^ Could not you ask me for it, my dear, without dis- 
turbing yourself 1 Wliat are men made for t" 

Beauclerc, after a sort of absent effort to join in quest 
of the footstool, had returned eagerly to the picture, and 
looking at it more closely, he saw the letters (X D.- 
written in small characters in one comer ; and, just a» 
his eye turned to the other comer, Lady Cecilia recol- 
lecting what initials were there, started up andsn^ched 
it from his hand. 

"Oh, Granville!" cried she, **you must not look at 
this picture any more till I have done something to it." 

Beauclerc was trying to catch another Ioml at it, 
when CeciUa cried out, 

" Take it, Helen ! take it !" and she held it up on 
high, but as she held it, though she turned the fhce 
from him, she forgot, quite forgot that Colonel'D'Au- 
tigny had written his name on m back of tiie pictmrs; 



imcl thtere it was m distinct characters snch as could 
be plainly read at that height, " For Henry D'Aubigny.'* 
Beauclerc saw and gave one glance at Helett. He mad6 
no further attempt to reach the picture. 

[Lady Ceciha, not aware of what he heA seen, re < 
peated, 

••Helen! Helen! why don't you take it?— now! 
now!" 

Helen could not stir, llie general took the picture 
from his wife^s hand, gave it to Mi^ Stanley, without 
looking at her, and said to Lady Cecilia, 

•• Pray keep yourself quiet,; Cecilia. You have done 

enought too much, to-day ; sit down,*' said he, roUing. 

her arm-chair close and seating her. " Keep yoarsel? 

goiet, 1 beg.** , 

" I beg," in the tone of " 1 iifeist.»' 

She sat down, but catching a view of Beauclerc, wadf 

dlarmed by his sspect — and Helen ! her head was bent 

down behind the hatp. Lady Cecilia did not know yet 

distinctly what had happened. The ^neral pressed 

her to lean back on the cushions which he was pilin^^ 

tip hehind her. Beauclerc made a step towards Heleni 

but, checking himself, he turned to the ecart^ table. 

••These counters, after aH, thai we were looking 
for—'* 

As he spoke he pulled open fhci drawer. The general 
with his bstck to him was standing before Lady Cecilia^ 
she could not see what Beauclerc was doitig, but shtf 
lieard the drawer open, and cried out, 

•• Not there, Beauclerc ; no counters there— you need 
not look there.*' 

But before she spdfke, he had gften a sudden pull to 
the drawer, which brought it quite out, and all the con- 
tents fell Upon the floor, and there was the fatal letter, 
OpeUj and the Words " My dear ^ too dearHenry^^ instantly 
met his eyes ; he looked no farther, but in that single 
glance the writing seemed to him to be Lady Cecilia's^ 
and quick his eye turned ifpon her. She kept perfectly 
quiet, and appeared to hnn perfectly composed. His 
eye then darted in search of HeleA ; she had sunk upos^ 
a seat behind the harp. Through the hurp strings he 
caught a g] ihipse of her face, all pale— crimsoned it grew 
as he advanced: she rose instantly, took up the letter^ 
and, without speaking or looking at ^y one, tore it tor 
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Beanclerc stood in mottonlass astonialinieiit. Lady 
Cecilia breathed again. The general's countenance 
expressed ** I interfere no farther.^ He left the room, 
and Beanclerc, without another look at Helen, followed 
him. 

For some moments after Lady Cecilia and Helen were 
left alone, there was a dead silence. Lady Cecilia eat 
with her eyes iixe4 upon the door through which her 
husband and Beauclerc had passed. She thou^t that 
Beanclerc might return ; but when she found that be 
did not, she went to Helen, who had covered her face 
with her hands* 

'* ^j dearest friend," said Lady Cecilia, " thank you ! 
thank you ! — ^you did the best that was possible f* 

** O Cecilia !'' exclaimed Helen, ** to what have yoo 
exposed me V 

^ How did it all happen !" continued Cecilia. " Whjr 
was not that letter burnt with the rest 1 How came it 
there 1 Can you tell me V^ 

" I do not know,'' said Helen, " I cannot reconect.*^ 
But after some effort, She remembered that in the morn- 
ing, while the general had been talking to her, she had 
in her confusion, when she took the packet, laid the 
picture and that letter beside her on the arm of tiie chair. 
She had, in her hurry of putting the other letters into her 
bag, forgotten this and the picture, and she siq>posed that 
they had fallen between the chair and the wall, and that 
they had been found and put into the table-drawer by 
one of the servants. 

Helen was hastening out of the room, Cecilia de- 
tained her. 

'' Do not go, my dear, for that would look as if yov 
were guilty, and you know you are innocent. At the 
first sound of your harp, Beauclerc will return— only 
command yourself for one hour or two." 

" Yes, it will only be for an hour or two," said Helen, 
brightening with hope. ** You will tell the ffeneral to- 
night. Do you think Granville wiU come back! "Where 
is the harp key 1 — I dropped it— 4iere it is." She began 
to tune the harp. 

Crack went one string — and then another. 

" That is lucky," said Lady CeciUa, ** it will give you 
Bomethinff to do, my love, if the people come in." 

The aid-de-camp entered. " I thought I heard haip* 
strings going," said he. 



^Sererall— yes,'' said Lady Cecilia, standing^ full in 
his way. 

** inaoipicioiia sounds for us ! bad omens for my em- 
lMUimr.*^Mrs. Holdernesse sent me.*' 

^ I know," said Lady Cecilia, '^ and you will have the 
goodness to tell her that Miss Stanley^s harp is un- 
strung." 

** Can I be of any use, Miss Stanley 1" said he, moving 
towards the harp. 

'* No, no," cried Lady Cecilia, '* you are in my senrice, 
^-^ttend to me." 

««Dear me, Lady Cecilia! I did not hear what you 
said." 

^ That is what 1 complain of— hear me now." 
" I am all attention, 1 am sure. What are your com- 
mands t" 

She gave him as many as his head could hold. A long 
messai^ to Mrs. Holdernesse, and to Miss Holdernesse, 
and Miss Anna about their music-books, which had been 
left in the carriage, and were to be sent for, and duets 
to be playedf aikl glees, for the major and Lady Anne 
Bnthven., 
^Good Heavens! I cannot remember any more," 

~ the aid-de-camp. 
^ Then go off, and say and do all that before you come 
back again," said Lady Cecilia. 

^ What amazing presence of mind you have !" said 
Helen. '^How can you say so much apd think of 
every thing!" 

The aid-de-camp performed all her behests to admi- 
ration, and was rewarded by promotion to the high 
oflce of turner-over general of the leaves of the music 
bocloB, an office requiring, as her ladyship remarked to 
Miss Holdernesse, prompt eye and ear, and all his dis- 
tinguished gallantry. By such compliments she fixed 
'him to the piano-forte, while his curiosity and aU his 
feelings, being subordimite to his vanity, were prevented 
from straying to Miss Stanley and her harp-stringing, a 
work still domg-HBtill to do. 

All the arrangements succeeded as Lady Cecilia^s ar- 
rangements usiudly did. Helen heard the eternal buzz 
of conversation and the clang of instruments, and then 
the harmony of music, all as in a dream, or as at the 
theatre, when the thouj[hts are absent or the feelings 
preoccupied; and in this dreamy state she performed 



Ihe opention of pqttiBfir IP the hatp-^imgi i|nitew«ll* 
and when she was at kst called upon by Ceojiia, wh» 
gare her di^e notice and tima, ahe aat and plajred anto- 
inaticallj, without soul or apiritr-hot ao do ao mai^ 
Othera. It paaaed ^ charqaiiuly,'' till a door aoftlj opeDe4 
behind her» and ahe saw the ahadow on the wall, and 
aome one stood, and passed fiom behind her. Tliere 
waa an end to her phiying ; howerer, from her jnat dread 
of making a scene, she commanded herself so power- 
IhllVy that, except her timidity, nothing was obsenred 
Jyyihe companyy and that tiiiiidit^ waa pitied by the 
goodnatnrea Mrs. Jloldemesae, who aaid to her daugh- 
ter, ** Anne, we must not press Miss Stanley any more ; 
ahe^ who ia always so obliging, is tired now.^ She 
then made way lor Helen to paaat who, thanking hep 
with such a look aa might be giyen for a life aayed, 
igoitted the harp, and the crowd, ^oaing behind her, hap- 
nUy thought of her no n^ore. She retreated to the 
darkest part of the room, and sat down. She did not 
dare to look towards what ahe moat wiahed to aee. Her 
eyes were fixed upon the face of the youiig lady sing* 
^lg, and yet she saw not o^e feature of that face, whue 
she knew, without looking, qr aeeiping to look, exactly 
where Beaiyclerc stood. He had atatirr^ed himself in ^ 
doorway into the drawing-room; there, leaning back 
aq^.iist the wall, he stood, and never atirred. Heleii 
was so anions to get one clear Tiew of the egression 
of his countenance, that at last she Tentqred to move a 
little, and from behind the broad back of a great mail 
Bhe looked : Bcauclerc'a eyea met here. How different 
from their expression when they were sitting on the. 
bank together but a few short hours before ! He left 
the doorway instantly, and plaeed himself where Helen 
pould see him no more. 

■^' Of all the reat of what^assed thia evening ahe knew 
" othing ; she felt only a sort of astonishment at everv* 
body's gayety, and a sense of the time being intolerably 
long. She th.ought that all these people never would go 
away— that their carriasf^s never would be announc^. 
But before it came to that time, General Clarendon in- 
fisted upon Lady Cecilia*a retiring. ** 1 muat," aaid he, 
^play the tyrant, Cecilia ; you have done too much to- 
day — Mrs. fioldemesse shall hold your place." 

He carried Cecilia off, and Helen thought, or fanciei), 
that 1^ lool(e4 about for ber. Clad \q esca^ ahe f4- 



lowed close behind. The general did not offer hi^riarmy 
or appear to notice her. when she came to therdoor 
leading to the staircase, there was Beauclerc, standing 
with folded arms, as in the music-room : he just twwea 
his head and wished Lady Cecilia a good night, and 
waited^ without a word, for Helen to pass, or not to 
pass, as she thought fit. She saw by his look that he 
expected explanation ; but, till she knew what Cecilia 
meant to do, how could she explain ? To say nothing— 
to bear to be suspected, — was all she could do, witjfout 
betoaying her friend. That would betray — that thought 
raled her. She passed him : ^ Good night*' she could 
not then say. He bowed as she passed, and she heard 
no ** Good night*'— no sound. And there was the gen- 
eral in the hm to be passed also, before she could reach 
the staircase up which Cecilia was going. When he 
saw Helen, with a look of surprise— as it seemed to her^ 
of di8i4>proving surprise— he said, " Are you gone. Miss 
Stanley!" 

The look, the tone, struck cold to her heart. ^ He 
continued—** Though I drove Cecilia away, I did iiot 
mean to drive you away too ; it is early." 
** Tf it 1 I thought it was very late.'' ' 
M Vo^-and i£irou can, I hope you will return." There 
was meming in his eye, which she well understood* 
•• Ynarik you," said she ; " if I can, certainly^"'!; ^i. 
^ I hope yod can and will." 

" Oh I thank you ; but I must first—" see Ceciliai,, she 

was going to say, but afraid of implicatin||[ her,, she 

changed the sentence to—" I must first consider-^" ^ 

** Oonsider ! what the devil !" thought he, and his 

Gountenance was instantly angrily suited to the thought. 

Helen hesitated. 

" Do not let me detain— distress vou farther. Miss 
Stanley, unavailingly ; and since I snaU not have the 
pleasure of seeing vou again this evening," conduditd 
ne, in a constrained voice, '* I have the honour to wish 
you a good niffht." 
He retnmea to the music-room. 



CHAPTER X3C»V. 

Hblsv instantly went to Cecili;^'8 roopd ; Fe|icie 
with her. He)^n expected Lady Cecilia would dinmiHit 
)ier instantly; but madenioiaelle was cha^tering^. Helm 
had sometimes thought Cecilia let her tidk too much, 
(Hit to-night it was insufibrable. JHlelen was too ioa- 
patient, too anpous to bear it. ^Cecilia, my dear, I 
want to speajc to yon alone, as soon as you cap, in my 
own room.*' 

''As soon as possible," Cecilia answered in a Toioe 
pot natural. An(l she cai^e, but not as soon as possible 
— shut the door behind her, showing that she had not 
dismissed Felicie, and with hair disbeTeJled, aa if hast- 
ening back to her room, said, *' I am in a hurry; the 
general ordered n^e to make haste, and not to be uihoar 
imdressing." 

'* I will not keep you a moiQ«it,'* said Helen. *' I am 
in as great a hurry as you can be. Beai^clerc is waiting* 
jFor me." 

" Waiting for ^rou at this time of night ! Oh ! my 
dear, he cannot be' standing there with his arms fcddeid 
pH this time." 

Helen repeated what the general bad said, and ended 
with, " I am determined to return." 

^ No, no," Lady Cecilia said ; the general could not 
j^dvise her going back at this time of night. And with 
i^pidit]^ and confusion, she poured out a multitude of 
dissuasire arguments, some contradicting the others. 

** At this time of night ! The world is not gone, and 
Beauclerc is in the mSstof them by this time, you may 
be sure. You donl think he is standing alone there JSL 
this time. You could not speak to him befmre aU the 
world— don't attempt it. You would only expose your- 
self. You would make a scene at last— undo all, / 
and come to disgrace, and ruin me and yourself. I 
Ip^ow you would, Helen. And if you were to send for 
him-^into the library — alone ! the servants would know 
it--»and the company gone ! And after all, for you my 
dear, to make the first advance to reconciliation ! If he 



i0 angnr— I donU tbink that would be 
quite uke you, Helen." 

*' The general thinks it right, and I am sure he would 
not advise any thing impropeiv^mdignified. It doea 
not signify, Cecilia, I am determined — ^I wiU go." 
Trembling she grew absolutely desperate from fear. 

** I am afraid you have forgot your promise, Cecilia ; 
you said that if I could bear it for one hour, it would be 
over. Did not you promise me that, if any difficulty 
came between me and — " She stopped nhoTt. She had 
felt indignant ; but when she looked at Cecilia and saw 
her tears, she coidd not go on. 

** Oh, Helen !" cried Cecilia, '* I do not ask you to pity 
me. You cannot know what X suffer— you are in- 
nocent—and I have done so wrong ! You cannot pity 



me." 
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I do, I do," cried Helen, '* from the bottom of my 
heart. Only trust me, dear Cecilia ; let me go down—" 

Lady Cecilia sprang between her and the door. 
** Hear me ! hear me, Helen ! Do not go to>night, and 
coat what it will — cost me what it may, since it has 
come to this between you, I will confess all this night— 
I will tell all to the general, and clear you with him and 
with Granville. What more can you ask ?<— what more 
can I do, Helen 1 And will you go V 

'^ No, no, my dear Cecilia. Since you promise me 
t^s, I will not go now." 

'' Be satisfied then and rest— -for me there is no rest f* 
ao saying, Cecilia slowly left the room. 

Helen could not sleep— this was the second wretched 
night she had passed m that most miserable of all un- 
certainty — whether she was right or wrong. 

In the morning, to Helen's astonishment, Cecilia's 
first words were about a dream—" Oh, my dear Helen I 
I have had such a dream ! I do not usually mind dreams 
in the least, but I must own to you that this has made an 
impression! My dear, I can hardly tell it; I can scarcely 
bear to think of it. I thought that Clarendon and 
I were sitting together, and my hand was on his 
shoulder ; and I had worked myself up — ^I was just 
going to speak. He was winding up his watch, and I 
leaned forward to see his face better. He looked upl- 
and it was not him ; it was Colonel D'Aubigny come to 
life. The door opened. Clarendon appear^— his eyes 
wer^uponme; butldonotknowwhatcameafierwwi 
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an was confiuion and figfatiiig. ^ And fhen 1 was witli 
that nurse my mother recommended, and an infant in 
her arms. I was going to take the child when Claren- 
don snatched it, and t&ew it into the flames. Oh ! T 
awoke with a scream !" 

** How fflad you must have been,*^ said Helen, ** to 
awake and find it was only a dream !" 

** But when I screamed,'' continued Cecilia, '* Claren- 
don started up, and asked if I was in pain. * Not of 
body,' I said;--and then — oh, Helen! tnen I thot^t I 
would begin. ' Not of body,' I said, ' but of mind ;' then 
I added, 'I was thinking of Helen and Beauclerc.' 
Clarendon said, ' So was 1 ; but there is no use in think- 
ing of it ; we can do no good.' — * Then,' I said, ' suppose. 
Clarendon — only suppose that Helen, without ^saying* 
any thing, were to let this matter pass off with Beao- 
clerc t'-^Clarendon answered, 'It would not pass oflT 
with Beauclerc' — ^ But,' said I, 'I do not mean without 
any explanation at all. Only suppose that Helen did 
not enter into any particulars, do not you think. Claren- 
don, that things would go on well enough V — * No,' he 
said, decidedly, 'no.' — 'Do you mean,' said I, 'that 
things would not go on at all V-^* I do not say, not at all,' 
he answered ; 'but weU they would not go on.' *' 

" I am sure the general is right," said Helen. 

"Then," continued Lady Cecilia, "then I put the 
questio;! differently. 1 wanted to feel my way, to try 
whether I could possibly venture upon my own confes- 
sion. ' Consider it this way, Clarendon,' I said. ' Tike' 
it for granted that Helen did somehow arrange that 
Beauclerc were to be satisfied without any formal ex- 
planation.' — * Formal !' said he. ' I will not say formal,' 
said I ; ' but without a fi^l explanation : in short, sup- 
pose that from mere timidity, Helen could not, did not 
exactly tell him the whole before marriage— put it off* 
till afterward— then told him all candidly; do you think. 
Clarendon, that if you were in Beauclerc's place (I 
quite stammered when I came to this)— do you think 
you could pardon, or forgive, or esteem, or love,' I in- 
tended to end with, but he interrupted me with — ^ I do 
not know,' very shortly ; and added, * I hope this is not 
what Miss Stanley intends to do V " 
' "Oh! what did you answer ?" cried Helen. 

" I said I did not know. My dear Helen, it was the 
only thing I could say. What would Clarendon hav* 



<]ioiiglit, after all my supposest if I had said any tfiing 
else ! he must have seen the truth." 

** And that he is not to see," said Helen : " and how 
false he must think me !" 

** No, no ; for I told him," continued Lady Cecilia, 
** tliat I was sure you wished always to tell the whole 
truth about every thing, but that there might be circum- 
stances where you really could not ; and where I, know- 
ing^ all the circumstances, could not adyise it He said* 
* Cecili^^ I desire you will not advise or interfere any 
farther in this matter. Promise me, Cecilia !' He spoke 
sternly, and I promised as fast as I could. * Do nothings 
say nothing more about it,' he repeated ; and now, after 
that, could I go on, Helen?" 

**No, indeed; I do not think you could. My dear 
Oecilia, I really think you could not," said Helen, much 
moved. 

^And do you' forgive me» my dear, good — *^ But 
seeing Helen change colour, Lady CeciUa following her 
eye, and looking out of the window, started up, ex- 
clainiing, '* There is Beauclerc! I see him in my 
mother's walk. I will ffo to him this minute ; yes, I 
win trust him — ^I will teU him all instantly." 

Helen caught hold of her, and stopped her. Sur* 
Drised, Cecilia said, ** Do not stop me. I may never 
nave the courage again if stopped now. Do not stop 
I9e, i{elen." "" 

'^I must, Cecilia. General Clarendon desired you 
BOt to interfere in the matter." 

'* But this is not interfering, only interposing to pre- 
vent mischief." 

>' But, CeciUa," continued Helen, eagerlyi ** another 
reason has just struck me." 

"I wish reasons would not strike you/ Let me go. 
Oh, Helen i it is for you." 

^' And it is for you I speak, Cecilia," said Helen, as 
fast as she could. " If you told Beauclerc, you never 
could afterward tell the general; it would be a new 
iUfficulty. You know the general could never endure 
your having confessed this to any man but himself— 
jtrusted Beauclerc rather than your husband." 
Cecilia stopped, and stood silent. 
^ My dear CeciUa," continued Helen, " yoQ must leave 
me to my own judgment now ;" and, breaking ftx)m 
Cecilia, she left the room. She hurried out to meet 
Vol. XX.— B 



BeSmclerc. He stopped on seeing her, and then cam6 
forward with an air of evident deliberation. 

<« Bo you wish to speak to me, Miss Stanley V* . 

**Mi8s Stanley!*^ cried Helen; *'is it come to thi% 
and without hearing me !*' 

" Without hearing you, Helen ! Was not I ready last 
night to hear you) Without hearing you ! Hare not 
you kept me in torture, the worst of tortures-^siis- 
pense t Why did not you speak to me last night %^ 

** I could not." 

"Why, why f 

" I cannot tell you," said she; 

*' Then I can tell you, Helen." 

"You can!" 

^' And will. Helen, you could not speak to me till 
you had consulted— arranged— settled what was to be 
said— what not to be said — what told— what left untold.** 

Between each half sentence he darted looks at her 
defying hers to contradict^-and she could not contradict 
by wokI or look. " You could not speak," continued he, 
passionately, *' till you had well determined what was to 
be told — ^what left untold to me ! To me, Helen, your 
confiding"— devoted — ^accepted lover ! for I protest before 
Heaven, had I knelt at the altar with you, Helen Stan- 
ley, hot more yours, not more mine could I have deemed 
your— not more secure of your love and truth— your 
truth, for trhat is love without it ! — ^not more secure of 
perfect felicity could I have been on earth than I was 
when we two sat together but yesterday evening on 
that bank. Your words— your looks— and still your 
looks^-But what signify tears ! — ^Tears, women's tears ! 
Oh ! what is woman ! — ^and what is man that believes in 
her t — ^weaker still !" "^ 

" Hear me ! — ^hear me !" 

" bear you ?— No, Helen, do not now ask me to hear 
you. Do not force me to hear you. Do not debase, 
do not sully, that perfect image of truth. Do not shdt 
yourself, Helen, from that height at which it was my- 
entranced felicity to see you. Leave me one blessed, 
one sacred illusion. No," cried he, with increasing ve- 
hemence, " say nothing of all you have prepared— not 
one arranged word conned over in your midnight and 

Sour morning consultations," pointing back to the win* 
ow of her mressing-room, where he had seen her and 
Lady Cecilia. 
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«« You s«w," Helen began^ 
•* Yes, — ^Am I blind, think you t— I wish I were.— 
Oh ! that I could be again the belieying, fond, happy 
dupe I was but yesterday evening !^ 

<* Dupe !'' repeated Helen. ** But pour out all-'-allt 
dear Granville. Think-^ay— what you will — ^repro^h 
—-abuse me as you please. It is a relief— take it— for I 
have none to give." 

** None !" cried he^ his tone suddenljr changing; " no 
relief to give ! — ^What ! have you nothing to say !— No 
explanation 1 — ^Why speak to me then at all ?" 

** To tell you so at oxice — to end your suspense— to 
tell you that I cannot explain. The midnight consulta^ 
tion and the morning were not to prepare for you ex- 
cuse or apology, but to decide whether I could tell you 
the whole ; and since that cannot be, I determined not 
to enter into any explanation. I am glad that you do 
not wish to hear any." 

** Answer me one question," said he:*-'* that picture 
—did you give it to Colonel D*Aubigny V 

"No. That is a question I can answer. No— he 
stole it from Cecilia's portfolio. Ask me no more." 
" One question more — " 

"No, not one more— I cannot tell you any thing 
more." 

She was silent for a moment ; tib withdrew his eyes, 
and she went on. 

** Granville ! 1 must now put your love and esteem 
for me to the test If that love be what I believe it to 
be ; if your conQdence in me is what 1 think it ought to 
bOf I am now going to trv it. There is a mjrstery which 
I cannot explain. I tell 3roo tins; and yet 1 expect you 
to believe that I am innocent of any thing wrong but * 
the concealment. There are circumstances which 1 can- 
not tell yon." 

" But wh^ 1" interrupted Beauclerc. " Ouriit there 
to be any circumstances which cannot be ton to the 
man to whom you have plighted your faith 1 Away 
with this * cannot,*— this mystery ! Did not I tell joa 
every folly of my hfe— every f amt t And what is this % 
— ^in itseu, nothing!— concealment every thing— Oh! 
Helen—" 

She was goinff to say, " If it concerned only m3rself," 
— 4>ut that would at once betray Cecilia, and she went 
on.^^* If it were in my opinion right to tell it to you« I 
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would. On this pointy OrsnyiUe^ leare me Ur judge ^_ 
act for myself. This is the test to which 1 put yoor 
love—* put mine to any test you wiU, but if jonr conll* 
^Bce m me is not sufficient to endure this tmlf we can 
never be happy together." 

£lhe spoke very low; but Beauclere listened with 
such intensity that he could not only distinguish every 
syllable she said, but could distinctly hear the beatii^ 
of her heartf which throbbed violently, in spite of afi 
her efforts to be calm. 

" Can you trust me V concluded she. 

•* I can," cridd he. " I can— I do ! By Heaven I do J 
I think you an angel, and legions of devils could not 
convince me of the contrary. 1 trust your word— -1 
trust that heavenly countenance-*! trust entirely — ^" 

He offered^ and she took his offered hand. 

** I trust entirely. Not one question more shall I ask 
—not a suspicion shall I have : you put me to the teat/ 
yon ^aH find me stand it." 

** Can you 1" said she ; ''you know how much I aak. 
I acknowledge a mystery, and yet I atic you to believer 
that I am not wrong." 

*' I know," said he ; *' you shall see." And, both in 
happiness once More, they returned to the hoase. 

*' I love her a thousand times better than ever," thought 
Beauclere, *' for the independence of mind she shows in 
thus braving my opinion, daring to set aB upon the eas^ 
— something noble in this ! I am to form my own judg* 
ment of her, and I will, independently of what an^r oflier 
human bein^ may say or thmk. The general, with hi» 
strict, narrow, conventional notions, Inls not an idea of 
the kind of woman I like, or of what Helen really is. 
He sees ki Helen only the discreet proper-tehavedF 
young lady, adapted, so nicely adapted, 'to her place itf 
eociety, to niche and notch in, and to be of no sort of 
value out of it. Give me a being able to stand alone, to 
think and feel, decide and act, for herself. Were 
Helen only what the general tlunks her, she would not 
be for me ; while she is what I think her, I love— I 
adore!" And when he saw his guardian, Beauclere 
declared that, though Helen had entered into naezplana^ 
tions, he was perfectly satisfied. 

The general answered, ^ I am glad you are satkfled.*^ 

Beauclere perceived that the general was not ; andr 
in spite of all thai he had jastbeea sayinipta himaelfr 
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iBina, if not quite ftdse, was Btili a little at rariance with 
^8 practice. His guardian'sopiiiioii swayed him powei^ 
Mly, wfaenerer he belieyed that it was not designed to 
influence him ; when the opinion was repressed, he 
e<rald not rest without drawing it out. " Then, yon 
think, general,^ said he, ** that some explanation ought 
to have been made f ** 

**No matter what I tlunki Granyilley the afiair li 
yours. If you are satisfied, that is all that is neces- 
Bmry." 

Then eiren, because left on their own point of sus« 
pension to yibrate freelyt the diamond-scales of Bean- 
elerc's mind began to move, from some nice, unseen 
cause of Tariation. ** But," said he, '* General Claren- 
don, no one can Judge without knowing facts." 

<* So I apprehend," said the general. 

" I may be of too easy faith,*' replied Beauclerc.— 
[No reply.] <' This is a point of honour.'^ — [No denial.] 
** My dear general, if there be any thing which weighs 
with jroxk, and which you knew and I do not, 1 think, as 
my friend and mv guardian, you ought to tell it to me." 

" Pardon me,*' said the general, turning away from 
Beauclerc as he spoke, and striking first one hee^of his 
boot against the scraper at the hall-door, then the other 
*— ** paidon me, Granville, 1 cannot admit you to be a 
better judge than I am myself of what I ought to do or 
not to do." 

The tone was dry and proud, but Beauclerc's provoked 
Imagination conceived it to be also mysterious ; the 
scales of his mind Vibrated again, but he had said he 
would trust — ^trust entirely, and he would : yet he coidd 
not succeed in banishing sQl doubt till an idea started 
into his head — '* That writing was Lady Cecilia*s I I 
thought so at the first moment, and I let it go again. It 
is hers, and Helen is keeping her secret :*-but could 
liSdy Cecilia be so unffenerous-— so treacherous!" 
However, he had declared he would ask no questions ; 
he ¥ras a man of honour, and he woi:dd ask none— none 
even of himself-na resolution which he found it sur« 

esinfl^y easy to keep when the doubt concerned onljr 
dy Cecilia. Whenever the thought crossed his mino, 
he said to himself, ^ 1 will ask nothing^--suspeet nobody ; 
but if it is Lady Cecilia's afikir, it is all the more gener* 
OQS in HekB.'' And so,- secure i» this eaq^sBitioB, 



thoBgli he nerer allowed to hinieelf that he aiimtfctod ik. 
Ids trust in Helen was easy and complete, his passioii 
for her increased every hoar. 

But I^tdy Cecilia was distmfoed eyen by the perfect 
confidence and happiness of Beanclerc's mamler towards 
H^en. She could not but fear that he had raessed the 
truth ; and it seemed as if every thing whira happened 
tended to confirm him in his suspicions : for, whenever 
the mind is strongly interested on any subjeet, some- 
thing alluding to it seems wonderfully, yet accidenlallyf 
to occur in every thing that we read or hear in common 
conversation, and so it now happened ; things were con- 
tinually said by persons wholly unconcerned, which 
seemed to bear upon her secret. Lady Cecilia frequenUy 
felt this with pangs of shame, remorse, and confusion ; 
and, though Beauclerc did not watch, or play ttie spy 
upon her countenance, he could not help sometimes 
observing tl\p flitting colour^— the guilty changes of 
countenance — ^the assumed composure: but soon she 
either perceived that his attention was directed towards 
her, or oy practice she had acquired more self-command* 
for scarcely had he settted his conviction, when it was 
shaken by different appearances. Lady Cecilia^s looks 
were now, when any dangerous aUusions occurred^ 
directed towards Helen, so as to turn Beauclerc^s su»* 
picions from herself: that mind, once so artless, begaa 
to be degraded— her spirits sank; she felt that she "had 
lost the sunshine of a soul without a mystery I'* 

The day &ced for the marriage approached; Lady 
Cecilia had undertaken the superintendence of tlie 
trousseau, and Fetide was in anxious expectation of its 
arrival. Helen had written to the Collingwoods to 
announce the intended event, asking for the good 
Bishop's sanction) as her guardian, and regretting that 
he could not perform the ceremony. She had received 
from Lady Davenant a few lines, written just before, she 
sailed, warm with all the enthusiasm of her ardent heart, 
and full of expectation that Helen's lot would be one (^ 
the happiest this world could afford. 

All seemed indeed to smile upon her prospects, and 
the only clouds which dimmed the sunshine were 
Cecilia's insincerity, and her feeling that the general 
thought her acting unhandsomely and unwisely towards 
his ward ; but she consoled herself with ther thought 
that he could not judge of what he did not know» that* 



I 
wmutM. 108 

tb» did not deserve his difl^easure, that GranyiHe was 
satisfied, and if he was, why should not General Claren- 
don be so tool 

Much more serious. However, was the pain she felt on 
Cecilia's account. She reproached herself with betray- 
ing the larust Lady Davenant had reposed in her. That 
dreadful prophecy seemed now accomDlishinff : Cecilia's 
aalnral fenerosity, that for which Helen had ever most 
loved aiM admired her; the brightest, fairest parts of her 
character, seemed failing now; what could be more 
selfish than Cecilia's present conduct towards herself, 
more treacherous to her noble-minded, her confiding 
husband ! The openness, the perfect unreserve between 
the two friends was no longer what it had been. Helen, 
however, felt the constraint between them the less as 
she was almost constantly with Beauclerc, and in her 
young happiness she hoped all would be right. Cecilia 
would tell the general, and they would be as intimate, 
as affectionate as they had ever been. 

One morning General Clarendon, stopping Cecilia as 
she was coming down to breakfast, announced that he 
was obliged to set off instantly for London, on business 
which could not be delayed, and that she must settle 
with Miss Stanley whether they wotdd accompany him 
or remain at Clarendon Park. He did not know, he said, 
how long he might be detained. 

Cecilia was astonished, and excessively curious ; she 
tried her utmost address to discover what was the nature 
of his business, in vain. All that remained was to do as 
he required without more words. He left the room, 
and Cecilia decided at once that they had better accom- 
pany him. She dreaded some delay ; she thought that, 
if the general went alone to town, he'might be detained. 
Heaven knows how long, and though the marriage must 
be postponed at all events, yet if they went with the 
general, the ceremony might be performed in town as 
well as at Clarendon Park ; and she with some difficulty 
convinced Helen of this. Beauclerc feared nothing but 
delay. They were to go. Lady Cecilia announced 
their decision to the general, who immediately set off, 
and the others in a few hours followed him. 
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CHAPTER XXXV. 

** In my youth, and tfanmffh the pfime of manhood, I never entarad 
London without feelings of hope and ideasme. It was to me tbi 
grand theatre of inteUectoal activity, toe field for every apecieB of 
enteiprise and exertion, the metropolis of the world, of buainesi, 
thought, and action. There I was sure to find Mends and com- 
panions, to hear the voice of encouragement and pTaise. There 
society <rfthe most refined sott oflbred duly ita banquets to the nmid, 
and new objects of interest and ambition were constantly ^yrffi^mg 
atten ti on either in politics, Uteiatuie, or science.*' ~ 

These feelings, so well described by a man of genius, 
have probably been felt more or less by most young 
men who have within them any consciousness of talent 
or any of that enthusiasm, that eager desire to have or 
to give sympathy, which, especially in youth, character- 
izes noble natures. 

But after even one or two seasons in a great metropo- 
lis, these feelings often change long before they are 
altered by age. Granville Beauclerc had already per- 
suaded himself that he now detested, as much aa h9 
had at first been delighted with, a London life. 

From his metaphysical habits of mind, and from the 
sensibility of his temper, he had been too soon dis- 
gusted by that sort of general politeness which, as he 
said, takes up the time and place of real friendshii> : and 
as for the intellectual pleasures, they were, he said* too 
superficial for him ; and his notions of independence, 
too, were at this time qiiite incompatible with the con^ 
ventional life of a great capital. His present wish was 
to live all the year round in the country with the woman 
he loved, and m the society of a few chosen friends. 

Helen quite agreed with him in his taste for the 
country ; she had scarcely ever known any other life, 
and yet had always been happy ; and whatever youthful 
curiosity had been awakened in her mind as to the 
pleasures of London, was now absorbed by stronger 
and more tender feelings. Her fate in life, she felt, 
was fixed, and wherever the man she loved wished to 
reside, that, she felt, must be her choice. With these 



IMings they arrived at General Clarendon's delightful 
house in town. 

Helen's apartment, and Cecilia's, were on different 
JloorS) and nad no communication with each other. 
It was of little consequence, as their stay in town was 
lo be but short,— yet Helen could not help observing 
that Cedlia did not express any regret at it, as formerly 
•he would have done ; it seemed a symptom of declin- 
ing affection, of which every the slightest indication 
was marked and keenly felt by Helen — ^the more so, 
because she had anticipated that such must be the con- 
sequence of all that had passed between them, and there 
was now no remedy. 

Among the first morning visiters admitted were Lady 
Castlefort and Lady Katrine Hawksby. They did not, 
as it struck Cecilia, seem surprised to see that Miss 
Stualey was Miss Stanley still, thouffh the day for the 
marriage had been announced in all the. papers as fixed ; 
but they did seem now full of curiosity to know how it 
had come to pass, and there was rather too apparent a 
hope that something was going wrong. Their first in- 
qmsitive look was met by Lady Cecilia's careless glance 
in reply, which said better than wi$rds could express. 

*' Nothing the matter, do not flatter yourselves." 

Then her expertness at general answers which give 
no information, completely bafOied the two curious im- 
pertinents. They could only learn that the day for the 
marriage was not fixed, that it could not be oefinitely 
named till some business should be settled by the gen* 
oral. 

Law business they supposed, of course. 

Lady Cecilia*' knew nothing about it. Lawyers are 
such provoking wretches, with their fast bind fast find. 
Such an unconscionable length of time as they do take 
for their parchment doings, heeding nought of that little 
impatient flapper Cupid." 

Certain that Lady Cecilia was only pla3ring with their 
curiosity, — yet, unable to circumvent her. Lady Katrine 
changed the conversation, and Lady Castlefort preferred 
a prayer, which was, she said, the chief object of her 
visit, that Lady Cecilia and Miss Stanley would come 
to her on Monday ; she was to have a few friends — ^a 
very smaU party, and independently of the pleasure she 
should have in seeing them, it would be advantageous 
perhaps to Miss Staiuey,as Lady Castlefort, in her soft* 
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wt Toke, added, "For from ibe matiiafe being {knUk 
poned even for a few days, people might talk, and Mr* 
Seaoclerc, and Miss Stanley appearing together would 
prevent anybody's think^ there was any litti»-^ 
Kotliing 60 {MToper now as for a young lady to vppew 
with her futur; so I shall expect you, my dear Gectlia* 
and Miss Stanley," — ^and so saying, she departed* 

Helen's objections were all overruled, and wheo the 
engagement was made known toBeauclerc, he shrugged, 
and shrank, and submitted; observing, *' that all men, 
and all women, must from the mooi^it they come within 
the precincts of London life, give up their time and their 
will to an imaginary necessit^r of going when we do 
not like it, where we do not wish, to see those whom 
we have no desire to see, and who do not care if they 
were never to see us again, excei^ for the sake of thev 
own reputation of playing well their own parts in the 
grand iarce of mock civility." 

. Helen was sony to have joined in making an engage*' 
ment for him which he seemed so much to dislike. But 
Lady Cecilia, laughing, maintained that half his reluc* 
tance was affectation, and the other half a lover-like 
spirit of monopoly, in which he should not be indulged, 
and instead of pretending to be indifferent to what the 
' world might think, he ought to be proud to show Heien 
as a proof of his taste. 

in dressing Helen this night, Felicie, excited by her 
lady's exhortations, displayed her utmost skilL M». 
demoiselle Felicie had a certain petite mete^J^siqu€ tU 
Unlette, of which she was justly vain. She could talk^ 
and as much to the purpose as most people, of " le genre 
classique" and " le genre romantique," of the different 
styles of dress that suit different styles of iaee ; and 
while *' she worked and wondered at the woik she 
made," she threw out from time to time her ideas on 
the subject to form the taste of Helen's little maid- 
Rose, who, in mute attention, held the light and assid- 
uously presented pins. 

*' Not your pin so fast one after de other, Miss Rose 
— Tenez ! tenez !" cried mademoiselle* " You tink im 
England alway too much of your pin in your dress, toe 
little of our taste— too little of our elegance, too mncth 
of your what you call tidiness, or God know what ! But 
never you mind dat so much, Miss Rose ; and you not 
piija up your little mouthtbut listen to nie. Never ym 



gii in one fiin batoe yen nak yoanelfyMiflsRoteyVliil 
r I do itl In every toilette that has taste there is 
eiboTe aU-Wanei^— t cnaracter— a sentiment to be sup* 
port; suppose your lady is to be superbe, or she will 
rattior be elegantOyor channante, or interessante, or 
distingu^e — ^well, dat is all ver* wdl, and jrou dress to 
that me, one or oder— well, very well— but none of 
your wat you call ^dd, No^no, never, Miss Rose-^thal 
m not style noUe ; 'twill only become de petit mmott or 
your English originals. I wash my hand of dat 
ilvays." 

The toilette superbe Mademoiselle held to be the 
vastest ofaU tiiose which she had named with favour-- 
it may be accomplished by any common hands ; bat 
head is requisite to reach the toilette distangufte. The 
toilette superbe requires only co8tF---a toilette distingu6e 
demands care. 

There was a happiness as well as care in Felicie*s 
geoiius for dress, which, ever keeping the height qf 
fashion in view, never lost ught of nature, adapting, 
selecting, combining to form a perfect whole, in which 
art itself concealed appeared osdy, as she expressed it, 
in the sublime of simpUuity. In the midst of all her 
talking, however, she went on with the essential busi* 
ness, ,aiid as she finished, pronounced *' Pr^cepte coss« 
inence, ezemple achdve." 

When they arrived at Lady Castlefort's, Lady Cecilia 
was surprised to find a line of carriages, and noise, and 
inrowds of footmen. How was this I She had under-> 
stood that it was to be one of those really small parties, 
those select reunions of some few of the high and 
mighty families who chance to be in town before Christ* 
mas — ** But how is this T' Lady Cecilia repeated toher# 
self, as she entered the hall, amazed to find it biasing 
miiik light, a crowd on the stairs, and in the ante-room 
a crowd, as she soon felt, of an unusual sort. It was 
not the soft crush of aristocracyr-they found hard un* 
accustomed citizen elbows — strange round-shouldered, 
square-backed man and women, so over-dressed, so 
I^Jewelled, so coarse— shocking to see, impossible to 
avoid ; not one figure, one face, Lady Cecilia had ever 
eeen before ; till at last, from the midst of the throng 
emerged a fair form — a being, as it seemed, of other 
mould, certainly of different caste. It was one of Ce- 
cilia*8 former mtimatea— Lady Emily OreviUey n^ion 



•he had not seen mace her reliim ftom abroad. Joy- 
folly they met, and stopped and talked ; ^e was hasten- 
ing away. Lady BmUy mod, ** After haying been an hovar 
on duty ; Lady Castlefort had made it a point with her 
to stay after dinner, she had dined there, and had staid« 
and now guard was reliered." 

** But who are all these people 1 What is all this, my 
dear Lady Emily t" asked Cecilia. 

<' Do not you know ! Louisa has trapped yon into 
coming, ihen, to-night, without telling you how it is V* 

" Not a word did she tell me, I expected to meet only 
our own world.*^ 

" A very different world you perceive this ! A sort of 
farcfd this is to the * Double Distress,^ a comedy ;— in 
short, one of Lord Castlefort's brothers is going to 
stand for the city, and citizens and citoyennes must be 
propitiated. When an election is in the case all other 
things give place ; and, besides, he has just married the 
dau^ter of some amazing merchant, worth I don't know 
how many plums ; so le petit bossu, who is proud of his 
brother, for he is reckoned the genius of the family ! 
made it a point with Louisa to do this. She put up her 

Sirebrows, and stood out as long as she could, but Lord 
astlefort had his way, for he holds the purse, yim 
know, — ^and so she was forced to make a party for tlwse 
Goths and Vandals, and of course she thought it best to 
do it directly, out of season, you know, when nobody 
will see it--and she consulted me whether it should be 
large or small ; I advised a large party, by aU means, as 
crowded as possible." 

" Yes, yes, I understand," said Cecilia ; " to hide the 
shame in the multitude : vastly well, very fair all this, 
except the trapping us into it, who have nothing to do 
with it." 

" Nothing to do with it ! pardon me," cried Lady 
£mily. '* It could not have been done without us. 
Entrapping us ! — do not you understand that we are the 
baits to the traps t- Bringing those animals here, wild 
beasts or tame, only to meet one another, would have 
been ' doing business no how.* We are what they are 
* come for to see,* or to have it to say that they have 
seen the Exclusives, Exquisites, or Transcendentals, or 
vdiatever else they call us." 

" Lady Emily Greville's carriage !" was now called in 
the ante-room. 
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**I must go, but first make ma ksown to yowe friend 
Bliss Stanley, you see I know her by instinct;" but 
** latdj Emily Greville's carriage !" now resounded re* 
iteratedly, and gentlemen with cloaks stood waiting, 
and as she put hers on, Lady Emily stooped forwara 
and whispered, 

^ 1 do not believe one word of what they say of her," 
and she was off, and Lady Cecilia stood for an instant 
looking after her, and considering what she could mean 
hy those last words. Concluding, however, that she 
had not heard aright, or had missed some intervening 
name, and that these words, in short, could not possibly 
api^y to Helen, Lady Cecilia turned to her, theyre- 
Bumed their way onward, and at length they reached 
the grand reception-room. 

In the middle of that brilliantly lighted saloon, imme- 
diately under the centre chandelier, was ample verge 
and space enough reserved for the HUe of the world ; 
circle it was not, nor square, nor form regularly defined, 
yet the bounds were guarded. There was no way of 
^tting to the farther end of the saloon, or to the apart- 
ments open in the distance beyond it, except by passing 
tiiroui^ this enclosed space, in which one fair entrance 
was practicable, md one ample exit full in view on the 
<^posite side. Several gentlemen of fashionable be^i^ 
ing held the outposts of this privileged place, at back of 
sofa, or side of fauteuil, stationary, or wandering near. 
Some chosen few were within ; a caryatides gentleman 
leaned on each side of the fireplace, and in the centre 
of the rug stood a remarkably handsome man, of ftM 
figure, perfectly dressed, his whole air exquisitely scom- 
fdf excruciating^ miserable, and loftily abstract. 

'Twaa wonderful, 'twas strange, 'twas passing strange . 
how^ne so lost to all sublunary concerns, so far above 
the follies of inferior mortals, as he lookeid, came here 
— so extremely well-dressed too ! How happened it! 
so nauseating the whole, as he seemed, so wishing that 
the business of the world were done ! 

With half-closed dreamy eyelids he looked silent 
down upon two ladies who sat opposite to him, rally*- 
ing, abusing, and admiring him to his vanity's content. 

They gave him his choice of three names, l'£nnuy6, 
le Frondeur, or )e Blas^. 

L'Ennuy^! he shook his head; too common; he 
would have non^ of it. 



110 vmuau 

• 

Le Ftondeiir 9 no : too nmoh trouble ; he* durngged 
his abhorrence. 

Le BUs^ ? he allowed, might be too true. Bot would 
they hazard a substantive Terbl He would give thetn 
four-and4w«ity hours to consider, and he would take 
twenty-four himself to decide. They should have hiB 
definitive to-morrow, and he was sliding away, but Lady 
Castlefort, as he passed her, cried, 

" being, Lord Beltravers, going are you ?" in an accent 
of surprise and disappointment; and she whispered, ** I 
am hard at work here, acting receiver-general to these 
city worthies ; and you do not pity me— cruel !** and 
•he looked up with languishing eyes that so begged for 
sympathy. He threw upon her one look of commisera* 
tion, reproachful. 

*' Pity you, yes ! But why will you dd these tilings ? 
and why did you bring me here to do this horrid sort of 
work !* and he vanished. 

Lady Cecilia Clarendon and Miss Stanley now ap- 
peaiea in the ojffing, and now reached the straits : Lady 
Castlefort rose with vivacity extraordinary, and went 
forward several steps. 

" Dear Cecilia ! Miss Stanley, so good ! Mr. BeaucleTc» 
BO happy! the g^ieral could not? so sorry!** Then with 
hand pressed on hers, *'• Miss Stanley, so kind of yoa 
to come. Lady Grace, ^ve me leave— Miss Stanley- 
Lady Grace BlanS,** and m a whisper, *' Lord Beltravers* 
aunt.** 

Lady Grace, with a haughty drawback motion, and % 
supercilious arching of her brows, was 

*' Happy to have the honour." Honour nasally pros> 
longed, and some guttural sounds followed, but further 
wonls, if words they were, which she syllabled between 
snuffling and mumbling, were utterly unintelligible ; and 
Helen, without being *' very hi^py,*' or happy at all^ 
only returned bend for bend. 

Lady Ceciha then presented her to a group of sister 
graces standing near the sofas of mammas and chaper- 
ons-^not each a different grace, but similar each, indeed 
upon the very same identical pattern air of young-lady 
iashion-^wefi-bred, and aj^arently well-natured. No 
jM>oner was Miss Stanley made known to them by Lady 
Cecilia, than, smiling just enough, not a muscle too 
much, they moved ; the ranks opened softly, but suffi- 
ciently, and Helen was in the group ; among them, bol 
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■ok of thenH^Bnd of ibia she becdme iniBiediately seiik 
Slide, though without knowing how or why. 

One of these daughters had had expectations last 
-season, from having been frequently Mr. Beauclerc^s 
partner, and the mother was now fanning herself op> . 
posite to him. But Helen knew nought of this: to her 
sU was apparently soft, smooth, and smiling. MHlile, 
inrhenerer any of the unprivileged multitude, the city 
monsters, passed near this high-bom, high-bred |n^up, 
they looked as though the rights of pride were infnnged, 
and, smiUng scorn, the^ dropped from half-closed litB 
such syllames of withering contempt, as they thoi^^ 
these Tulgar victims merited : careless if they heard or 
aot, rather rejoicing to see the sufferers wince beneath 
the wounds wjiich tney inflicted in their pride aiid pomp 
of sway. 

Pride I thought Helen, was it pride ? If pride it waa« 
how unlike wlut she had been taught to consider the 
proper pride of aristocracy; how unlike that noble 
sort which she had seen, admired, and loved ! Helen 
fancied what Lady Davenant would have thought, how 
i^paoble, how mean, how vulgar she would have con- 
sidered these sneers and scoffs from the nobly to the 
lowly born. How unworthy of their rank and station 
in society ! They who ought to be the first in courtesy, 
because the first in fashion ; they who ought to form 
the bright links between rank and rank in society, thus 
rudely severing them asunder * And for what ? The 
petty, selfish, vulgar triumph of the moment. 

As these thoughts passed rapidly in Helen's mind, 
she involuntarily looked towards Beauclerc ; but she 
was so encompassed by her present companions that 
she could not discover him. Had she been able to see 
his countenance, she would have read in it at once how 
exactly he was at that instant feeling with her. More 
indignant than herself, for his high chivalrous devotion, 
to the fair could ill endure the readiness with which 
the gentlemen attendants at ottoman or sofa, lent their 
aid to mock amd to embarrass every passing party of the 
city tribe, motiiers and tbeir hapless dau^ hter-train. 

At this instant Lady Bearcroft, who, if she had not 
«ood*breeding, certainly had good-nature, came up to 
Beauclero, and whispered earnestly, and with an ex- 
pression of strong interest in her countenance, 

^ As you love her» do not heed one word yon hear 
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«qrbodj Btftfais niglift, for it*8 all on pnniOBe to 
you; and I am as certain as you are it's all fals^— «■ 
«nvy« And there she goes, Envy herself in the Uack 

£iiidice9** eontimied she, looking at Lady Katriag 
wksby, 1^0 passed at that instant. 

** Good heavens !*' cried Beauclerc, what can—'' 
«*'No, no," internipted Lady Bearcrofti ^^noy no, do 
not ask'— better not ; best you shonld know no nM>re^- 
only keep your temper whaterer happens. Go you up 
the hin, uke the man in the tale, and let the bla» 
stones bawl themselves hoarse^umb. Go you oiv 
and seize your pretty singing thinking bi]d«-4he soon«r 
the better. So fare yon weu." 

And she disappeared in the crowd. Beaoclerc, tv 
whom she was perfectly unknown (though she had 
made him out), totally at a loss to imagine what 
interest she could take in Helen or in him, or what sher 
cOuM possibly mean, rather inclined to suppose she wa» 
a mad woman, and he forppot ever^ thing else as ha 
saw Helen with Lady Cecilia emerging from the bevy 
of young ladies and approaching him^ 

They stopped to speak to some acqoaintance, and he 
tried to look at Helen as if he were an indifiierent spec- 
tator, and to fancy what he shoidd think of her if ha 
saw her now for the first time. He thought that he 
should be struck not only with her beauty, but with her 
graceful air^*4ier ingenuous countenance, so expressive 
el the freshness of natural sensibility. She was ex^ 
quisitely well dressed loo, and that, as Felicie observedr 
goes for much, even with your most sensible men. 
Altogether he was chimed, whether considering her 
as with the eyes of an unbiased stranger or with hia* 
own. And aU he heard confirmed, ami, although he 
woold not have allowed it, strengthened his feelings.^ 
He heard it said that, though there were some as hand«^ 
some women in the room, there were none so interest- 
ing ; and some of the yoimg men added, *' As lovely ae 
Lady Blanche, but with more expression.*' A citizen, 
with whom Beauclerc could have shaken hands on the 
spot, said, '* There's one of the high-breds, now, thafte 
well-bred too." 

In the height of the rapture of his feelings, he over* 
took Lady Cecilia, who, tellmg 'him that they were 
going on to another room, delivered Helen to his cars^ 
md hersetf taking the arm of some ready gafitlemaa* 
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they proceeded as fast as they cotdd through the cfow4 
to tne other end of the room. 

This was the first time Helen had ever seen Lady 
Cecilia in public, where certainly she appeared to great 
advantage. Not thinking about herself, but ever wiU* 
in^ to be pleased ; so bnght, so gay, she was as sun* 
shine which seemed to spread its beams whererer sh« 
tomed. And she had something to say to everybody, 
or to answer ^tiick to whatever they said or looked, 
happy always m the dpropos of the moment. Little 
there might be, perhaps, m what she said, but there 
was M that was wanted, just what did for the occasion^ 
In others there often appeared a distress for something 
to say, or a dead dulness of countenance opposite to 
you. From others, a too fast hazarded broadside of 
questions and answers — glads and sorrys in chain-shots 
that did no execution, because there was no good aim 
—congratulations and condolences playing at cross 
purposes — ^These were mistakes, misfortunes, which 
eomd never occur in Lady Cecilia's natural grace aad 
acquired tact of manner. 

Helen was amused, as she followed her, in watching 
the readiness with which she knew how to exchange 
the necessary counters in the commerce of society ; 
tihe was amused, till her attention was distracted by 
hearing, as she and Beauclerc passed, the whispered 
words — '^Ipromessi span — ^look — La belle JitmcSe. " These 
words were repeated as they went on, and Lady Cecilia 
heard some one say, '* I thought it was broken off; that 
was all slander theni" She recollected Lady Emir's 
words, and, terrified lest Helen shouM hear moie of^ 
sIm knew not what, she began to talk to her as fast 
as she could, while they were stopped in the doorwatr 
by a crowd. She succeeded for the moment with 
Helen; she had not heard the last speech, and she 
could not, as long as Lady Cecilia spoke, hear more } 
but Beauclerc again distinguished the words **BelU 
fianeie ;^ and as he turned to discover the speaker, a 
fat matron near him asked, ''Who is itt^ and the 
daughter answered, " It is that handsome girl, with the 
white rose in her hair.*^ — " Hush !" said the brother on 
whose arm she leaned ; *^ Handsome is that handsome 
toes.* 

Handsome dees ! thousht Beauclerc ; and the rays^ 
Uvioas witfmng of his unknown friead recurred to 'kam^ 

30 
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He was astonisbedy alarmed, furious ; but the wltisiwr* 
ing party had passed on, Bsad just then Lady Cecilia 
descrying Mr. ChurclHll in the distance, she made to- 
wards bim. Conversation sure to be had in abundance 
from him. He discerned them from afar, and was hap- 
pily prepared both with a ready bit of wit and with a 
proper greeting. His meeting with Lady CeciUa was, 
of course, just the same as ever. He just took it i;^ 
where he left off at Clarendon Park ; no differencei no 
hiatus. His bow to Beauelerc and Helen, to Helen and 
Beauclerc, joined in one little sweep of a congratula-> 
tory motion, was incomparable : it said every thi^g that 
a bow could say, and more. It implied such a happy 
fre^om from envy or jealousy ; such a polite ac^ies- 
cence in the decrees of fate ; such a philosophic indif- 
ference ; such a cool, sarcastic superiority to the event ; 
and he began to Lady CeciUa with one of his prepared 
impromptus. 

'* At the instant your ladyship came up, I am afraid i 
started^ actually in a trance, I do believe. Methought 
I was-'Where do you think ? In the temple of Jagger^ 
naut." 

" Why ?" said Lady Cecilia, smiliHg* 

*' Methought,'* continued Horace, *' that t was in the 
temple of Jaggemaut— that one strange day in the year, 
when all castes meet, when aU distinction of castes 
and ranks is forgotten — ^the aboniination of mixing them 
all together permitted, for their sins no dbubt-^high 
caste and low, from the abandoned Paria to the Brahmin 
prince, from their BilUngs^ate and Farringdon Without, 
suppose up to their St. JamesVstreet and Grosvenor 
8q[uare, mingle, mingle, ye who mingle may, white 
spirits and gray, black spirits and blue. Nqw, pray 
look around : is not this Jaggemaut night with Lady 
Castlefort ?" 

"And you," said Ladv Cecilia^ "a»e not you the 
great Jaggernaut himself, driving over all in your tri- 
umphant chariot of sarcasm, and crushing d> the vic- 
tims in your way V 

This took with Horace ; it put him in spirits, in train, 
and he fired away at Lady Castlefortr whom he had 
been flattering dPaiUrance wre minutes before. 

" I so admire that acting of sacrifice in your bdk 
causme to-night ! Pasta herself could not do it better. 
There is a look of * Ob, ye just gods ! what » victifli 
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wn I!^ and with those upturned eyes so charming! 
'Well,.and seriously it is a sad sacrince. Fathers* have 
flinty hearts by parental prescription ; but husbands — 
pHU hossus especially — should have mercy, for their 
own sdcBs ; they should not strain their marital power 
.too far." 

** But,** eaid Lady Cecilia, " it is curious, that one bom 
and bred such an ultra-exclusive as Louisa Castlefort, 
should be obl^ed after her marriage immediately to 
open her doors and turn ultra-liberale, or a universal 
suffragist — ail in consequence of these misaUiancSs,^ 

** True, true," said Churchill, with a solemui pathetic 
flihake of the head. *' Gentlemen and noblemen should 
consiider before they make these low matches to save 
their studs, or l^eir souls, or their entailed estates. 
Whatever be the necessity, there can be no apology for 
outraging aU biens4ance. Necessity has no law, but it 
should have some decency. Think of bringing upon a 
Ibolish elder brother — But we won't he personad.^' 

** No, don't pray, Horace," said Lady Ceciha, mov- 
ing on. 

'* But fhink, only think, my dear Lady Cecilia ; think 
what it must be^to be *JIow-d*ye-doed,^9.nA to be ' dear 
sistered' by sueh bodies as these in public." 

" Sad! sad!" said Lady Cecilia. 

"The old French nobility," continued Churchill, 
^used to call these low money-matches ' mettre du fu- 
mier sur nos terres.'' " 

" Dirty work at best," said Lady Cecilia. 

" But still," said Horace, " it might be done with 
deceney if not wftti majesty." 

" But in the midst of all this," said Lady Cecilia, ^ I 
want some ice very much for myself, and for Helen 
paore." 

• •* I have a notion we shall find some here," replied he, 
^ if you will come on this way— in this sanctum sancto- 
rum of Lady Katrine's." 

He led them on to a little inner apartment, where, as 
he said, Lady Katrine Hawksby and her set do always 
scandal take, and sometimes tea. — '* Tea and jponck,^ 
continued he, *' you know, in London now is quite d la 
Franqaise^ and it is astonisliing to me, who am but a 
man, what strong punch ladies can take." 

*' Only when it is iced," Isaid Lady Cecilia, smiling. 
. ^' Be it 80|^ sud he^— '^ Very refreshing iee, and more 



f«lk««hiiiff scaodd, and liere we haye both in perfeclk^ 
8caiidal« liot and hot, and ice, cold and cold.** 

By this time they had reached the entrance to what 
he called Lady Katrine's sanetmn sanctarumf where ^e 
had gathered round tlie iced*);)unoh and tea-table a select 
party, whom she had drawn together with the promise 
of the other half of a half-pubUshed report, — a report 
in which ^ Ipnmtessi spon" and *' La htu^fiancU^ were 
implicated ! 

" Stop here one moment," cried Churdiill, " one mo- 
ment longer. Let us see before we are seen. Look in, 
look in pray, at this group. Lady Katrine herself on 
the sofa, finger up-*-holduig forth ; and the deaf old 
woman stretching forward to hear, while the other, with 
the untasted punch, sits suspended in curiosity. *■ What 
ean it be V she savs, or seems to say. Now, now, see 
the pretty one's hands and eyenk uplifted, and the ugly 
one, with that look of horror, is exciaimine, * You don't 
say so, my dear Lady Katrine !' Admirable creatures ! 
Cant and scandal personified! I wish Wilkie were 
here — worth any money to him." 

** And he should call it * The scandal party,* " said 
Lady Cecilia. <' He told me he never could venture 
upon a subject unless he could ^ve it a good name." 

At this moment Lady Katnne, having finished her 
stoiy, rose, and awaking from the abstraction of maliee, 
she looked up and saw Helen and Lady Cecilia, and, 
as she came forward, Churchill whispered between 
them. 

<( Now-^now we are going comfortably to enjoy, no 
doubt, Madame de Sevign6's pleasure ' q» mal dire da 
prochain,' at the right hour too." 

Churchill left them there. Lady Katrine welcoming 
her victims — ^her unsuspicious victims — he slid off to 
the friends round the tea-table to learn from " Cant" 
what '* Scandal" had been telling. Beauclerc was gone 
to inquii^ forthe carriage. The mstant Helen appeared, 
all eyes were fixed upon her, and '' Belle fiancee" was 
murmured round, and Ceciha heard—** He's much to be 
pitied." 

At this moment Lord Castlefort went up to Helen ; 
she had always been a favourite of his $ he was gratefid to 
her for her constant kindness to him, and, peevish thou^ 
the little man might be, he had a good heurt, and he 
•howed it now by instantly taking Helen out of the 
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midst of the starers, and begging^ her opinion upon a 
lavoiirite picture of his, a Madonna. — Was it a Raffaelle/ 
or was it not t He and Mr. Churchill, he said, were at 
issue about it. In short, no matter what he said, it en* 
grossed Helen's attention, so that she could not hear any 
thing that passed, and could not be seen by the starers ; 
and he detained her in conversation till Beauclerc can^e 
to say — *^ The carriage is ready, Lady Cecilia is impa^ 
tient." 

Lord Castlefort opened a door that led at once to the 
staircase, so that they had not to recross all the rooms, 
but got out' immediately. The smallest service merits 
thanks, and Helen th^uiked Lord Castlefort by a look 
which he appreciated. 

Even in the few words which Beauclerc had said as 
he announced the carriage^ she had perceived that he 
y/ms agitated ; and, as he attended her in silence down 
the stairs, his look was grave and preoccupied ; she saw 
he was displeased, and she thou^t he was displeased 
nvith her. When he had put them into the carriage, he 
wished them good-night. 
*' Are not you coming with us ?'• cried Lady Cecilia. 
*' No, he thanked her, he had rather walk, and,'' he 
added — '* I shall not see you at breakfast — I am en- 
gaged." 

'* Home !'' said Lady Cecilia, drawing up the glass 
with a jerk. 

Helen looked out anxiously. Beauclerc had turned 
away, but she caught one more glance of his face as the 
lamp flared upon it — she saw, smd she was sure that — 
" Something is very much the matter — I am certain 
of it." 

^Nonsense, my dear Helen,'* said Lady Cecilia. 
^ the matter is, that he is tired to death, as I am sure 
I am." 

" There's more than that," said Helen, " he is angry," 
— and she sighed. ^ 

** Now, Helen, do not torment yourself about nothing," 
said Cecilia, who, not being sure whether Beauclerc had 
heard any thing, had not looked at his countenance or 
remarked his tone ; her mind was occupied with what 
had passed while Helen was looking at the Madonna, 
iady Cecilia had tried to make out the meaning of these 
extraordinary starings and whisperings — Lady Katrine 
wot^ not tell her any thing distinctly, bat said, 
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** Strann imrto^so tony it had got into the p^^ 
those Tile libellous papers ; of course she did not believe 
•—of MJss Stanley. After aU, nothing yery bad — a litfJe 
awkward only— might be hushed up. Better not talk of 
it to-night ; but I will try, Cecilui, in the morning, to 
find those paragraphs for you.** 

Lady Cecilia determined to go as early as possible in 
the morning, and make out the whole ; and, had she 
plainly told this to Helen, it would have been better for 
aU parties : but she continued to talk of the people they 
had seen, to hide her thoughts from Helen, who all the 
time felt as in a feverish <&eam, watching the lights of 
the carriage flit by like fiery eyes, while she thought 
only of the strange words she luui heard, and why tSsy 
should have made Beauclerc angry with her. 

At last they were at home. As they went in, La^ 
Cecilia inquired if the general had come int'^-Yes, he 
had been at home for some time, and was in bed. 
This was a relief. Helen was glad not to see any one, 
or to be obliged to say any thing more that night. Lady 
Cecilia bade her to "be a good child, and go to sleep." 
How much Helen slept may be left to the judgment of 
those who have any imagination. 



CHAPTER XXXVI. 

* 

^* Mii«A]>i a une migraine affreuse this morning," 
Felicie, addressing herself on the stairs to Rose. ^ JlliBe 
amitiis de sa part to your young lady, Miss Rose, and 
miladi recommend to her to follow a good example, and 
to take her breakfast in her bed, and then to take one 
good sleep till you shall hear midi sonni.^^ 

Miss Stanley, however, was up and dressed at the 
time when Uiis message was brought to her, and a few 
minutes afterward a footman came to the door, to give 
notice that the general was in the breakfast-room, wait- 
ing to know whether Miss Stanley was coming down or 
not. The idea of a tite-u-tite breakfast with him was 
not now quite so agreeable as it would have been to her 
formerly, but she went down. The general was stand* 
ing with his back to the fire, newsp^ters hanging fioA 
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kilA4 bis* look moiiioiislf gmoi AlWr *' Good 
mornings" had been exchanged with awful solenmit^y 
B^^B ventured to hope that there waa no bad pubhc 



** Ho poblifi n^wa whatever,*' aaid the generaL 

Next, she was soiry to hear that CeciUa had *' such a 
bad headache.** 

** Tired last night," said the general. 

** It w^ indeed, a tiresome, disagreeable paity," said 
Hel^i, hoping this would lead to how so ? or why % but 
liie funeral dryly answered, *^Not the London season," 
9ia4 weftt oa eatuig his breakfast in silence. 

Such a constraint and awe came, upon her, that atho 
felt it would be taking too great a liberty, in his present 
mcN>d, to put Kttgar and cream into his tea, as sne was 
wont in hamMar times. She set sugar-bowl and cream 
before him, and wheth^ he understood, or noticed not 
her feeUfigs, she Could not guess. He sugared, and 
carewoied, amd drank, and thought, and spoke not. Helen 
put out of Ikis way a supernumerary cup, to which he had 
already given a push, and she said^ " Blr. Beaucl^rc does 
not breakfast with us." 

*' 80 1 sinppose," said the general, ^ as he is not here ** 

*' He said he was engaged to breakfast." 

"With some of his friends, I suppose," said the 
gener^. 

There the dialogue came to a full stop, and breakfast, 
uncomfortably on her part, and with a preoccupied air 
on his, went on in absolute silence. At length the 
gfoaenl signified to the searvant who was in waiting, by 
a nod, and a look towards' the door, that his fur^r at- 
tendance was dispensed with. At another time Helen 
would have felt such a dismissal as a relief, for she dis- 
Iflied, and recollected that her uncle partici:darly disliked 
the fashion of having servants waiting at a family break* 
fast, which he justly deeined unsuitM to our good old 
E^i^sh domestic habits ; but somehow it haj^iied that 
at ttiis moment she was rather sorry when the servant 
lolt the room. He returned however in a moment, with 
flomething which ho fancied to be yet wanting; the 
general, after glancing at whatever he had brought, said, 
^Ihat wifi do, Cockbum ; we want nothing more." 

Oockbum placed a screen between him and the fire ; 
the gonaral put it aside, and, looking at him, said sternly 
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•p-^'Cocktmni, no iiitellifenoe miiBt ever go from my 
hoase to any newspapers." 

Cockbom bowed—" None shall, sir, if I ean preyent 
it; none ever did from me, general." 

'* None mast erer go from any one in my family— 4odk 
to it." 

Cockbum bowed again respectfully, but with a look 
of reservation of right of remonstrance, answered by a 
look from his master, of " ^o more must be said." Yet 
Cockbum was a faTOuriter; he had lived in the famil5r 
iVom the time he was a boy. He moved hastily towards 
the door, and having turned the handle, rested upon it 
and said, *^ General, I cannot ansvnnr for others." 

" Then, Cockbum, 1 must find somebody who oan." 

Cockbum disappeared, but after closing the door the 
veteran opened it again, stood, and said stoutly, though 
seemingly with some impediment in his throat — ^*' Oeneml 
Clarendon, do me the Justice to give me full powers." 

*' Whatever yon require : say, such are your orders ' 
from me, and that you have full power to dismiss 
whoever disobeys." Cockbum bowed, and withdrew 



Another adence, when the general hastily finishing 
his breakfast, took up the newspaper, and said, 

" I wished to have spared you the pain of seeing these. 
Miss Stanley, but it must be done now. 

" There have appeared in certain papers, paragraphs 
alluding to Beauclerc and to you; these scandalous 
papers I never aJlow to enter my house, but I was in- 
formed that there were such paragraphs, and I was 
oUiged to examine into them. ' I am soiry to find that 
thev have some of them been copied into my paper 
to-day." 

He laid the newspaper before her. The first words 
which straok her eye were the dreaded wliispers of last 
night ( the paragraph was as follows : — 

.*' In a few days will be published the Memoirs of the 
late Colonel D' * * *^ *, comprising anecdotes, and original 
lore-letters : whieh will explain the mysterious allusions 
lately made in certain papers to ^Za belle Fiancie^^ and 
* Ipromessi spdsV " 

" What !" exclaimed Helen ; « the letters ! published !" ' 
' The general had turned from her as she read, and had 
g^ne to his writing-desk, which was at the farthest end 
of the room ; he unlocked it, and took from it a small 



irofamie, and tanung oTer the leaves as he slowly ap- 
proached Helen, he folded down some pages, laid the 
wolume <m tiie table before her, and then said, 

'^Before you look into these scandalous memoirs, 
Miss Stanley, let me assure you, that nothing but the 
necessity of being impowered by you to say what is 
truth and what is falsehood, pould determine me to give 
you this shock." 

She was scarcely able to put forward her hand ; yet 
look the book, opened it, looked at it, saw letters which 
she knew could not be Cecilia's, but tumiiuf another 
leaf, she pushed it from her with horror, ft was the 
letter begmning with '^ My dear — ^too dear Henry." 
*' In print !" cried she ; '' in print ! published !" 
'^Not published yet, that I hope to be able to pre* 
Tent,'* sai4 the general. 

Whether she heard, whether she could hear him, he 
was not certain, her head was bent down, her hands 
clasping her forehead. He waited some minutes, then 
sittmg down beside her, with a voice of gentleness and 
^Mumiseration, yet of steady determination, he went 
on. ^ 

^ I mwt speak, and you mu$t hear me, Helen, for your 
pwn sake, and for Beauclerc's sake," 
« Speak!" cried she, " I hear." 
*^ Hear then the words of a friend, who will be. true 
to you through life*— through life and death, if you will 
be but true to yourself, Helen Stanley— a friend who 
loves you as he loves Beauclerc : but he must do more, 
fae must esteem you as he esteems Beauclerc, incapable 
of any thing thatis false." 
Helen tistened with her breaith suspended, not a word 

**ThettIask— " 
(' She put her hand i^n his arm, as if to stop him; she 
had a foreboding that he was going to ask something 
Uiat she could not, without betraying Cecilia, answer, 

** If you are not yet sufficiently collected, I wiU wait ; 
take your own time.-^My question is simple — ^I ask you 
to teu me whether all these letters are yours or not 1" 

^ No," cried Helen, " these letters are not mine." 

*' Not all," said the general : " this first one I know 
to be yours, because I saw it in your handwriting ; but 
I am certain all cannot be yours : now will you show 
me which are, and which are not/' 
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** I win take ttiem to my own room, and consider and 
ozamine." 

'* Why not look at them here, Miss Stanley T" 

She wanted to see Cecilia, she knew she coutd 
never answer the question without consulting her, but 
that die coidd not say ; still she had no other resot^ce, 
so, conquering her trembling, she rose and said, ^*I 
would rather go to—" 

^ Not to Cecilia,'* said he ; •' to that I object : what 
can Cecilia do for you 1 what can she advise, butt what 
I advise, that the plain truth should be told ?" 

" If I could ! O if I could !'* cried Helen. 

'^ What can you mean ? Pardon 'me. Miss Stanley, 
but surely you can tell the plain fact ; you can recol- 
lect what you have written — ^at least yon can know what 
you have not written. You have not yet even looked be- 
yond a few of the ietters-^pray be composed — be your- 
self. This business it was that brought me to town. I 
was warned by that young lady, that poetess of Mr. 
Churchill's, whom you made your friend by some kind- 
ness at Clarendon Park — I was warned that there was 
a book to come out, these Memoirs of Colone). D'Au- 
bigny, which would contain letters said to be yours, a 
pubhcation that would be highly injurious to you. I 
need not enter into details of the measures I conse- 
quently took ; but I ascertained that Sir Thomas D*An- 
bigny, the elder brother of the colonel, knows nothing 
more of the matter than that he gave a manuscript of 
his brother's which he never read, to be published ; the 
rest is a miserable intrigue between booksellers and lite- 
rary manufacturers, Ilmow not whom ; I have not been 
able to get to the bottom of it ; sufGLoient for my pres- 
ent purpose I know, and must tell you. YPU have ene^ 
mies who evidently desire to destroy your reputation, of 
course to break your marriage. For this purpose the 
slanderous press has been set at work, the gossifMng 
part of the public has had its vile curiosity excited, the 
publication of this book is expected in a few days ; this 
18 the only copy yet completed, I believe, and this I 
could not get from the bookseller till this morning ; I 
iun now going to, have every other copy destroyed 
llirectly." 

<* Oh, my dear, dear friend, how can I thank yon 1" 

K^r tears gushed fort^ 



^Thftnk me aot bf worils, Helen, but by acttons ; no 
tears, summon yoilr soul—- be yourself.*' 

** O if I could but retrieve one false step l^ — she sud- 
denly checked herself. He stood aehast fat an instant, 
tiien lecovering himself as he locmed upon her, and 
marked the nature of her emotion, he ^&— 

**• There can be no false step that yoa could ever haVid 
'. taken that cannot be retrieved. Inhere can be tiothin^ 
t t^t is irretrievable, except falsehood." 

** Falsehood ! no," cried she ^ '* 1 will not say what id 
false — therefore I will not say any thin^." 

" Then since you cannot speak," continued the gene 
Iral, '* will you trust me with the letters themselves 1 
Have you l/i ought them to town with yotiV' 

** The origmal letters V' 

'* Yes, those in the packet which 1 gate to you af 
Clarendon Park/' 

" They are burned.^' 

** All ¥— -one, this first letter, I saw you tear ; did yoti 
bum all the rest ?" 

^ They are burned," repeated she, coloitrinig all ovet< 
She could not say, " /burned them." 

He thought it a poor evasion^ ** They are btrmed,'^ 
continued he, ** that is^ you buili^d them : unfortunate^ 
1 must then reeur to my first appeal. Take this penoiL 
and mark, I pray you, the passages that are yours. I 
may be called upon to prove the forgery of these pas- 
sages : if you do not show me^ aM truly, which are 
yours, add which are not, bow can I answer for youf 
Helen 1" 

"One hour,'* said Helenr-** only leave meibr ono 
hour, and it shall be done.^ 

" Why this cowardly delay V^ 

** I ask only one hour— only leaye ilie for one hOfuf." 

" I obey, Miss Stanley^ since it must be so. I am 
gone," 

He went, and Helen iek how sunk she was in his 
OfMuion,— «uidc for ever^ she feared f but she as yet could 
Hot think distinctly, her mind was stunned : she felt that 
she must wait for somebody, but did not at first recol- 
lect dearly that it was for Cecilia. She feaned back on 
tibe 80fa« and sank into a sort of dreamy state.^ How 
long she remained thus unconsciotts she 'knew not ; but 
she was roused at last by the sound, as she fiEmcied, of 
a carriage stopftinf at the door < she started upf but ii 
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^vtuB gfone, or it fasd not been. She p«4!«e^red that the* 
breakfast things had been remored, and, tnnnng lief 
eyes upon the clock, she was surprised to see how late 
it was. She snatched up the pages which she hated to 
touch, and ran up stairs to Cecilia's Tooni,*^oor boltod; 
she gave a hasty tap— no answer ; tmottier louder, no 
answer. She raninto the dressingp-room (&r F^bkue, wifto 
came with a face of mystery, and the smile tiiumplumt 
of one who knows what is not to be known. But tiie 
smile vanished on seeing Miss Stanley's face» 

"Bon Dieu! Miss Stanley— how pale ! mm qn^est 
ce (me c'est ! Mon Dieu, qu^e&rt ce que c'est done 1*' 

"Is Lady Cecilia's door bolted witfainsidet*' sidd 
Helen. 

"No, only lock by me,*' said Mademoiselle Felide. 
*' Miladi charge me not to tell yon she was net dere. 
And I had de presentiment you might go up to look Ibr 
her in her room. Her head is got better qmle. 8he ia 
all up and dress ; she is gone out in the cunriuge, ai^ 
will soon be back, no doubt. I know not to wIm^ iriM 
go, but in my opinion to my Lady Katrine. If yon jdease 
you not mention I say dat, as miladi charge me not le 
speak of dis to you. Apparemment quelgue petk mysiireJ" 
^ Poor Helen felt as if her last hope was gone, and 
now, in a contrary extreme from the dreamy torpor ia 
which she had been before, she was seised with a ner- 
vous impatience for the arrival of Cecilia, tiioorii 
whether to hope or fear from it, she did not disti&eSy 
know. She went to the drawing-room, and listened 
and listened, and watched and watched, and looked at 
the clock, and felt a still increasing dread that the 
generaJ might return before Lady Cecilia, and that i^e 
should not have accomplished her promise.- She became 
more and more impatient. 

As it grew later, the rolling of carriages increased, 
and their noise grew louder, and continuafly as they 
came near she expected that one Would stop at the 
door. 

She expected and expected, and feared, and grew satk 
with fear long deferred. At last one carriage did etojp^ 
and then came a thundering knock— -louder, she ^oi^itr 
than u^ual ; but before she could decide whether it was 
Cecilia or not, the room-door opened, and the seiWDl 
had scarcely time to say, that two ladies who did not 
give their names bad insrated upon being let 
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file two ladles entered. One in fte extreme of foreign 
lasAiion, but an Engli8hwoman« of assured and not pre« 
I>088e88ing appearance : the other, half hid behind her 
c<Hnpanion, and all timidity, strack Helen as the most 
beautiful creature she had erer beheld. 

*' A thousand pardons for forcing your doors^" said 

tte foremost ladv ; " but I bear my apology in mj[ hand : 

a precious little box of Roman cameos from a friend of 

* Xiady Cecilia Clarendon's, which I was desired to delirer 

myself.^* 

Helen was, of coursCf sorry that Lady Cecilia was 
not at home. 

*' I presume I have the honour of spealiipg to Miss 
Stanley,'* cbnthmed the assured lady^ and she gave her 
card, ** Comtesse de St. Cymon." Then half-turning to 
the beauty, who now became yisiblo— " AUow me to 
mention — Lady Blanche Forrester." 

At that name Helen did not start, but she felt as if 
she had received an electric shock. How she went 
tluottgfa the necessary forms of civility she knew not ; 
iMit even in the agony of passion the little habits of Ufe 
hold their sway. The eastomary motions were made^ 
and words pronounced ; yet when Helen looked at that 
beautilul Lady Blanche^ and saw how beautiful I there 
came a spasm at her heart. 

The GomtessOf in answer to her look towards a chair, 
did not " choose to sit down — could not stay — ^would not 
intrude on Miss Stanley." So they stood, Helen sup- 
porting herself as best she could, and preserving, appa- 
rently, perfect composure^ seeming to listen to what 
farther Madame de St. Cymon was saying ; but only the 
sounds reached her ear, and a general notion that she 
spoke of the box in her hand. She gave Hel^n some 
message to Lady CecHiar explanatory oi her waiting or 
not waitmg upon her ladyship, to all which Helen 
luttwered with proper signs of civility ; and while the 
oomtesse was going on, she longed to look again at 
Lady Blanche, but dared not. She saw a half courtesy 
and a recedmg motion ; and she knew fhe3r were going, 
said she courtesied mechanically. She felt inexpressible 
relief when Madame de St. Cymon turned her back and 
moved towards the door. Then Helen looked again at 
Lady Blanche, and saw again her surpassing beauty and 
per^ct tranquillity. The tranquillity gave her courage. 
It passed instantaneously into herself, through her whole 
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certainly ne?er silenced any woman. Sligfater could 
not be — scarce enough to swear by. There seemed no 
great temptation to prevarication either^for the general's 
question was not of a formidable nature, not what the 
bwyers c^ a leading question, rather one that led to 
nothing. It was only— 

^ Hsd you a pleasant party at Lady Castleibrt's last 
njght, my dear Cecilia V 

But with that prescience with which some nicely 
foresee how the truth, seemingly most innocent, may 
do harm, her ladyship foreboded that, if she answered 
straight forward — **no" — that might lead to— why t 
howl or wherefore 1— and this might bring out the 
history of the strange rude manner in which La heUe 

^\ancie had been received. That need not necessarily 
ave followed, but, even if it had, it would have done 
her no harm, — ^rather would have served at once her 
purpose in the best manner possible, as time will show. 

Her husband, unsuspicious man, asked no more ques- 
tions, and only gave her the very advice she wished him 
to give, that she should not get up to breakfast — ^ttiat 
riie should rest as long as she could. Further, as if to 
forward her schemes, even without knowing them, he 
left the house early, and her headache conyeniently 
going off, she was dressed with, all des]Nitch— -carriage 
at the door as soon as husband out of siffht, and away 
she w^at, as we have seen, without Helen's hearing* 
seeing, or suspecting her so well contrived and execute 
project. 

She was now in good spirits. The infection of fear 
which she had caught, perhaps from the too sensitive 
Helen, last night, she had thrown off this morning. It 
was a sunny day, and the bright sunshine dispeUed, as 
ever with her, any black notions of the night, aU melan- 
choly ideas whatsoever. She had all the constitutional 
hopefulness of good animal spirits. But though no feme 
remained, curiosity was as strong as ever. She was 
exceedingly eager to know what had been the cause of 
all these strange appeahmces. She guessed it must be 
some pitiful jealousy of Lady Katnne's— some poor 
spite against Helen. Any thing that should really give 
Beaucleyc uneasintes, she now sincereW believed to be 
out of the question. Nonsense— only Helen and Bean- 
clerc's love of tormenting themselves — quite nonsense ! 

And nonsense I three times clacnlaled, ipiite settled 
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the- maltarj and assured her in the belief that there 
could be nothing serious to be apprehended. In five 
minutes she shoiud be at the bottom of all things, and in 
half an hour return triumphant to Helen, and make her 
lauffh at her cowardly self. The carriage rolled on, 
La^ Cecilia's spirits rising as she moved rapidly on* 
wards, so that by the time she arrived at Lady Castle- 
fort's she was not only in good but in high spirits. 

To her askings, "Wot at home" never echoed. Even 
at hours undue, such as the present, she, privileged^ 
penetrated. Accordingly, unquestioned, unquestioning, 
the alert step was let down, opened wide was the haU- 
door, and lightly tripped she up the steps ; but the first 
look into the hall told her that company was in the 
house already — ^yes — abreakfast^- <all were in the break- 
&8t-room, except Lady Castlefort, not yet come down — 
above, the footman believed, in her boudbir. To the 
boudoir Cecilia went, but Lady Castlefort was not there, 
and Cecilia was surprised to hear the sound of music in 
the drawing-room, Lady Castlefort's voice singing. 
VHiile she waited in the next room for the song to be 
finished, Cecilia turned over the books on the table, 
richly gilt and beautifully bound, except one in a brown 
paper parcel, which seemed unsuited to the table, yet 
excited more attention than all the others, because it 
was directed " Private— for Lady Katherine Hawksby — to 
heretumed before two 0* clock J*^ What could it be? thought 
Lady Cecilia. But her attention was now attracted by 
the song which Lady Castlefort seemed to be practising ; 
the words were distinctly pronounced, uncommonly dis< 
tinctly, so as to be plainly heard — 

" Had we never loved so kindly, 
Had we never loved so blindly, 
i Never met, or never parted, 

j • We had ne*er been biroken hearted." 



As Cecilia listened, she cast her eyes upon a card which 
ky on the table — " Lord Beltravers," and a new light 
flashed upon her, a light favourable to her present pur- 
pose ; for since the object was altered with Lady Castle- 
fort, since it was notBeauclerc any longer, there would 
be no further ill-will towards Helen. Lady Castlefort 
was not of the violent vindictive sort, with her there 
was no long-lasting c^^'/ amoureux, $he was not that 
fiiry, a woman scomeoi but that blessed spirit, a woman 

F 3 
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belieTing: herself always admired. ** Soft, siOr, sootli-*** 
not one of the hard, wicked, is Louisa,^ thought Cecilia. 
And as Lady Oastlefort, slowly opening the door, 
entered, timid, as if she. knew some particular person 
was in the room, Cecilia could not heq> suspecting that 
Louisa had intended her soiig for other ears than those 
of her dear cousin, and that the supetfo nesligence of 
her dress was not unstudied; but that weTl-preparedy 
well-according sentimental air, changed instantly on 
seeinji' — ^not the person expected, and with a start, she 
exclaimed, " Cecilia Clarcijdon!" 

'' Louisa Castlefort !" cried Lady Cedlia, answering 
that involuntary start of confusion with a well-acted 
start of admiration. *' Louisa Castlefort, si beUe^ si bdUf 
so beamtifnlly dressed !** 

^ BeautiMly dressed ! — ^nothing extraordinary!** add 
Lady bastlefort, advancing with a half embarrassed, 
half nonchalant air, — ^^ One must make something of s 
toilette de mating you know, when one has people to 
breakfast.** 

'< So elegant, so negligent !" continued Lady Cecilia. 

** There is the point," said Lady Castlefort. «• I can- 
i^ot bear any thing that is studied in costume, for dress is 
really a matter of so little consequence! I never 
bestow a thought upon it. Angehque rules my toilette 
$s she pleases.** 

^ Angelique has the taste of an ange) fresh ^m Paris.** 
cried Lady Cecilia. 

*^ And now tell me, Cecilia," pursued Lady Castlefort, 
quite in good humour, '* tell me, my dear, to what do I 
owe this treasure 1 what makes you so maft'no^^? Itmust 
be soiffething very extraordinary.** 

^ Not at ^, only a little matter of curiosity.** 

Then, frpm Lady Castlefort, who had hitherto, as if 
in absence of n^ind, stood, there was a slight *' Won*t 
you sit?" motion. 

** No, no, I canH sit, can*t stay,*' said Lady Cecilia. 

A look quickly visible, and quickly suppressed, showed 
Lady CastleforTs sense of relief ; then came immedi- 
ately greater pressing to sit down, " Pray do not be in 
such a hurry." 

" But I am keeping you : have you breakfasted!** 

** Taking coffee in my own room,** said Lady 
CasUi^fort, 
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''BiityimhaTepeoldelobreakfiMt; must not jon go 
down I" 

^ No noy I flhall not go down» for this is Katiine*8 
affair, as I will explain to you.". 

Lady Cecilia was quite content, without any eiqplana^ 
tioDy and sitting doD^p, she drew her chair dose to Lady 
Castiefort, and said, 

** Now, my dear, my l^tle matter of curiosity." 
^ " Stay, my dear, first I must tell you about Katrine—* 
How confidently-^ery." 

Lady Cecilia ou^ht to hare been aware that when 
once her dear cousm Lonisa^s little heart opened, and 
tbe became confidential, very, it was always of her own 
domestic grieranoes she began to talk, and that, once thft 
sluice opened, ont poured from the deep reservoir the 
kmg*collected minate drops of months and years* 

'* You have no idea what a life i lead with Katrine—- 
now she is grown blue." 

" Is she ?'* said Lady Cecilia, quite indifferent. 

** Deep blue ! shocking : and this is a blue breakfast, 
and all tne people at it are blue bores, and a blue bore 
isy as Horace Churchill says, one of the most mischier- 
otts creatures breathing ; and he tells me the only way 
of hindering them from doin^ mischief is by ringing 
them ; but first you most get nngs. Now, in this case, 
for Katrine not a ring to l^ had for love or money. So 
there is no hope lor me." 

** No hope for me," thonght Lady Cecilia, throwin|f 
herself back in her chair, submissive, but not resigned. 

*^ If it had but pleased Heaven," continued Lady Cas- 
tlefort, '* in its mercy, to have sent Katrine a husband of 
any kind, what a blessing it would have been! If shecould 
but have been married to anybody — ^now anybody— '" 

** Anybody is infinitely oUiged to you," said Cecilia, 
^ but since that is out of the question, let us say no more 
about it—no use." 

" No use ! that is the very thing of which 1 complain ; 
the very thing which must ever— ever make me miser- 
able." 

** Well, well, my dear," cried Lady Cecilia, no longer 
capable of patience ; " do not be miserable any more 
just now ; never mind Katrine just now." 

'* Never mind her ! Easy for you to say, Cecilia, who 
do not live with Katrine Hawksby, and do not know 
^s^iat it is to have such a plague of a sister, watchinf 
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one-^watchiiig every turn, every look one gives--wot8e 
than a jealous husband. Can I say more !*' 

*' No,*' cried Cecilia ; ** therefore say no more about 
it. I understand it all perfectly, and I pity jon from the 
bottom of my heart : so now, my dear Louisa — ^*' 

^ I tell you, my dear Cecilia," ^^irsued Lady Caatle- 
fort, continuing her own thoughts, " I tell you, Katrine 
is envious of me. Envy has b«en her fault from a child. 
Envy of poor me! Envy, in the -first place, of what 
ever good looks it pleased Providence to give me.'' — A 
l^ance at the glass. — ^^ And now Katrine envies me for 
being Lady Castlefort. Heaven knows ! now, Cecilia^ 
and you know, she need not envy me so when she lo<^ 
at Lord Castlefort; that is, what she sometimes says 
herself, which you know is very wrong of her to say to 
me — ^unnecessarjr.too, when she knows I had no more 
tumd in mv marriage — " 

*' Than heart !" Cecilia could not forbear aayinff. 

**Than heart 1" readily responded Lady Castlefort; 
^ never was a truer word said. Never was there a more 
complete sacrifice than my mother made of me ; you 
know, Ceciha, a poor, young, innocent, helpless sacri- 
fice, if ever there was one upon earth." 

" To a coronet," said Lady Cecilia. 

''Absolutely dragged to the altar," continued Lady 
Castlefort. 

" In Mechlin lace, that was some comfort," said Cecilia, 
laugtiing, and she laughed on in hope of cutting short 
this sad chapter of sacrifices. But Lady Castlefort 
did not understand raillery upon this too tender point. 
'* I don't know what you mean by Mechlin lace," cried 
she, pettisUy. ^' Is this your friendship for me, Ce* 
ciUa t" 

Cecilia, justly in fear of losing the reward of her large 
lay-out of flattery, fell to protesting the tenderest sym- 
pathy. '* But only now it was all over, why make her 
neart bleed about what could not be helped !'* 

^ Cannot be helped ! Oh ! there is the very thing I 
must ever, ever mourn." 

The embroidered cambric handkerchief was taken 
out of the bag ; no tears, indeed, came, but there were 
sobs, and Cecilia not knowing how far it mig:ht go, ap- 
prehending that her ladyship meditated hysterics, seized 
a amelling-bottle, threw out the stopper, and presented 
it okM under the nostrils. The good " SeU poignmu 
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^AngUterre^^ of whioh Felicie always acknowledred 
the unrivalled potency, did their business effectuaiUy* 
Back went the head, with an exclamation of '* That^s 
enovgh ! Oh, oh ! too much! too much, Cecilia!'' 

** Are you better, my dear !" inquired Cecilia ; " but, 
indeed, you must not gl^e way to low spirits ; indeed 
you must not ; so now, to change the conversatioo, 
Louisa-7-" 

" Not so fast. Lady Cecilia ; not yet ;" and now Lou- 
isa went on Math a medical maundering. " As to low 
spirits, my dear Ceciha, I must say I agree with Sir Sib 
Pennyfeather, who tells me it is not mere common low 
Hpirits, but really all mind, too much mind ; mind prey- 
ing upon my nerves. Oh ! I knew it myself. At first 
he thoug^fat It was rather constitutional ; poor dear Sir 
Sib ! he is veiy clever. Sir Sib ; and I convinced him he 
was wrong ; and so we agreed that it was all upon my 
mind— aU, aU !— '• 

At that instant a green parrot, who had been half 
tiftleep in the comer, awoke on Lady Castlefort's pro- 
nouncing, in an elevated tone, ** All, all !'' and conceiv« 
fug himself in some way called upon, answered, ** Poll! 
Poll ! bit 0* sugar, Poll !" 

. No small difficulty had Lady Cecilia at that moment 
in keeping her risible muscles in order ; but she did, for 
Helen s sake, and she was rewarded, for after Lady Cas- 
tlefort had, all unconscious of ridicule, fed Poll from 
her amber hwibonnaire^ and sighed out once more " Mind ! 
too much mind !" she tucned to Cecilia, and said, ** But, 
tny dear, yon wanted something ; you had something to 
ask me." 

At once, and as fast as she could speak. Lady Cecilia 
poured out her business about Helen Stanley. She told 
of the ill-bred manner in which Helen had been received 
last night ; inquired why the words promeisi sposi and 
beOeJianeSe were so oddly repeated, as if they had been 
watchwords, and aske^ what was meant by all those 
stranffe whisperings in the sanctum sanctorum, 

'* Katrine's set," observed Lady Castlefort, coolly4 
** Just like them ; just like her !'* 

**• I should not care about it in the least," said Ladj 
Cecilia, '*if it were only Katrine's ill-nature, or their 
ill-breeding. Ill-breeding always recoils on the iU-bre^ 
«Dd does nobody else any harm. But I should be glad 



ISA HBLIir. , 

to be qnite clear that there is nothing more at the bot- 
tom." 

Lady Castlefort made no reply, but took up a bunch 
o( aeafs, and looked at each of them one after another. 

Lady Cecilia, more afraid now than she had yet been 
that there was something at the bottom, still bravely 
went on, ** What is it ! If you Imow tell me at once.*' 

^ Nay, ask Katrine,'* said Lady Castlefort. 

'* No, I ask of you, I would rather zak you, for you 
are good-natured, Louisa — so tell me." 

'* But I dare say it is only slander," said the goodr 
natured Louisa. 

" Slander !" repeated Lady Cecilia, ** slander* did yon 
say !" 

" Yes ; what is there to surprise you so muck in that 
word! did you never hear of such a thing t I am sure 
I hear too much of it ; Katrine lives and breathes and 
fattens upon it: as Churchill says, she eats slander, 
drinks slander, sleeps upon slander." 

" But tell me, what of Helen % that is all I want to 
hear," cried Lady Cecflia : ** Slander ! of Helen Stan* 
ley! what is it that Katrine say« about poor Helen! 
what spite, what vengeance, can she have agrainst her, 
tell me, tell me." 

" If you would ask one question at a time, I might be 
able to answer you," said Lady Castlefort. " Do not 
hurry me so ; you fidget my nerves. First as to the 
spite, you know yourself that Katrine, from the begin- 
nmg, never could endure Helen Stanley ; for myp^ I 
always rather liked her than otherwise, and shafi defend 
her to the last." 

" Defend her !" 

" But Katrine was always rather jealous of her, and 
lately worse than ever, for getting into her place, as she 
says, with you ; that made her hate her all the more." 

'* Let her hate on, that will never make me love Helen 
the less." 

" So I told her ; and besides. Miss Stanley is going to 
be married." 

"To be sure; well?" 

" And Katrine naturally hates everybody that is going 
to be married. If you were to see the state she is in 
always, reading the announcements of marriages in high 
life ! Churchill, I do believe, had Miss Stanley's intended 
match put into every paper continually, on purpose for 
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tliepleasare of plaguing Katrine; and if you could ]iav« 
seen her long face, when she saw it annonnced in the 
Court Gazette— good authority, you know— really it was 
pitiable." 

" I don^t care, I don't care about that--Oh pray go cm 
to the facts about Hel^i." 

" Well, but the fact is as I tell you; you wanted to 
know what sufficient cause for vengeance, and am not I 
telling you 1 If you would not get into such a state of 
excitement ! — as Sir Sib says, excitements should be 
avoided. La! my dear," continued Lady Castlefort, 
looking up at her with unfeigned astonishment, '* what 
agitation ! why, if it were a matter that concerned your« 
self—" 

'' It concerns my friend, and that is the same thing." 
. " So one says ; out — ^vou look really such a colour." 

'*No matter what colour I look," ched Cecilia; ''go 
on." 

« Do you never read the papers 1" said Lady Castle^ 
fort. 

*' Sometimes," said Lady Cecilia ; *' but I have not 
looked at a paper these three days ; was there any thing 
particular! tell me." 

^ My dear ! tell you ! as if I could remember by heart 
all the scandalous paragraphs I read." She looked 
round the room, and not seeing the papers, said, *' I do 
BOt know what has become of those papers : but you 
can find them when you go home." 

She mentioned the names of two papers, noted for 
being personal, scandalous, and scurrilous. 

''Are those the papers you mean!" cried Lady Ceci- 
ka ; " the jgeneral never lets them into the house." 

*' That IS a pity — that's hard upon you, for then you 
never are, as you see, au courant du jour, and all your 
firiends might be abused to death without your knowing 
it, if some kind person did not tell you." 

" Do tell me, then, the substance ; I don't want the 
words." 

" But the words are all. Somehow it is nothing with- 
out the words." 

In her now excited state of communicativeness, Lady 
Castlefort rose and looked all about the room for the 
papei^ saying, " They were here, they were there, all 
yesterday : Katrine had them showing them to Lady 
Masham in the morning, and to all her blue set after- 
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waid— Lord knows what she has done with them. So 
turesome looking for things ! how I hate it*' 

She rang the bell and inquired of the footman if lie 
knew what had become of the papers. Of course he did 
not know, could not imagine — senrants neyer knowy 
nor can imagine what have become of newspapers*- but 
he would inquire. 

While he went to inquire, Lady Castlefort sank down 
again into her bef^e, and again fell into admiration of 
Cecilia's state of impatience. 

. ** How curious you are. Now I am never neaHy curi- 
ous about any tiling that does not come home to myself, 
I have so little interest about other people." 

This was said in all the simplicity of selfishness, not 
from candour, but from mere absence of shame, cmd 
utter ignorance of what others think — ^what others feeV 
which always characterizes, and often betrays the selfish, 
even where the head is best capable of iiupi^ng the 
deficiencies of the heart. But Louisa Castlefort had no 
head to hide her want of heart ; while Cecilia^ who had 
both head and heart, looked down upon her cousin with 
surprise, pity, and contempt, ouick succeeding each other, 
in a sort of parenthesis of feeling, as she moved her eyes 
for a moment ftom the door on which they had been 
fcied, and to which they recurred, wMle she stood wait- 
inff for the appearance of those new^apers. 

The footman entered with them. ** In Mr. Landrum's 
room they were, my lady." 

Lady Ceeiha did not hear a word that was said, nor 
did she see that the servant laid a note on the table. 

It was well that Louisa had that note to read and ta 
answer, while Cecilia looked at the paragrajte in these 
papers : else her start must have been seen, her excla- 
mation must have been heard ; it must have been marked, 
that the whole character of her emotion changed from 
generous sympathy with her friend, to agonsr^fear for 
herself. 

The instant she cast her eyes on that much read paper, 
she saw the name of Cohmel D'Aubigny ; all the rest 
swam before her eyes. Lady Castlefort, without look- 
ing up from her writing, asked— What day of the month ? 
Cecilia could not answer, but, recalled to herself by the 
sound of the voice, she now tried to read-Mih» scmreely 
read the words, but some way took the sense into her 
mind at a glance. 
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CHAPTER XXXVin. 

Tn firat of iheae paragraphs caught the eye hf ita 
title in capital letten. 

** LA BBLLB rUMOKS* 

*^Tfaoiiffli faite unknown in the London worid, this 
young lady cannot fail to excite some curiositr among 
oar faahionablea as the successful rival of one whom the 
greatest painter of the age has pronounced to be the/ek^ 
est of the /otr*— the La^ B. ?•••••. This new Helen 
is, we understand, of a respectable family, niece to a late 
dean^ distinguished for piety much, and virtd more. It 
was reported that the niece was a great heiress, but 
miter the vropoetd had been made it was discovered that 
Virt^ had made away with every shiBing of her fortune. 
This made no difference in the eyes of her inamorato, 
who is as rich as he is generous, and who saw with the 
eyes of a youth ' Of Age to«morrow.' His guardian, a 
wary general, demorred^-bnt nureery tactics prevailed. 
The young lady, though she had never been out, bore the 
victory from him of many campaigns. The day for the 
marriage was fixed as announced hy us, but we are con- 
cerned to state that a postponement of this mafria^ for 
Mysterious reasons has taken place. Delicacy forbids us 
to say more at present." 

Delicacy however did not prevent their saying in the 
next paper in a paragraph headed, " MvaraaT Solv«0.** 

** we understand that in the course of a few days 
will appear the * Memoirs of the late Colonel D— ^y ; 
er, Reminiscences of a Rou6, well known in the FasV 
jonable world.' 

^ This little vohime bids fair to engross the attentioii 
of the higher circles, as it contains, besides hmumer- 
able cunous personal and secret anecdotes, the original 
love-letters of a certain heUefianeke, now rending with 
a noble family in Orosv^nor Square." 

I^idy Ceciha saw at once the whole dreadlal danger 
—iter own letters to Ck>lonel D' AuUgny they most be ! 
How coidd they have got them 1 l%ey would be seen 
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by her husband— pabliahed ta the whole world— if fbe 
general found out they were hers, he would cast her 
off for ever. If they were believed to be Helen's— 
Helen was undone, sacrificed to her folly, her cowardf-* 
ice. " Oh ! if I had but told Clarendoil, he wouU have 
stopped this dreadful, dreadful publication.'* 

And what falsehoods it migfht contain, she did not e^en 
dare to think. All was remorse, terror, confusion — ^fized 
to the spot like one stupified, she stood. 

Lady Castlefort did not see it— she had been com- 
j^etely engrossed with what she had been writingy she 
was now looking for her most sentimental seal* and not 
till she had pressed that seal down and examined the 
impression, did she look up or notice Cecilia— 4he& 
stnick indeed with a sense of something unusual,— 

*' My dear," said she, " you have no idea how odd 3ro«i 
look— so strange, Cecilia-— quite ibakie /" Giving two 
yuMs to the beU as she spoke, and her eyes on the dcKW 
impatient for the servant, she added — ^^ Aiter ail, Cecilia, 
Helen Stanley is no relation e ven^-only a friend. Take 
this note—*" to the footman who answered the bell ; and 
the moment he left the room, continuing! in the same 
tone, to Lady Cecilia, she said — *' You will have to give 
her up at last-^that's all; so you had better make 
your mind up to it." 

.When Lady Cecilia tried to speak, she felt as if her 
tongue cleaved to the roof of her mouth ; and when ^hie 
did articulate, it was in a sort of hoarse sound. ''!» 
the book publi^edl" She held the paper before Lady 
Castlefort^s eyes, and pointed to the name she could not 
utter. 

*^D'Aubiffny's book— is it published do you mean?^ 
said Lady Castlefort. *' Absolutely published, I cannot 
8ay« but tt is all in print, I know. I do not understand 
about publishing. There^s something about presenta* 
tion copies ; I know Katrine, was wild to have one before 
anybody else, so she is to have the first copy, i know, and 
I believe, is to have it this very momii^ for the people 
at this breakfast : it is to be the bonne htntche of the 
httftinesB ^' 

«*What has KlUrine to do with it! Oh, teU me 
quick !*• 

^'DearmeyCecilia, what afussyouarein! you make 
me quite nervous to look at you* You had better ge 
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Ao-wn to the breakfast-room, and yoa will hear all about ^^ 
it from the fountain-head.*' 

** Has Katrine the book or not 1" cried Lady Cecilia* 

'* Bless me ! I will inquire, my dear, if you will not 
look so dreadful." She rang, and coolly asked — '* Did 
tbiat man, that bookseller, Stone, send any parcel this 
morning, do you know, for Lady Katrine V 

" Yes, my lady ; Landrum had a parcel or book for 
Jjaidy Katrine— it is on the table, I believe." 

'* Very well." The man left the room. *" 

Lady Cecilia darted on the brown paper parcel she had 
seen <urected to Lady Katrine, and seized it before the 
amazed Louisa could prevent her. " Stop, stop !" cried 
she, sprin^g forward, ^ stop, Cecilia ; Katrine wiU 
never forgive me !" 

But LsSy Cecilia, seizing a penknife, cut the first 
knot. 

'*0h, Cecilia, I am undone if Katrine comes in! 
Make haste, make haste ! I can only let you have a 
peep or two. We must do it up again as well as ever»" 
continued Lady Castlefort, while Lady Cecilia, fast as 
possible, went on cut, cut, cutting the packthread to 
bits, and she tore off the brown paper cover, then one 
of silver paper that {xrotected the silk-binding. 

Lady Castlefort took up the outer cover and read, 
*• To be returned before two o'clock." — ^What can that 
mean? Then it is only lent; not her own. Katrine 
will not understand this — win be outrageously disq>- 
pointed. Vm sure I don't 'care. But here is a note 
from Stone, however, which may explain it." She 
opened and read— 

''Stone's respects— existing circumstances make it 
necessary that her ladyship's copy should be returned 
Will be called for at two o^dock." 

" Cecilia, Cecilia, make haste ! But Katrine does not 
know yet--Still she may come up." Lady Castlefort 
rang and inquired, *' Have they done breakfast V 

** Breakfast is over, my lady," said the servant, who 
answered the belU '' but Landrum thinks the gentleihen 
and ladies will not be up immediately, on account of ont 
of the ladies being performing a poem." 

'* Very well, very good," added her ladyship, as the 
man left the room. " Then« Cecilia, you will have time 
enough; for when once they he^ perfomUvgf as Syl* 
' YMter calls it, there is no end of it." 
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" Oh Hearens !** cried Cecilia, a8 she turned oyer tbe 
cages, ^Oh Heavens! what is here? Such absolute 
falsehood! Shocking, shocking!** she exclaimed, as 
she looked on, terrified at what she saw : '* Absolutely 
false— a forgery." 

*' Whereabouts are you ?" said Lady Castlefort, ap- 
proaching to read along with her. 

" Oh, do not read it," cried Cecilia ; and she hastil j 
closed the book. 

" What signifies shutting the book, my dear,^ said 
Louisa ; '* as if you could shut peopled eyes % I kao w 
what it is ; I have read it." 

« Read it !" 

" Read it ! I really can read, though it aeems to 
astonish you." 

^ But it is not published." 

'* One can read in manuscript." 

** And did you see the manuscript ?" 

** I had a glimpse. Yes— I know more than KatnnA 
thinks I know." 

" O tell me,'Louisa ; tell me all," cried Cecilia. 

** I will, but you must never tell that I told it to yon.** 

^ Speak, speak," cried Cecilia. 

" It is a long stonr," said Lady Castlefort 

** Make it short then. O tell me quick, Louisa !" 

'* There is a literary dessaus des cartes,*' said Lady 
Castlefort, a little vain of knowing a literary dessous des 
egrtes; '* Churchill being at the head of every thing of 
that sort, you know, the bookseller brought him the 
manuscript which Sir Thomas D'Aubignv had offered 
him, and wanted to know whether it would do or not. 
Mr. Churchill's answer was, that it would never do with* 
out more pepper and salt, meaning gossip and scandal, 
and all that. But you are reading on, CeoiUa, not listen- 
ing to me." ' 
' *' I am listening, indeed." 

"Then never tell how I came to know every thing. 
Katrine's maid has a lover, who is, as she phrases it, 
one of the gentlemen connected with the press. Now, 
my Angelique, who cannot endure Katrine's maid, tells 
me that this man is only a w&nderymaker, a half-crown 
paragraph writer. So, through Angelique, and indeed 
iHrom another person — ^" she stopped ; and then went 
-** through Angelique it all came up to me." 

" All what!" cried Cecilia; "go on, go on to tiie facts.** 



BBUUI. Ul 

** I ^will, if yoa will not hurry me so. The letters 
ere not in Miss Stanley's hand-writii^.'* 
*' 1^0 ! I am sure of that," said Cecilia. 
^ Copies were ail that they pretended to be ; so they 
may be forgeries after all, you see.** 

*' But how did Katrine or Mr. Churchill come by the 
copies t" 

** I have a notion, but of this I am not quite sure : I 

liave a notion, from something I was told by — ^in short I 

suspect that Carlos, Lady Davenant's page, somehow 

got at them, and gave them, or had them given to the 

man who was to publish the book. Lady Katrine and 

Churchill laid theur heads together ; here, in this very 

sanctnun sanctorum. They thought I knew nothing, but 

I knew every thin^. I do not believe Horace had any 

thinff to do' with it, except saying that the love-letters 

woiud be just the thing for the public if they^ were bad 

enough* I remember, too, that it was. he who added 

the second title, * Reminiscences of a Rou6,' and said 

something about alliteration's artful aid. And now,** 

concluded Lady Castlefort, " it is coming to the grand 

catastrophe, as Katrine calls it. She has already told 

the stoiT, and to-day she was to give all her set what 

she calls ocular demonstration. Cecilia, now, quick, 

&iish; they will be here this instant. Give me the 

book; let me do it up this minute.*' 

*'No, no; let me jput it up," cried Lady Cecilia, 
keeping possession of the book and the brown paper. 
'* I am a famous hand at doing up a parcel, as famous 
as any Bond-street shopman : your hands are not made 
for such work.** 

Anybody but Lady Castlefort would have discerned 
that Lady Cecilia had some further design, and she was 
herself afraid it would be perceived ; but, taking cour- 
age from seeing what a fool she had to deal with, Lady 
Cecilia went on. more boldly: *' Louisa, I must have 
more packthread ; this is all cut to bits." 
. '* I will nag and ask for some." 
** No, no ; do not ring for the footman ; he might ob- 
serve that we had opened the parcel. Cannot you get 
a string without ringing ! Look in that basket." 
. ** None there, I know," said Lady Castlefort, withoul 
stirring. 
'' In your own room then ; AngeUque has some. 
^ How do you know t"' 
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^1 know! nerer mind how. Go, and she wiH gptve 
you packthread. I msst hare it before Katrine comas 
up. So go, Louisa, go." 

'^Cro,** in the imperative moodi operatedt and lAe 
went; she did not know why. 

That instant Lady Cecilia drew the book out of the 
half-folded paper, and quick, quick, tore out page alter 
page— -every page of those letters that concenwd her* 
self or Helen, mi into the fire thrust them, and aa they 
Maaed iMld them down brayely— had the boldness to 
wait till all was black: all' the while she trembled, but 
stood it, and they were burnt, and the book in its browo 
paper cover was left on the table, and she down stairs, 
oefore Lady Castlefort's dressing-room door opened, 
and she crossed the haU without meeting i soul except 
the man in waiting there. The breakfast room was at 
the back of the house looking into the gardvms, and her 
carriage at the front-door had never been seen by Lady 
Katrine, or any of her blue set. She cleared out of the 
house into her carriage — ^and oif-— **To the park,'' 
said she. 

She was off but Just in time. The whole tribe 'fame 
out of the breakfast-room before she had tumetf the 
comer of the stieet. She threw herself back in the 
carriage and took breath, congratulating herself upon 
this hair-breadth *8cape. For this hour, this minute, 
she had escaped !*-8he was reprieved ! 

And now what was next to be done % This was bol 
a momentary reprieve. Another copy would be had— 
no, not till to-morrow though. The sound of the worda 
that had been read from the bookseller's note by Lady 
Castlefort, though scarcely noticed at the time, reomred 
to her now; and there was hope something might to* 
day be done to prevent the publication. It mi|^t still 
be kept for ever from her husband's and £rom BeaiH 
clerc's knowledge. One stratagem had succeeded-* 
others might. 

She took a drive round the park to compose the ex- 
,cessive flurry of her spirits. Letting down all the 
glasses, she had the fresh air blowing upon her, and ere 
she was half round, she was able to thmk of what yel 
remained to do. Money! Oh! any money she could 
command she would give to prevent this "publication. 
She was not known to the bookseUer—no matter. 
Money is money from whatever hand, fiha wonU trust 
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ihB matter to no one but henelf, and the would go im- 
mediately — ^not a moment to be lost 

** To Stone's, the bookseller's." 

Arrived. '* Do not jnve my name ; only say, a lady 
wanto to speak to Mr. Stone." 

The people at Mr. Stone's did not know the livery or 
the carriage ; but such a carriage and such a lady com- 
manded the deference of the shopman. 

** Please to walk in, madam ;" and by the time she 
had walked in, the man changed madam mto your ladyu 
•hip : ** Ml Stone will be with your ladyship in a mo* 
ment— only in the warehouse. If your lad3rship wUl 
please to walk up into the back drawing-room— •there's 
afire." 

The maid followed to blow it ; and while the bellows 
wheezed and the fire did not bum, Lady Cecilia looked 
out of the window in eager expectation of seeing Mr. 
Stone returning from the warehouse with all due ce- 
lerity. No Mr. Stone, however, appeared; but there 
was a good fire in the middle of the courtyard, as she 
observed to the maid who was plying the wheexinff 
beUows ; and who answered that they had had a great 
fire there this hour past, " burning of papers." And at 
that moment a man came out with his arms full of a 
huge pile — sheets of a book. Lady Cecilia saw — it was 
thrown on the fire. Then came out and stood beside 
the fire^-could she be mistaken^- impossible-^itwas 
like a dream — the general ! 

Cecilia's first thought was to run away before she 
Bhouki4)e seen ; but the next moment that thought was 
abandoned, for th^ time to execute it was now past 
Hie messenger sent across the yard had announced 
that a lady in the back drawing-room wanted Mr. Stone* 
Eyes had looked up— the general had seen and recog- 
nised her, and all she ooiud now do was, to recognise 
him in return, which she did as eagerly and gracefully 
as possible. 

The general came up to her directly, not a little 
astonished that she, whom he fancied at home in her 
bed, incapacitated by a headache that had prevented her 
ftom speakingto him, should be here, so rar out of her 
usuid haunts, and, as it seemed, out of her element^ 
''What can bring you here, my dear Cecilia I" 

^'^ The same purpose whiohi if I rightly spell* brought 
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jrou bere» mj dear |^eral ;" and ker eye infeeUigeiiHy 
H^ced at the burning papers in the yanl. 

" Do yoQ know then, Cecilia, what those papers are . 
How did you know V^ 

Lady Cecilia told her history, keeping as strictly to 
facts as the nature of the case admitted. Her headache, 
of course, she had found much better for the sleep she 
had taken. She had set off, she told him, as soon as 
she was able, for Lady Castlefort's, to inquire into the 
meaning of the strange whispers of the preceding nig[fat» 
Then she told of the scandalous paragraphs she had 
seen : how she had looked over the book ; and how 
successfully she had torn out and destroyed the whole 
chapter; and then how, hoping to be able to prevent 
the publication, she had driven directly to Mr. Stone's. 

Her husband, with confiding, admiring eyes, looked 
at her and listened to her, and thought all she said so 
natural, so kind, that he could not but love her the more 
for her zeal of friendship, though he blamed her for in- 
terfering, in defiance of his cauticm. ** Had ^rou con- 
sulted me, or listened to me, my dear Cecilia, this morn- 
ing, I could have saved you sul this trouble ; I should 
have told you that I would settle with Stone, and stop 
the publication, as I have done.'^ 

^ But that copy which had been sent to Lady Katrine, 
surely I did some good there by burning those pages ; 
for if once it had got among her set, it would have spread 
IUlc. wildfire, you know. Clarendon.** 

He acknowledged this, and said, smiling, — ^ Be satis- 
fied with yourself, my love ; I acknowledge that yoa 
made there a capital coup de fnainJ*^ 

Just then, in came Mr. Stone with an account in his 
hand, which the general stepped forward to receive, and, 
after one glance at Uie amount, he Xook. up a pen, wrote, 
and signed his name to a check on his banker. Mr. Stone 
received it, bowed obsequiously, and assured the general 
that every copy of the offensive chapter had been with- 
drawn from the book and burnt — ^^ that copy excepted 
which you have yourself, {general, and that which was 
sent to Lady Katrine Hawksby, which, we expect ts 
every minute, and it shall be sent to Gresvenor Square 
immediately. 1 will bring it myself, to prevent all 
danger." 

VoA general, who knew there was. no danger there, 
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•miled at Cecilia, and told the bookseller that he need 
Yake no further trouble about Lady Katrine^s copy ; the 
man bow^, and looking again at the amount of the 
el&eck, retired well satisfied. 

** You come home with me, my dear Clarendon, do 
notyou !" said Lady Cecilia. 

lfD»y drove off. On their way, the general said—*' It 
is always difficult to decide whether to contradict or to 
let such publications take their course : but in the pres- 
ent case, to stop the scandal instantly and completeljr 
'WHS the only thing to be done. There are cases of 
bononr, when women are concerned, where law is too 
slow : it must not be remedy, it must be prevention. 
If the finger of scorn dares to point, it must be — cut 
off." After a pause of grave thought, he added*—** Upon 
the manner in which Helen now acts will depend her 
bappiness — ^her character— her whole future life." 

Lady Cecilia summoned all her power to prevent her 
fkom betraying herself: the danger was great, for ^e 
could not command her fears so completely as to hid^ 
the look of alarm with which she listened to the gene^ 
ral ; but in his eves her agitation appeared no more thaa 
^ras natural for her to feel about her friend. 

*' My love," continued he, ** if Helen is worthy of 
jonx affection, she will show it now. Her only re- 
•onree is in pc»rfect truth : tell her so, Cecilia*— impress 
, it upon her mind. Would to Heaven I had been able to 
' eonvince her of this at first ! Speak to her strongly, 
Cecilia; as you love her, impress upon her that my 
«8teem, Beauclerc^s love, the h^piness of her life, de^ 
pend upon her truth !" As he repeated these words, the 
carriage stopped at their own door. 



CHAPTER XXXIX. 

Wb left Helen in the back drawing-room, the door 
bolted, and beginning to read her dreaded task. The 
, paragraphs in the newspapers, we have seen, were suf- 
fidentlv painful, but when she came to the book itself-— 
to the letters— she was in consternation, greater even 
thaa what she had felt in the general's presence under 

Vol. XX.— ^ 
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the immediate nri^ncy of his e3re and voice. Her cc»- 
viction was that in each of these letters, there were 
some passages, some eig[>res8ions, which cerlaiidy were 
Cecilia's, but mixed with others, which as certainly 
were not hers. The internal evidence appeared to her 
irresistibly strong : and even in those passages which 
she knew to be Cecilia's writing, it too plainly appeared 
that, however playfully, however delicately expressed, 
there was more of real attachment for Cokmel D'Au- 
bigny that Cecilia had ever allowed Helen to believe ; 
and she felt that Cecilia mtist shrink from General 
Clarendon's seeing these as her letters, after she had 
herself assured lum that he was her first love. The 
falsehood was here so indubitable, so proved, that Helen 
herself trembled at the thought of Cecilia's acknow* 
lodging the plain facts to her husband. 

The time for it was past. Now that they were in 
print, published, perhaps, how must he feel ! If even 
candid confession were made to him, and made for the 
l>est motives, it would to him appear only forced by 
necessity-*-forced, as he would say to himself, because 
her friend would not submit to be sacrificed. 

Such were Heten's thoughts on reading the two or 
three first letters, but as she went on, her alarm in* 
creased to horror. She saw things which she felt cer- 
tain Cecilia could never have written; yet truth and 
falsehood were so mixed up in every paragraph, cir- 
cumstances which she herself had witnessed so mis- 
represented, that it was all to her inextricable confusion. 
The passages which were to be marked could not now 
depend upon her opinion, her belief; they must rest 
upon Cecilia's integrity— and could she depend i:^n it ! 
The impatience which she had felt for Lady Cecilia's 
return now faded away, and merged in the more pain- 
ful thought that, when she did come, the suspense would 
not end — the doubts would never be satisfied. 

She lay down upon the sofa and tried to rest, kept 
herself perfectly still, and resolved to think no more ; 
and, as far as the power of the mind over itself can stay 
the ever-rising thoughts, she controlled hers, and waited 
with a sort of forced, desperate composure for the 
event. 

Suddenly ^e heard that knock, that ring, which she 
knew announced Lady Cecilia's return. But not Ce- 
cilia alone s she heard the general also coming upstain» 



t 



147 

tat CeeiKa ftrst^ who did not stop fbr more than a* 
instant at the drawinf-rooiB door,— -i^e looked in, as 
Helm ^essed^ and seeing that no one was there, ran 
▼ery quickfy up the next flight of stairs. Next cane 
the genearal; on hearing his step, Helenas anxiety be-' 
csame so intense, that she could not, at the moment ho 
came near, catch the sound or distinguish which way 
lie went. Strained beyond its power, the faculty of 
bearing seemed sudd^uy to lail«^all was confusion, an 
indistinct buzz of sounds. The next moment, howeveri 
recovering, she plainly heard his step in the front draw- 
ing-room, and she knew that he twice wa&ed up and 
down the whole length of the room, as if in deep thought. 
Each time as he iq^troached the folding-doors she was 
br«atUess. At last he st(^>ped, his &nd was on the 
lock — she recoDected that the door was b<^ted, and as 
he turned the handle, she in a powerless voice, called 
to tell him, but not hearing her, he tried again, and as 
the door shook, she again tried to speak, but could not« 
StOl she heard, though she could not articulate. She 
heard him say, 
*' Miss Stanley, are you there % Can 1 see you }" 
But the words— the voice seemed to come from afar 
-^-sounded dull and strange. She tried to rise from he? 
seat — ^found a difficulty — made an effort-^tood up^she 
summoned resolution — struggled — ^hurried across the 
room— drew back the bolt — ^threw open the door<— and 
that was all she could do. ' In that effort strength and 
consciousness failed — she fell forward and fainted at 
the genersd^s feet. 

« He raised her up, and laid her on a sofa in the inner 
room. He rang for her maid, and went up stairs to 
prevent Ceciha^s being alarmed. He took the matter 
coolly ; he had seen many fainting young ladies, he did 
not like them— his own Cecilia except^^-in his mind 
always excepted from every unfavourable susjMcion re- 
giurding the sex. Helen, on the contrary, was at pres- 
ent subject to them all, and under the cloud of distrust, 
he saw in a bad Hght every thing that occurred ; the 
same appearances which) in his wife, he would have 
attributed to the sensibility of true feeling, he inter • 
preted in Helen as the consciousness of fa&ehood, the 
proof of cowardly duplicity. He went back at once to 
his original prejudice against her, when, as he first 
thtvght* she liad been foreed iqK)nhim in pffelweaee to 
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she had been perfeolly free flrom aU doid>le-deaiing; 
yet now he riid back again, as people of his charaetet 
often do, to their ftni opinion. 

^Ithonghtso at first, and I find, as. I nsnaily do, that 
my first thonght was right.** 

What bad been but an adverse Iselhw was now eoa- 
sidered as a preseient Judgment. Aod he did not ga 
up stairs the quieker for these thoughts, but caknfy and 
coolhr, when he reached Lady Cecilia's dressing-room, 
knocked at the door, and, with aU the precantions 
necessary to prevent her from being alarmed, told her 
what had happened. *^ You had better not go down, my 
dear Cecilia, i beg you will not. Bliss 8tsmiey has her 
own maid, aU the assistance that can be waiiAed. My 
dear, it is not fit for yon. 1 desire yon witf not ga 
down." 

Bat Lady Cecilia would not listen, cooU not be de« 
tained ; she escaped from her hoshand, and ran down tor 
Helen. Excessirely alarmed she was, and well ahcr 
might be, knowing herself to be the cause, and not cer^ 
tain in any way how it might end. 

She found Helen a little recovered, but stiM pale as 
white marble ; and when Lady Cecilia took her hand, i# 
was still quite cold. She came to herself bat rsry 
slowly, never in her life having fainted befoie. For 
some minutes she did not recover perfect conseion»- 
ness, or clear recoHeetton. She saw figures of persons 
movine about her, she felt them as if too near^ and 
wished them away ; wanted air, but could not say what 
she wished. She woidd have moved, but her fimbs 
would not obey her will. At hist, when she had with 
effort half raised her head, it scmk back again before she 
could distinguish aU the perscns m the room. The 
shock t4 cold water car her forehead revived her ; then, 
coming clearfv to power of perception, she saw Cecflia 
bending over ner. 

But still she could not speak, and yet she undAratood 
distinctly, saw the affectionate anxiety, too, in her littte 
nifi^d Rose's countenance ; she felt that she lov«4 Rose, 
and that she coidd not endure Felicie, who had now 
eom^e in, and w^s making exclamations, and advising 
various remedies, all of which, when offered, H^en 
decMned. It was not merely that Felicie's talking, and 
tone of voice, attd sopeiahandaal astiOB^ were tM 
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her; but that Helen had. at tfaie oumitot a aort of 
mtnitiTe perception of insincerity, and of exagferation. 
in that dreamy state, hoTcnng between life and de^h, 
In which people are on coming out of a swoon, it seena 
mm if there was need for a firm hold of reality ; the senses 
and the understanding join in the struggle, and become 
■lost acute in their pwoeption of what is natural or 
^^i^liat is unnatoral, true or false, in the eiqiresaions and 
feelings of the bystanders. 

Lady Cecilia understood her look, and dismissed 
Felicie with all her smelling-bottles. Rose, though not 
ordered away» Judiciously retired as soon as she saw 
that her services were of no iinrther use; and that there 
ivaa something upon her 3roung lady's mind, for which 
hartshorn and sal vcdatile could be of no UTail. 

Cecilia would have kissed her forehead, but Helen 
Hiade a stight withdnwing motion, and turned away her 
Hace; the next instant, however, she looked up, and 
taking Cecilia's hand pressed it kindly, and said, 

^' You are more to be pitied than I am ; sit down, sit 
down beside me, my poor Cecilia ; how you tremble f 
and yet you do not know what is coming upon yon." 
** Yes, yes, I do-**I do," cried Lady Cecilia, and she 
' eagerly told Helen all that had passed, ending with thet 
assurance that the publication had been completely 
atoi^d by her dear darendon ; that the whole chapter 
iMMimni]^ the letters had been destroyed, that not a 
single co{>y had got abroad. *' The only one in exist-* 
•noe is this," said she, taking it up as she spoke, and 
rtie nmde a movement as going to tear out the leaves, 
hvA Helen checked her hand, *' That must not be, the 
general desired—" 

And almost breathless yet distinctly, she reoeated 
what ^e general had aaid, that he might be called upon 
to pvove which parts were foiged, and which true, abd 
that she had promised to mark ttie passages. 

^ So now, Cecilia, here is a pencil, and mark what is 
and what is not yours." 

Lady Cecilia mstsntly took the pencilrand in great 
agitation obeyed. 

^&tk, my dear Helen, some of these the general 

coidd not think yours. Very widced these people have 

been !— ^00 the general said ; he was sure, he knew, aU 

eouM not be yours." 

** Finish! my dear Cecilia," interrupted Ueleai 
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'^lliiisk wllal yon hare to do« and ia this last Mai, ^f« 
me this one proof of your sinceiity . Be careful in wfami 
jott are now doing; mark truly — ob, Cecilia! everjr 
word 3rou recollect— as your conscience teUs jwl, 
Will yoa^ Cecilia! this is aU I ask, as I am to answer 
for it-^wifl you ?" 

Most fervently she protested riie would. She had no^ 
difScidty in recollecting, in dtstingpiishing. her own ; and 
at first she marked tnuy, and yras glad to separate what 
was at worst, only foohsh givhsh nonsense, from things 
which had been interpolated to make out the romance^ 
thmgs which never could have eome from her mind. 

There is some comfort in having our own iaulta 
overshadowed, outdone by the nearer faults of others^ 
And here it was fLafnni wickednessr in the editor, and 
only weakness and imprudence in the writer of the real 
letters. Lady Cecilia continually sc^aoed her conscience 

a pointing out to Helen, as she went oUfthe foUy, liter<« 
y the folly of the deception she had practised>on her 
husband, and her exclamations against herself were so 
Tehement that Helen would not add to her pain by » 
single reproach, since she had decided that the time 
was past for urging her confession to the g^sen^. She 
now only said, 

*^ Look to the future, Cecilia, the past we cannot 
recall. This will be a lesson you 6an never forget." 

'* Oh, never, never can 1 forget it. You have saved 
me, Helen.'' 

Tears and protestations folkywed these words, and at 
the moment they were all sincere : and yet, caoit be 
believed 1 even m this last trials when it came tethie 
last proof, Lady Cecilia was not perfectly true. She 
purposely avoided putting her mark of acknowledg- 
ment to any of those expressions which most clearer 
proved her love for Colonel D'Aubigny; for she stitt 
said to herself that the time might eomof though at 
present it could not be, when she might make a confes- 
sion to her husband, in his joy at ^e birth of a son^ she 
liiought she might venture ; she stiU looked forward to 
doing justice to her friend at some future period, and to 
make this easier— 4o make this possible— as she said to 
herself, she must now leave out certain expressions, 
which might, if ackuowledged, remain for ever fixed in 
Clarendon's mind» uid for which she eouki never be 
foigiveii. 
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' Helen; wlieii efae looked OTor the pages, obeenred 
vmong the unmarked passages some of those expres- 
sions which she had thought were Cecilia's, but she con- 
eluded she was mistaken ; she eould not beUeve that her 
finend<could at such a moment deceive her, and she was 
even ashamed of having doubted her sinceiiiy, and her 
^NTords, look, and manner, now gave assurance of perfect, 
nnquestioniBg confidence. 

This delicacy in Heled struck Lady Cecitia to the 
quick. Ever apt to be more touched by her refined 
feelings than by any strong appeal to her reason or her 
principles, she was now shocked by the contrast be- 
tween her own paltering meanness and her friend's 
confiding generosity. As this thought crossed her inind» 
she stretched oAt her hand again m the book, took up 
the pencil, and was foing to mark the truth; but, the 
impulse past, cowarflice prevailed, and cowardice whis- 
pered, ^ Helen is looking at me, Helen sees at this mo- 
ment what 1 am doing, and, after having marked them 
as not mine, how can I now acknowledge them t«^it is 
too late— it is impossible.'* 

" I have done as you desired," continued she, " Helen, 
to the best of my aA>i]ity. I have marked all this, but 
what can it signify now, my dear, except — ^" 

Helen interrupted her. ^ Take the book to the gene- 
nl this moment, will vout and tell him that aU the 
passages are marked as he desired. Stay, I had better 
write." 

She wrote upon a slip of paper a message to the smie 
effect, havii/g well considered the words by which she 
mieht, without further step in deception, save her iriend» 
and take upon herself die whole blam»— the whole 
hazardous responsibiliW. 

Vfben Cecilia gave the marked book to General Olaiu 
«ndon, he said, as he took it, 'M am glad she has done 
this, though, it is unnecessary now, as I was going to 
tell her if she had not fainted ; unnecessary, because I 
liave now in my possession the actual copies of the 
original letters ; I found them here on my return. That 
good little poetess found them for me at the printer's; 
but she could not discover — ^I have not yet been able to 
trace where they came from, or by whom they were 
eopied." 
** O let me see them," cried Lady Cecilia. 
^ Mot yet, my love,'* said he ; ^* you would know no- 



thing more by seeing tbeni; they are in « feignei tend 

evidently." 

'* But," interrupted Cecilia, '' you cannot want thq 
book now, wh^i yon have the letters themaelves f ' and 
she attempted to draw it from hisiiand, for she inataolly 
perceived the danger of the discrepancies between hn 
marks and the letters being detected. She made a 
stronger effort to withdraw the book, but he held it 
ftust. 

" Leave it with me now, my dear ; I want it ; it wiU 
settle my opimon as to Helen's truth." 

Slowly, and absolutely sidcened with ai^rehensioii, 
Lady Cecilia withdrew. When she returned to Helen* 
and found how pale she was, and how exhausted she 
teemed, she entreated her to lie down again and try to 
rest. 

** Yes, I believe I had better rest before I see Grim- 
ville,'* said Helen ; '^ where can he have been all day V* 

** With some friend of his, I suppose,'' said Cecilia, 
and she insisted on Helen's saying no more« and keep* 
ing herself perfectly quiet. She further suggested that 
she had better not appear at dinner. 

*< It will be only a family party, some of the general's 
relations. Miss Clarendon is to be here, mi she is 
one, you know, trying to the spirits ; and she is not 
likely to be in her most suave humour this eveningi a* 
she has been under a course of tfie toothache, and has 
been all day at the dentist's." 

Helen readily consented to remain in her own room, 
though she had not so great a dread of Miss Clarendon 
as Lady Cecilia seemed to feel. Lady Cecilia wap 
indeed m the greatest terror lest Miss Clarendon should 
have heard some of these reports about Helen and Bean- 
olerc, and would in her blunt way ask directly what they 
meant, and go on with some of her point4>lank quea- 
tions, which Cecilia feared might be found unans^wera- 
ble. However, as Miss Clarendon had only just eoone to 
town from Wales, and come only about her teeth, ehe 
hoped that no reports could have reached her ; and Ce* 
ciha trusted much to her own address and presence of 
mind in moments of danger, in turning the converaaticm 
the way it should go. 

But things were now come to a point where none of 
the little skilful interruptions or lucky hits, by which 
the had so frequently profited, could avail her farther 
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than to delay what must be. Passion and character 
pursue their course unalterably, unimpeded by small ex- 
ternal circumstances ; interrupted they may be in their 
progress — ^but as the stream opposed bears against the 
obstacle, sweeps it away, or foams and passes by. 

Before Lady Cecilia's toilette was finished, her hus« 
band was in her dressing-room ; came in without Imock- 
inff — a circumstance so unususd with him, that Mademoi- 
aeue Felicie's eyes opened to their utmost orbit, and, 
without waiting for word or look, she vanished, leaving 
the bracelet half clasped on her lady's arm. 

** Cecilia !" said the general. 

He spoke in so stem a tone that she trembled from 
head to foot ; her last falsehood about the letters — ^all 
her fsJsehoods, all her concealments were, she thought, 
duMOvered ; unable to support herself, she sank into his 
arms. He seated her, and went on in a cool inexorable 
tone, *' Ceciha, I am determined not to sanction by any 
token of my public approbation this marriage, which I 
no longer in my private conscience desire or approve ; 
1 will not be the person to give Miss Staidey to my 
ward." 

Lady Cecilia almost screamed ; her selfish fears for- 
gotten, she felt only terror for her friend. She ex- 
claimed, ^ Clarendon, will you break off the marriage ? 
Oh ! Helen, what will become of her ! Clarendon, what 
can you mean V 

**I mean that I have compared the passages that 
Helen marked in the book, with those copies of the 
letters which were given to the bookseller before the 
interpolations were 'made — ^the letters as Miss Stanley 
wrote them. The passages in the letters and the pas* 
sages marked in the book do not agree." 
. ^ Oh, but she mi^ht have forgotten — ^it might be ac- 
cident," cried Cecilia, overwheCned with confusion. 

^ No, Cecilia," pursued the general in a tone which 
made her heart die within her ; ** no, Cecilia, it is not 
accident, it is design. I perceive that every strong ex- 
pression, every word, in short, which could show her 
attachment to that man, has been purposely marked as 
not her own, and the letters themselves prove that th^y 
were her own. The truth is not in her." 

In an agitation which prevented all power of thought, 
Cecilia exclaimed, ^ She mistook, she mistook ; I c^iUl 
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iiot,IaiKi8nnr«eollect; sheukedmeiflremenbeni 
any." 

** She consulted yon, then !^ 

** She asked my advice,— *-told me that—*' 

*^ I particohiriy requested her," interrupted the fene* 
lal, '* not to ask your advice ; 1 desired her not to speak 
to you on the subject— not to consult you. Deceit-** 
double-dealing in every thing she does, I find." 

^ No, no, it is my fault ; eveiy thing I say and do is 
wrong," cried Lady Cecilia. ^ I reccMlectnow-— itwas 
just after her fainting when I brought the book, and 
when she took it to mark, she really was not able. It 
was not that she consulted metbut I forced my coun- 
sel upon her. I looked over the letters, and said whal 
I thought ; if anybody is wrong, it is I, Clarendon. * Oh» 
do not visit my sins upon H^en so cruelly !— do not 
make me the cause of her ruin, innocent creature I I 
assure you, if you do this, I never could forgive my** 
self." 

The general looked at her in silence : she did not 
dare to meet his eyes, desperately anxious as she was 
to judge by his countenance what was passing within. 
He clasped for her that bracelet which her trembling 
hands were in vain attempting to close. 

" Poor thing, how its heart beats !" said her husband, 
passing her to him as he sat down beside her. Cecilia 
thought she might venture' to speak. ** You know, my 
dear Clarendon, I never oppose — ^interfere with — any 
determination of yours when once it is fixed—" 

'* This is fixed," interrupted the general. 

** But after all you have dene for her tMs very day, 
for which 1 am sure she-*I an sure I thank yon firom 
my soul, would you now undo it all I" 

** She is saved from public shame," said the general ; 
" from private contempt I cannot save her : who caa 
aaive those who have not truth } But my determination 
it fixed ; it is useless to waste words on the subject. 
Esther is come ; I must go to her. And now, Cecilia^ 
I conjure you, when you see Beaadero-4 have not 
seen him all day ; I do not know where he has been— I 
oonjure you, I command you not to interfere between 
him and Helen." 

^vBut you would not have- me give her op ! I ahould 
be the basest of human beings." 
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'^IdoiiDt Imow what you mean, CisdMa; you hare 
done for her all that an honourable friend could do.** 

'^ I am not an honourable friend," was Cecilia's bitter 
conscionsness, as she pressed her hand upon her heart, 
which throbbed violently with contending fears. 

^ YoH have done all that an honourable friend could 
do ; more must not be done,'' continued the generaL 
*^ And now recc^ect, Oeciha, that you are my wife aa 
well as Miss Stanley's friend ;" and as he said these 
words he left the room. 



CHAPTER XL. 

That knowisff French minister, Louvois, whose power 
is said to hare been maintained by his surpassing skiU 
in coUectinf and spreading secret and swift intelligence, 
had in his pay various classes of unsuspected agents, 
dancing^masters, fencinff-master, language-masters, mil- 
liners, hair^dressers and barbers^entists, he would have 
added, had he lived to our times; and not idl Paris 
ooidd have Aumished him with a person better suited to 
his purpose than the most fashionable London dentist of 
the day, St. Leger Swift. Never did Frenchman exceed 
him in volubility of utterance, or in gesture significant^ 
supplying all that words might fear or fail to tell ; never 
was he surpassed by prattling barber or privileged hunch- 
back in ancient or modem story, Arabian or Persian ( 
tat he was not a malicious, only a coxcomb scandal- 
nonger, triumphing in his scavoir dirs, St. Leger Swift 
was known to everybody'--*knew everybody in London 
that was to be or was not to be known, every creature 
dead or alive that evei bad been, or was about to be cele- 
brated, fashionable, or rich, or clever, or notcnrious, rau4 
or murderer, about to be married or about to be hanged — 
for that last ohns of persons enioys in our days a strange 
kind of heroic ci^lebrity, of which Voltaire might wmI 
have been jealous. St. Le^r was, of course, hand and 
glove with all the royal famuy ; every illustrious person- 
aff»^**overy most illustrious personage— had in turn sat in 
his chair ; he had had all their heads, in their turns in hie 
iMmdi^ andba had capital anecdotee and sayings of eacl^ 
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with wbicli faechamed awav the sense of pain in loyal 
subjects. Bat with scandal for the fair was he specialljr 
provided. Never did man or woman skim the surface . 
tittle*tattle of society, or dive better, breathless, into . 
family mysteries ; none, with more careless air, could 
at the same talk and listen— lextract your news and«. 
give yop his on dit^ or tell the secret which you first re- 
veal. There was in him and about him such an air of 
reckless, cordial coxcombry, it warmed the coldest, 
threw the most cautious off their guard, brought out 
family secrets as if he had been one of your family— 
your secret pippose, as though he had been a secular 
father confessor ; as safe every thing to}d to St. Leger 
Swift, he would swear to you, as if known only to yoor- 
'self : he would swear, and you would believe, unless 
pecpliarly constituted, as was the lady who, this mom- 
mg, took her seat in his chair — 
- Miss Clarendon. She was accompanied by her amit, 
Mrs. Pennant. 

** Ha! old lady and young lady, fresh from the coun- 
try. Both, I see, persons of family— H)f ecmdition," 
said St. Leger, to himself. On that point his practised 
eye could not mistake, even at first glance ; and accord* 
ingly it was really doing himself a pleasure, that these 
ladies, as he conceived it, a pleasure, a service, and an 
honour, to put them immediately on their arrivitf in 
town, au couraml dv jcur. Whether to poll or not to pull 
a. tooth that had offended, was the professional question 
before him. 

Miss Clarendon threw back her head, and opened her 
mouth. 

*'Fine teeth, fine! Nothing to complain of here 
mirely,^* said St. Leger. *' As fine a show of ivory as 
ever I beheld. *Pon my reputation, I know many a fine 
lady who would give — all but her eyes for such a set*" 

*' J must have this tooth out," said Miss Clarendon, 
pointing to the offender. 

*' I see ; certainly, ma'am, as you say." ^ 

" I hope, sir, you don't think it necessary," said her 
t^ider-hearted aunt ; " if it could be any way avoided—" 

^'Byall means, madam, as you say. We muiAdo 
nothing without consideration." 

^' I have considered, my dear aunt," said Miss Claren- 
don» *' I have not slept these three nights." 

*' But you do not consider that you cai^jbt ooUfSilr 
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dfioW oqU, my dear Sstlier. I ahouldbeao eony if you 
were to loose a tooth. Dont be in a hurry ; otioe gone, 
yon canaot get it back again.'* 

** Never was a truer, wiser word spoken, msuiam,"' 
•aid St. Leger, swiftly whisking himself rooiid* 9fi 
if looking for some esaentiai implement. " Maybe a 
mere twinge, accidental cold, rheumatism : or maybe*^ 
My dear madam*' (to the annt), **! wUl trouble yon; 
let me pass. I beg pardons-one word with you," and 
with his back to the patient in. the chair, while he rumi- 
■H«;ed aaumg rroffy*haodled inBtarumente on the table, he 
went on in a low Toice to the aunt—** Is she nerrovs I 
ia^ahenerroas, eh, eh, eh!** 

*Mrs. Pennant looked, but did not hear, for she was a 

<< Yes, yes, yes; I see how it is. A word to the 
wise," replied he, with a nod of intelligence. ** Every 
lady's nerroos now-a-days, more or less. Where this 
deuce did I put this thing ? Yes, yes— nerves ; all the 
MOM te me ; know how to manage. Make it a principle 
«*<|irofeasiattal, to begin always by talking away nervet. 
You ahall aee, you shall see, my dearest madam ; you 
shall aoon see-— you shall hear, you shall hear how Ffl 
Uik this young lady**^your niece-H>ut of her nerves 

Curly. Beffpaiaon,Miss , one instant. lamsearcb- 

iag for— where have I put it !*-" 

'* I beg your pardon, sir : I am a little deaf,** said BCra. 
Pennant. 

'* Oeaf-^ey ! Ha ! a little deaf. So everybody is 
tteiw*a'4ays ; even the most illustrious personages, more 
or less. Death and dealheas common to all--iiior# oa^ 
mibmt. I have it. Now, my dear young lady, let us 
have another look and touch at these beautiful teeth. 
Your head will do very-^vastly well, my dear ma'am-^ 
' Miss*-**^ um, um, um !'* hopii^r ^be name would be sup- 
plied. 3ttt that Miss Clarendon did not tell. 

80 raising his voiee to the aunt aa he went on look* 
log, or aeeming to look, at the niece*8 tooth, he eon- 
timied rapidly^-*' From Walea you ave, ma'am ? a beau- 
tiful country Wales, ma*am. Very near being bom 
there myself, like, ha, ha, ha ! that Prince of Wale»-r- 
lirst pitnce^Caemarvon Castle— you know the histori* 
cmI aneedote. Never aaw Uner teeth, upon my repntar 



Hon. Are yoa, ladtev, may I adc, for IVe firimids fa 
both divinons— are yoa North or South Wales, eh, ehf* 

*^ Soath, sir. lianstllen." 

^' Ay, South. The most picturesque, certainly^ Umi^ 
ifllen, Lhrnsillen ; know it ; know everybody ten miles 
round. Respectable people*— all^very ; most respeeU 
able people come up from Wales continually. Some 
of OUT best blood from Wales, as a groat personage ob« 
served lately to me, thidL, thick ! not thicker blood thut 
the Welsh. His late majesty, drjuropos^ was pLeasedLto 
say to me once — ^ 

'' But," interrupted Bliss Clarendon, ** what do yoa 
wf to my tootti r' 

** Sound as a roach, my dear madam ; I will ensore^it 
for a thousand pounds." 

'* But that, the tooth you touch, is not the tooUi I 
mean ; pray look at this, sir ?** 

** Excuse me, my dear madam, a little in my Hght,** 
said he to the aunt$ ^ may I beg the favour of your 
nameV 

'* Pennant! ah! ah! ah V* with his hands inni^fted 
admiration, *^ I thought so— Pennant. I said so to ngiy- 
self, for I know so many Pennants— great family resem- 
blanco'^Great naturalist of that name — any relation I 
Oh yes-^-No-^I thought so from the first. Yes— «nd 
can assure you, to my private certain knowledge, that 
man stood mgh on the pinnacle of favour with a certain 
royal personage,— -for, often sitting in this very chairs— 

** Keep your mouth open — a little longer—little wider, 
my good Miss Pennant. Here's a little something for 
me to do, nothing of any consequence— only touch and 
go— nothing to be taken away, no, no, must not lose one 
of these fine teeth. That most iUustious personage said 
4)ne day to me, sitting in this very chair-^' Swift,' said 
he, < St. Leger Swift,' familiarly, condescendingly, col- 
loquially — ' St. Leger Swift, my good fellow,' said he. 

" But positively, my dear miss^-um, um, if you have 
not patience— you must sit still--pardon me, profes- 
sionally I must be peremtory. Impossible I could hmt 
«-can't conceive-Hlid not touch*— <mly making a per* 
•quisition-^inquisition— sav what you please, but you are 
fiervous, ma^am ; I am only taking a general survey. 

"Apropos-^^-general survey— General— a irisoa of 
miaey Gjsneral Glarendoa is iost coins to town. Mr 
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» 
eMB nnist haiVe played me ftlee, b«l I thdug^t my man'^ 
said somethinff like Clarendon when he showed you up V 
No answer from Miss Glai^ndon, ifTho held her mouth 
open widoi as desired, resolred not to satisfy his cvt* 
nosity, hut to let him blunder on. 

** Be that as it may, General Clarendon's come to 
tofni^fine teeth he has too-^and a fine kettle of fish- 
not Tery elegant, but expressive still— he and his ward 
hav6 made of that marriage announced. Fine yomg 
man though, that Beaoclerc— finest young man, ahnostf 
I over saw !*• 

But hefe Mr. St. Leger Swift, starting suddenly, with^ 
drawing his hand from Miss Clairendon*s mouth/ ex- 
claimed, 

'* My finffer, ma'am ! but never mind^ never mind, all 
in the day's work. Casualty— contingencies— *no con-' 
sequence. But as I was saying, Mr. Grmtille Beaa«* 
clerc5-»-" 

Then ])Oured out, on the encouragement of one look 
of cufiosity from Mrs. Pennant, all the an dits of Lady 
Katrine Hawksby, and all her chorus, and 931 the best 
authorities ; and St. Leger Swift was ready to pledge 
himself to the truth of etery woid. He pontively 
knew that the marriage Was off, and thought, as every^ 
body did, that the young gentlemen was well off too t 
for besides the young lady's great fortmie turmng out 
act a #oiif-and here he supplied the half-told tale by a 
drawn up ugly face and shrugging gesture. 

*■ Shocking ! shocking! all came to an icldt-^tdandref 
a scene quite, last night, I am toM, at my friend Lady 
Oastlefort's. 0ed-Miad«-so yetmg a lady \ But to |tve 
you a general idea, love-lettets to come out hi the MOi- 
moirs of that fashionable Rou6 — ^friend* of mhie too— - 
flne fellow as ever breathed— only a little^-yon under* 
stand ; Colonel D'Aubigny— Poor D'Aubigny, beigho !-^ 
only if the book comes out— Miss Stanley^" 

Mrs. Pennant looked at her niece in b^evoleat anz-^' 
iety ; Miss Clarendon was firmly silent ; but St. Leger, 
catching from the expression of both ladies' oounte- 
nsoices that they were interested in the contrary direc- 
tion to what he had anticipated, Imried to the rights 
about, and observed, 

''This maybe aU scandal, one of the innmnerable daily 
false reports that are always llfing about town^ scandal 
aUtI have no douM-Ymarhtad a little t» the lights if 
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counei and the young lady's fneuda^yoa are inter- 
eeted for her, Isee; so am l-^ways am for the yousg 
and the fair, that's my foible ; and indeed, confidentially 
I can inform you— If you could keep your head stitti my 
dear madaoi." 

But Miss Clar«Kuk>n could bear it no longer ; startinff 
from under his hand, she exclaimed '* No more, thai£ 
yo«— ^no more at present^ sir; we can caH another day 
— oo more ;" and added, as BbB hastily left the room, 
«* Better bear the toothache," and ran down stairs. Mrs. 
Pennant sluoped into tiie dentist's haiid, as he poUed the 
beU, a double fee ; for though, she did not quite think 
he deserved it much, yet she felt it necessary to mdie 
amends for h^ niece's way of running off', whidi mig^ 
not be thought quite civiL 

^' Thank you, ma'am — thank ye, ma'am-Hiot the least 
occasion — don't say a word about it — ^Young lady^ 
xtenroust said so from the first. Nerves! nerves! aU 
-Ti^pen the door there-^Nerves all," were the last 
words, at the top of the stairs, St. Leger Swift was 
heard to say. 

And the first words of kind Mrs. Pennant^ aa soon a» 
she was in the carriage and had drawn up the fi^ass, 
were, ** Do you know, Esther my dear, I am ouite sorry 
for this poor Miss Stanley ? Though I don't know her, 
yet, its you described her to me, she was such a prettyr^ 
young, mteresting creature ! I am quite sorry." 

** I don't believe a word of it," said Miss Clarendon. 

" But even to have such thii^pa said must be so die* 
tressing to her and to her lover, your friend Mr. BeaxK 
clerc—-eo very distressing !" 

" I hope they are not such fools as to be distressed 
about such stuff. All this insuflferahle talking man's kn* 
v^tion, I dare say." 

" Why do people tell such things !" , s^id Mrs. Pennant. 
*' But, my dear Esther, even supposing it to be all false, 
it is shocking to have such things spd{;en of. I pity the 
poor young lady and her lover. I)o you not tluhk, my 
dear, that we shall bo able to inquire into Ihe texith of 
the mat^r irom your brother tms evening 1 He must 
know, he ought to know about it ; whether the report 
be true or false, he should hear of it. Qe can best JMge 
what should be done, if any th^ should be done, my 
dear*" . 



MlB8Clareiid(»i quite agreed witb an this; indeed she 
aimost always agreed with this aunt of hers, who, per-c" 
haps*, from the pecnliar gentleness of her manner, joined 
to a simplicity and sincerity of character she could nev^ 
doubt, had an ascendancy over her, which no one, at 
first view, could have imagined. 

They had many country commissions to execute this 
niomingj which naturally took up a good deal of aunt 
Pennant's attention. But between each return from 
shop to carriage, in the intervals between one eommi8« 
sion off her hands and another on her mind, she returned 
regularly to ^ that poor Miss Stanley, and those love-i 
letters !" and she sighed. 

Dear kind-hearted old lady ! she had alwa^rs a hearty 
as well as a hand, open as day, to melting charity — char^ 
ity in the most enlarged sense of the word: charity in 
judging as well as charity in giving. She was all indul- 
gence for human nature, for youth and k)ve especially. 
'* We must take care, my dear Esther," said she, '* to 
be at General Clarendon^s early, as you will like to have 
some little time with him to yourself before any one 
else arrives, shaU you not, my dear V 

*' Certainly," replied Misil Clarendon; *< I shaU learn 
the truth from my brother in five minutes^ if Lady Ce^ 
cilia does not come between us/' 

'* Nay, my dear Esther, I cannot think so iH of Lady 
Cecilia; I cannot beheve-^" 

^* No, my dear aunt, I know you cannot think ill of 
anybody. Stay till you know Lady Cecilia Clarendoa 
as I do. If there is any thing wrong in this business^ 
you will find that some falsehood of hers is at the bot" 
torn of it" 

** Oh, my dear, do not say so before you kpoir ; per«> 
haps, as you thought at first, we shall find that it is only 
a mistake of that giddy dentist^s ; for your brother's 
sake try to think as weD as yon ean of his wife ; she is 
a charming agreeable creature, 1 am sure/' 

** You've cmly seea her once, my dear aunt," said 
Miss Clarendon. " For my brother's sake I would give 
ap half her agreeabieness for one ounce-^for one scruple 
-w<»f truth." 

** Well, well,— *take it with some grains of allowancOf 
* my dear niece ; and, at any rate, do not suffer yourself 
to be so prejudiced as to conceive sl^ie can be in fault in 
tiis boeiiMas." . ^ 
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^ We shall see to-day,** said Miss Clarendon : ^ I wiK 
not be prejudiced ; but I remember hearing at Florence 
that tms Colonel D'Aubigny had been an admirer of 
Lady Cecilia's. I will get at the truth.** 

with this determination, and in pursuance of the re- 
solve to^e early, they were at General Clarendon's fiill 
a quarter of an hour before the arrival of any other 
company; but Lady Cecilia entered so immediately 
after the general, that Miss Clarendon had no time to 
speak with her brother alone. Determined, however, 
as she was, to get at the truth, without preface, or even 
smoothing her way to her object, she rushed into tihe 
middle of things at once. " Have you heard any reports 
about Miss Stanley, brother?** 

" Yes." 

" Andyou, Lady Cecilia!" 

« Yes.*^ 

" What have you heard V* 

Lady Cecilia was silent, looked at the general* and 
left it to him to speak as much or as uttle as he 
pleased. She trusted to his laconic mode of answerin|r, 
which, without departing from truth, defied curiosity. 
Her trust in him upon the present occasion was, how- 
ever, a little disturbed by her knowled^ of his being at 
this moment particularly displeased with Helen. But, 
had she known the depths as well as she knew the 
surface of his character, her confidence in his caution 
would have been increased, instead of beii^^ diminished, 
by this circumstance : Helen was lost in his esteem, 
but she was still under his protection ; her secrets were 
not only sacred, but, as far as truth and honour could 
admit, he would still serve and save her. Impenetrable, 
therefore, >7as his ^ook, and brief was his statement to 
his sister. A rascally bookseller had been about to 
publish a book, in which were some letters which par- 
agraphs in certain papers had led the public to beheve 
were Miss Stanley's ; the publication had been stopped, 
the offensive chapter suppressed, and the whole im- 
pression destroyed. 

" But, brother,*' pursued -Miss Clarendon, •* were the 
letters Miss Stanley's, or not ? You know I do not ask 
from idle curiosity, bat from regard for Miss Stanley,** 
and she turned her inquiring eyes full upon Lady Ce- ' 
cilia. 

^' I believe, my dear Esther," said Lady Ceciliar'^I 
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belieT« we had better say no more ; you had better in- 
quire no farther." 

^ That must ^ a bad caseVhich can bear no inquiry »" 
said Miss Clarendon ; ^ which cannot admit any further 
question^ even from one most disposed to think well of 
the person concerned — a desperately bad case." 

*' Bad ! no, £sther. It would be cruel of you so to 
conclude : and falsely it would be — might be ; indeed, 
£sther ! my dear Esther !" — 

Her husband's eyes were upon Lady Cecilia, and she 
did not dare to justify Helen decidedly ; her imploring 
look and tone, and her confusion, touched the kind aun^ 
but did not stop the impenetrable niece. 

*' Falsely, do you say ! Do you say. Lady Cecilia, 
that it would be to conclude falsely ? Perhaps not falsely 
though, upon the data given to me. The data may be 
false." 

*^Data! I. do not know what you mean exactly, 
Esther,*' said Lady Cecilia, in utter confusion. 

" I mean exactly what I say," pursued Miss Claren- 
don ; " that if I reason wrong, and come to a false con- 
clusion, or what you call a cruel conclusion, it is not my 
fault, but the fault of those who do not plainly tell me 
the facts." 

She looked from Lady Cecilia to her brother, and 
from her brother to Lady Cecilia. On her brother no 
effect was produced : calm, unalterable looked he ; as 
though his face had been turned to stone. Lady Cecilia 
struggled in vain to be composed. I wish I could tell 
you, Esther," said she ; ^ but facts cannot always — ^all 
facts— even the most innocent— that is, even with the 
best intentions— cannot always be all told, even in the 
defence of one^s best friend." 

'* If this be the best defence you can make for your 
best friend, I am glad you will never have to defend me, 
and I am sorry for Helen Stanley." 

** Oh, my dear Esther !" said her aunt, with a remon- 
strating look, for, though she had not distinctly heard 
all that was said, she saw that things were goinjg wroitf 
—-and that Esther was making them worse. ** Indeed, 
Esther, mj dear, we had better let this matter rest." 

''Let this matterv rest!" repeated Miss Clarendon; 
'* that is not what you would say, my dear aunt, .if 3rou 
were to hear any evil report of me. If any suspicion 
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kXL like a blast on my character, yon would nerer say 
* let it rest.' » 

Fire lighted in her brother^s eyes, and the stone face 
was all anin^ated, and he looked suddei) S3rmpathy, and 
he cried, '* You are right, sister, in principle, but wronr 
in— fact." 

i *' Set roe right where only I am wrong then," cried 
«he. 

He turned to stone again, and her aunt in a low voice, 
said, " Not now." 

^ Now or never," said the sturdy champion; *' it is 
for Miss Stanley's character. You are interested for 
her, are not you, aunt ?" 

*' Certainly, I aih indeed ; but we do not know all the 
circumstances — ^we cannot*^" 

"But we must. You do not know, brother, how 
public these reports are ; Mr. St. Leger Swift, the 
dentist, has been chattering to us all monung about 
them. So, to go to the bottom of the business at cmce : 
wiU you, Lady Cecilia, answer me one straight^forward 
question ?" 

Straight-forward question ! what is coming I thought 
l^ady Cecilia ; her face flushed, and taking up a hand- 
screen, she turned away, as if from the scorching fire ; 
iMit it was not a scorching lire, as everybody, or at least 
as Miss Clarendon, could see, 

The face turned away from Miss Clarendon was full 
in view of aunt Pennant, who was on her other side, 
and she, seeing the distressed state of the countenance, 
pitied, and gently laying her hand upon Lady Cecilia*8 
arm, said, in her soft low voice, ^ This must be a very 
painful subject to you, Lady Cecilia. I am sorry for 
you," 

** Tliank you," said Lady Cecilia, pressing her hand 
with quick gratitude for her sympathy. ^ It is indeed 
to me a painful subject, for Helen has been my friend 
ftom childhood, and I ^ave sp much reason for loving 
lier !" 

Many contending emotions struggled in Cecilia's 
countenance, and she could say no more : but what she 
had eaid, what she had looked, had been quite enough 
to interest tenderly in her favour that kind heart to 
which it was addressed : and Cecilia's feeling was true 
^ the iQStiapt, sbe forgot stt but Helen, the (screen waa 
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Udd down, tears stood in her eyes, those be^i^utiftd eyes ! 
'* If I could but tell you the whole — oh if I cpuld ! with- 
out destroying—" 

Miss Ciarendoa at this moment placed herself close 
opposite to Cecilia, and speaking so low that neither 
her brother nor her aunt could hear her, said, 

'* Without destroying yourself, or your friend— 
which V 

Lady Cecilia could not speak. 

** You need not — ^I am answered,'^ said Miss Claren- 
don, and, returning tocher place, she remained silent for 
some minutes. 

The general rang, and inquired if Mr. Beauclerc had 
come in. 

" No." 

The general made no observation, and then began 
soiQe indifferent conversation with Mrs. Pennant, in 
which Lady Cecilia forced herself to join ; she dreaded 
even Miss Clarendon's silence — that grim repose, and 
well she might. 

^ D'Aubigny's Memoirs, I think, was the title of the 
book, aunt, that the dentist talked of? That is. the 
book you burnt, is not it, brother ? a chapter in that 
book V 

'* Yes," said the general 

And again Miss Clarendon was silent, for though she 
well recollected what she had heard at Florence* and 
however strong were her suspicions ; she might well 
pause ; for she loved her brother before everything but 
truth and justice, she loved her brother too much to 
disturb his confidence. ** I have no proof," thought she 
** I might destroy his happiness by another word, and 
may be wrong." 

«« But shall not we see Miss Stanley )" said Mrs. Pen 
nant. 

I^y Cecilia was forced to explain that Helen was 
not very well, would not appear till after dinner — nothing 
very much the matter — a little faintish. 

** Fainted," said the general. 

^ Yes, quite worn out — she was at Lady Castlefort*8 
last night-Hsuch a crowd !" She went on to describe 
its city horrors. 

** But where is Mr. Beauclerc all this time 1" said Miss 
Clarendon : ^ has he fainted too ? or is he faintish ?" 

** Not likely," said Lady Cecilia ; *' faint heart never 
won fair lady. He is not of the faintish sort." 
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At this moment a thimdeiing knock at ib» door 
nooneed the rest of tha coippaBy, and never was a 
pany i^ore welcome. 

Bat JJeaoclerc did not a]^ar. Before diunw wt 
fwiyed, howerer, a note came firom him to the gene] 
jjidy Cecilia stretched out her b9Qd for it, and read) 

' ** Mt nsAR Fbishds, 

''I am obliged to dine out of tO'wn. I shatt not return 
to-night, hot yon will see me at breakfast-time termor- 
row. Your's evejr, 

Cockbum now entered with a beautiful bonquet of 
hot-house flowers, which, he said, Mr. Beaclerc^s man 
)iad brought with the note, and which were, he said, for 
Miss Stanley. Ladv Oecilia^s countenance grew radi- 
ant with joy, and she exclaimed, *' Give them to me, I 
must have the pleasure of taking them to her myself." 

And she flew off with them. Aunt Pennant smiled 
nn her as she passed, and turning to her niece as Lady 
Cecilia left the room, said, ** What a bright creature ! so 
warm ! so affectionate !" 

Miss Clarendon was indeed struck with the mdisputa- 
bly natural sincere satisfaction and affection in Oecilia^s 
countenance ; and herself, of sqch a <tiffereai nature, 
could not comprehend the possibility of such contradic- 
tion m any character : she could not imagine the exist- 
ence of such yariable transitory feelings-^-she could not 
i>elieve any human being capable of saorificin^ her friend 
fx> save herself, while she still so loved her victim, could 
sU}l feel such generous eympzthy for her, She deter- 
mined at least to suspend her judgment ; she granted 
Lady Cecilia a reprieve from her terrific questions and 
her as terrific looks. Cecilia recovered her presence 
of mind, and dinner went off delightfidly, to her 9t least, 
with the sense of escape in recovered self-possesaum, 
?nd " spirits light to every joy in tune.** 

From the good-breeding of the companv, there was 
no danger that the topic she dreaded should be touched 
upon. Whatever reports might have gone forth, what- 
ever any one present might have heaM, nothing wonld 
assuredly be said of her friend Miss Stanley, to her, or 
before boTi unless she or the general intioduced the sul^ 
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aad she was atyi more seeore of his discretion 
of lier own. The coiiTeKsattoii kept safe on Loo- 
ftn-dinner generalities, and friTolities. Yet often things 
It were undesignedly said* touched upon the tabooed 
itter, and those who knew when, ^here, and how it 
iched, looked at or from one another, and almost 
equally dangerous was either way of looking. Such 
|)erfect neutrality of expression is not giyen to all men 
m these emergencies as to General Clarendon. 

The dessert over, out of the dimier-room, and in the 
drawing-room, the ladies alone together, things were 
not so [feasant to Lady Cecilia. Curiosity peeped out 
more and more in great concern about Miss Stanley^s 
health ; and when ladies triced over their coffee, and 
saw through all things with their half-shut eyes, they 
asked, and Lady CecUia answered, and parrieOf and ez« 
{dained, and her conscience winced, and her connte* 
nance braved, and Miss Clarendon listened with that 
dreadfully good memory, that positive point-blank recol* 
lection, which permits not tne sli^test variation of 
statement. Her doubts and her suspicions returned, but 
she was mlent ; and sternly silent she remained the rest 
of the evMiing. 



CHAPTER XU. 

Ir ** trifles light as air are to the jealous confirmations 
strong as proofs of Holy Writ,*' and that they are, no 
one smce the time of OUiello could ever doubt, it may 
be some consolation to observe, on the credit side of 
haman nature, that, to those who are not cursed with a 
jealous infirmity, trifies light as air are often confirma- 
tions strong of the constancy of affection. Well did 
Lady Cecilia know this when she was so eager to be the 
bearer of the flowers which were sent by Beanclerc. 
She foresaw and enjoyed the instant effect, the quidc 
smile, and blush of dehght with which that bouquet was 
received by Helen. 

*" Oh, thank yon ! How kind of him !" and " all's 
well," was her immediate conclusion. When she saw 
his note, she never even took notice that he did not paiu 
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ticolariy mention her. The flowers from him wave 
enough ; she knew his sincerity so well, trusted to it so 
completely, that she was quite sure, if he had been angiy 
with her, he woul<| not have sent these tokens of his loTe, 
-—sliffht tokens though they were, all sufficient for h^ « 
Her /ears had taken but one direction, and inthat direction 
they were all dispelled. He would be at breakfast to-mor- 
row, when she should know where he had been, and what 
had detained him from her the whole of this day. She 
told Cecilia that she was now quite well, but that she 
would not attempt to go down stairs. And Cecilia left 
her happy, so far at least ; and when she was alone with 
her flowers, she doubly enjoyed them, inhaling the fra- 
grance of each which she knew he particularly liked, 
and thanking him in her heart for the careful choice, 
for she was certain that they were not accidentalljt put 
together. Some of them were associated with little 
circumstances known only to themselves, awakening 
recollections of bright, happy moments, and selected, 
she was sure, with reference to a recent conversation 
they had had on the language of flowers. 

Whether Helen fancied half this, or whether it was 
all true, it had the effect of soothing and pleasing her 
anxious, agitated mind, and she was the more ready to 
indulge in that pleasant reverie, from all that she had 
previously suffered herself, and all that she feared Beau-^ 
clerc had' yet to endure. She knew too well how much 
these reports would affect him^and hear them he must. 
She considered what trials he had already borne, and 
might still have to 'bear, for her sake, whatever course 
she might now pursue. Though soon, very soon, the 
whole would be told to him, yet still, though she might 
stand clear in his eyes as to the main points, he must, 
and would blame her weakness in first consenting to 
this deception — he who was above deceit. She had not 
absolutely told, but she had admitted a falsehood ; she 
had acted a falsehood. This she could not extenuate. 
Her motive at first, to save Lady Davenant*s life, was 
good ; but then her weakness afterward, in being per- 
suaded time after time by Cecilia, could not well be ex- 
cused. She was conscious that she had sunk step by 
step, dragged down that slippery path by Cecilia, instead 
of firmly making a stand, as she ought to have done, 
and upholding by her own integrity her friend^s failing 
truth. 

With returning anguish of self-reproach, she went 
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sr and over these thoughts; she considered the maiiT 
unforeseen circumstances that had occurred. So mack 
public shame, so much misery had been brought upon 
nersetf and on all she loved, by this one false step ! And 
iiow much more might still await her, notwithstanding 
aU that best of friends, the general* had done. She re^ 
collected how much he had done for her !— thinking of 
Iter too, as he must, with lowered esteem, and that was 
tlie most painful thought of all ; to Beauclerc she could 
and would soon clear her truth, but to the general-^ 
neirer, perhaps* completely! 

Her head was leaning on her hand, as she was sitting 
deep in these thoughts, when she was startled by an un* 
Bsual knock at her door. 

It was Cockbum with a packet, which General Clar- 
endon had ordered him to deliver into Miss Stanley's 
own hands. 

The instant she saw the packet she knew that it con- 
tained the hook, and on opening it she found manuscript 
letters inserted between the mariced pages, and there 
was a note from General Clarendon. 
She trembled—- she foreboded ill. 
The note began by informing Miss Stanley how the- 
enclosed manuscript letters came into General Claren- 
dott^s hands from a person whom ]^iss Stanley had 
oUi^[ed, and who had hoped in return to do her some 
nervice. The general next begsed Miss Stanley to 
tmderstand that these letters had been put into his pos- 
session since his conversation with her at breakfast 
time ; his only design in urging her to mark her share 
in the printed letters had been to obtain her authority 
€or serving her to the best of his ability ; but he had 
since compared them :->-and then came references, witl^ 
out comment, to the discrepancies between the marked 
passages, the uniform character of the omissions, 
followed only by a single note of admiration at each 
from the general's pen. 

And at last, in cold polite phrase, came his regret 
that he had not been able to obtain that confidence 
whi(^ he had trusted he had deserved, and his renunci- 
ation of all future interference in her affairs — or cm»- 
eems^ had been written, but a broad dash of the pen 
had erased the superfluous words ; and then came the 
Inevitable conclusion, on which Helen's eyes fixed, and 
femsined immoveable for some time-^Tliat determina* 
Vol XX.— H 
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tkm which General Clarendon had annoiinced to his 
wife in the first heat of indignation, but wBich, Lady 
Cecilia had hoped, could be jevaded, changed, post- 

Smed, would not at least be so suddenly &dared to 
elen ; therefore she had given her no hint, had in no 
way prepared her for the bk>w,— and with the fuU force 
of astonishment it came upon her — 

** Genera) Clarendon cannot have the pleasure he had 
proposed to himself, of giving Miss Stanley at the altar 
to his ward. He cannot by any public act of his, attest 
bis consent to that marriage, of which, in his private 
opinion, he no longer approves/' 

^And he is right. O Cecilia!" was Helen's first 
thought, when she could think after this shock--not of 
hep marriage, not of herself, not of Beauclerc, but of 
Cecilia's falsehood — Cecilia's selfish cowardice, she 
thought, and could not conceive it possible, could not 
believe it, though it was there. ** Incredible— yet proved 
'—there — there — ^before her eyes^— brought home ke^i 
to her heart ! after all ! at such a time-^iter her most 
solemn promise, with so little temptation, so utterly 
false — with every possible motive that a good mind 
could have to be true — ^in this last trial — ^her friend's 
whole character at stake — ungenerous— base ! O Ce- 
cilia ! how different from what I thought you — or how- 
changed ! And I have helped to bhng her to this ! — ^I 
*-I &ve been the cause. — ^I will not stay in this house 
—I will leave her. To save her — ^to save myself— save 
my own truth and my own real characters—let the rest 
go as it will — ^the world think what it may ! Farther 
and farther, lower and lower, I have gone ; 1 will not go 
lower, I will struggle up again at any risk, at any sacri- 
fice. This is a sacrifice Lady Davenant would ap{»ove 
of: she said that if ever I should be convinced that 
General Clarendon did not wish me to be his guest — 
if he should ever cease to esteem me — I should go, that 
instant— and I will go. But where ?" 

To whom could she fly, to whom turn ! The Colling*- 
woods were gone ; all her uncle's friends passed rapidly 
•through her recollection. Since she had beenliving wiw 
General and Lady Cecilia Clarendon, several had written 
to invite her ; but Helen knew a little more of the 
world now than formerly, and she felt that there was 
not one, no, not one of all these to whom she could 
now« at her utmost need, turn and say, " I un in die* 
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, receive me ! my character is attacked, defend 
! myiruth is doubted, believe in me !" 
And her heart beating with anxiety, she tried to 
what was to be done. There was an old Mrs. 
Medlicott,. who had been a house-keeper of her uncle^s, 
living at Seven Oaks — she would go there — she should 
be safe-^he should be independent. She knew that 
sbe was then in town, and was to so to Seven OsJls 
the next day ; she resolved to send Rose early in the 
morning to Mrs. Medlicott's lodging, which was near 
Grosvenor Square, to desire her to call at General 
Clarendon's as she went out of town, at eight o'clodk. 
She could then go with her to Seven Oaks, and, by set- 
ting out before Cecilia could be up, she should avoid 
seeing her again. 

There are minds which totally sink, and others that 
'wonderfully rise under the urgency of strong motive 
and of perilous circumstance. It is not always the 
mind apparently strongest or most daring that stands 
the test. The firm of principle are those most courage- 
ous in time of need. Helen had determined what her 
course should be, and, once determined, she was calm. 
She sat down and' wrote to General Clarendon. 

'^Miss STAin.ET regrets that she cannot explain to 
General Clarendon the circumstances which nave so 
much displeased him. She assures him that no want 
of confidence has been, on her part, the cause ; but she 
cannot expect that, without further explanation, he 
should give her credit for sincerity. 

" She feels that with his view of her conduct, and in 
his situation, his determination is right, that it is what 
she has deserved, that it is just towards his ward and 
due to his own character. She hopes, however, that 
he will not think it necessary to announce to Mr. 
Beauclerc his determination of withdrawing his aupro^ 
bation and consent to his marriage, when she inj(orm8 
him, that it will now never be by her claimed or accepted. 

** She trusts that General Clarendon will permit her 
to tsJee upon herself the breaking off this union. She 
encloses a letter to Mr. Beauclerc, which she begs may 
be given to him to-morrow. General Clarendon wiU 
find she has dissolved their engagement as decidedly as 
he could desire, and that her decision will be irre* 
vocabla. 

H 3 
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' '* And flinoe General Clarion has eeaaed to 
her, Miss Stanley cannot longer accept his pioteetioBf 
or encroach npon his hospiUlity. She tmsta that he 
will not consider it as any want of respect, that site 
has resolted to retire irooi his family as soon as poo« 
sible. 

*'She is certain of having a safe and respectable 
home with a former housekeeper of her imcle Dean 
Stanley^ who wOlcall for her at eight o'clock to-mor- 
row, and take her to Seven Oaks, where she resides. 
Miss Stanley has named that ear^ hoar, that she may 
not meet JVur. Beauclerc before she goes ; she wishes 
also to avpid the struggle and agony of parting wifth 
Lady Gecilia. She entreats General Ckurendoki wifi 
prevent Lady Cecilia from attempting to see her in the 
morning, and permit her to go unobserved out of the 
house at her appointed hour. 

" ^ now farewell, my dear friend— yes^ friend, this 
last time you must permit me to call you* for such I 
feel you have ever been, and ever would have been to 
me, if my folly would have permitted. Betieve mc^-— 
notwithstanding the deception of which I acknowledge 
I have been gmlty towanls you. General Clarendon — ^I 
I venture to say« believe me, I am not ungrateful. At 
this instant, my heart swells with gratitude, while I 

Ely that you may be happ]^-^happy as you deserve to 
. But you wul read tms with disdain* as mere iiUe 
words: so be it. Farewell! 

Next, she was to write to Beauclerc himself. Hei 
letter vras as follows : — 

^ Wrra my Whole heart, dear Granville, I thank yoa 
for the generous confidence you have shown towurds 
me, and for the invariable steadiness of your faith and 
love« For your sake, 1 rejoice. One good has at least 
resulted from the trials yon have gone through: yoii 
must now and hereafter feel sure of your own strength 
of mind. With me it has been different, for I have not 
ft strong mind. I have been all weakness, and most 
now be miserable ; but wicked I will not be— «nd 
wicked I should be if I took advantage of your confidta^ 
love. I must disappoint your affection — but your con<* 
fidence I will not betray. When I put your love to thnl 
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which it has 80 nobly iftood, I had hoped that a 

tiBfte would come when an doubts would be cleared up, 

and when I could reward your constancy by the de- 

irotion of ray whole happy life—but that hope is past: 

1 cannot proye my innocence--4 will no longer allow 

ytm to take it upon my assertion. I cannot^ indeed» 

^with truth, eren assert that I haire done no wrong ; 

for though I am not ftdse, I haye gone on step by step 

in deception, and might go on, 1 know not how far, nor 

to what dreaidful consequences, if I did not now stop— 

md 1 do stop. On my own head be the penalty of my 

fault— upon my own happiness — ^my own character: I 

will not inrolve your^s — ^therefore we part. You haye 

not yet heard all that has been said of me ; but yon 

aoon will, and you will feel as I do, that I am not fit to 

be your wife. Your wife should not be suspected ; I 

haye been — ^I am. AH the happiness I can ever have in 

tills world must henceforth be in the thought of havinff 

saved from misery— if not secured the happiness of 

those I love. Leave me this hope— Oh, Granville, do 

not tell me, do not make me believe that you will never 

be happy without me ! You will — indeed you will. I 

only pray heaven thkt you may find love as true as 

mine, and strength to abide by the truth ! 

** Do not write to me^o not try to persuade me to 
change my determination: it is irrevocable. Further 
writing or meeting could be only useless anguish to us 
both. Give me the sole consolation I can now have, 
and which you alone can g^ve — ^ketme hear from Cecilia 
thai you and your noble-minded guardian are, after I am 
gone« as good friends as you were before you knew 
me. 

" I shall be gone from this house before you are here 
again; I cannot stay where I can do no good, and might 
do much evil by remaining even a few hours longer 
As it is, comfort your generous heart on my account, 
with the assurance that I am sustained by the ccmscious- 
ness that I am now, to the best of my power, doing 
right. 

** Adieu, Granville! Be happy; you can— youhavo 
done no wrong. Be lMi|»pyf and that will console 

** Your true friend, 

^HlLBN StaNLIT ** 

Thb, enclosed to General Clarendon, she sent by Cock 
burnt who delivered it to his master immediately. 

35 
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Though she could perfectly depend upon her maid 
Rose's fidelity, Helen aid not tell her that she was going 
away in the morning, to avoid bringing her into any dif- 
ficulty if she were questioned by Lady Ceciliar and be* 
sides, no note of preparation would be heard ov seen. 
She would take with her only sufficient for the day, and 
would leave Rose to pack up all that belonged to her, 
after her departure, and to follow her. Thanks to her 
own late discretion, she had no money difficidties, — no 
debts but such as Rose could settle, and had now 
only to write to Cecilia ; but she had not yet recovered 
from the tumult of mind which the writing to the gene- 
ral and to Beaulerc had caused. 

She lay down upon the sofa, and closing her trembling 
eyelids, she tried to compose herself sufficiently to think 
at least of what she was to say. As she passed the table 
in going to the sofa, she, without perceiving it, threw 
down some of the flowers ; they caught her eye, and 
she said to herself, '* Lie there ! lie there ! GranviUe^s 
last gifts ! last gifts to me ! All over now ; lie there 
and wither ! Joys that are passed, wither ! All hap- 
piness for me, gone! lie there, and wither, and die !-— 
and so shall I soon, I hope — ^if that only hope is not 
wrong." 

Some one knocked at the door; she started up, and 
said, *' I cannot see you, Cecilia." 

A voice not Cecilia^s, a voice she didnotrecoflect, an^ 
swered, " It is not Cecilia ; let me see yoir. I come 
from General Clarendon." 

Helen opened the door, and saw-^Miss Clarendon. 
Her voice had sounded so much lower and gentler than 
usual, that Helen had not guessed it to be hers. She 
was cloaked, as if prepared to go away, and in the outer 
room was another lady seated, with her back towards 
them, and with her cloak on also. 

'* My aunt Pennant, who wiU wait for me. As she is 
a stranger, she would not intrude upon you, Miss Stan- 
ley, but will you allow me one minute V 

Helen surprised, begged Miss Clarendon to come in, 
moved a chair toward her, and stood breathless with 
anxiety. Miss Clarendon sat down, and resuming her 
abruptness of tone, said, " I feel that I have no right to 
expect that you should have confidence in me, and yet I 
do. I believe in your sincerity, even from the little I 



HELEN. 175 

faow of yoQ, and I have a notion you believe in mine. 
Do you r* 

"I do.'» 

^* I wish it had pleased Heaven,'' continued Miss Clar- 
endon, ** that my brother had married a woman who 
could speak truth ! But you need not be afraid : I wiU 
not touch on your secrets. On any matter you have in 
keeping, my honour as well as your's will command my 
silence — as will also my brother's happiness, which I 
have somewhat at heart ; not that I thmk it can be pre- 
served by the means you take. But this "is not what I 
came to say. You mean to go away from this house 
to-morrow morning t" 

" Yes," said Helen. 

^ You are right. I would not stay where I did not 
Bsteem, or where I had reason to believe that I was not 
esteemed. You are quite right to go, and to go di- 
rectly ; but not to your old housekeeper." 

" Why not ?" said Helen. 

** Because, though I dare say she is vastly respect- 
able, — an excellent person in her way, I am convinced* 
— yet my brother says she might not be thought just 
the sort of person to whom you should go now— not 
just the thing for you at present ; though, at another 
time, it would be very well and condescending; but 
now, when you are attacked, you must look to appear- 
ances. In short, my brother will not allow you to go to 
this old lady's boarding-house, or cottage, or whatever 
it may be, at Seven oAs ; he must be able to say for 
you where yOu are gone. You must be with me ; you 
nmst be at Llansillen. Llansillen is a place that can be 
named. You must be with me — with General Claren- 
don's sister. You must — ^you will, I am sure, my dear 
Miss Stanley. I never was so happy in having a house 
of my own as at this moment. You will not refuse to 
Tetum with my aunt and me to Llansillen, and make our 
home yours? We will try and make it a happy home 
to you. Try ; you see the sense of it : the world can 
eay nothing when vou are known to be with Miss Clar- 
endon, and you will, I hope, feel the comfort of it, out 
of the stir and din of this London world. I know you 
like the country, and Llansillen is a beautiful place — ^ro- 
mantic, too ; a fine castle, an excellent library, beauti- 
ful conservatory ; famous for our conservatones we are 
in South Wales ; and no neighbours-— singular blessing > 
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And my aunt Pennait, you will love her bo ! Will you 
try f Come ! say that you will.'* 

But Helen could not ; she could only press the hand 
that Miss Clarendon held out to her. There is nothiiiflr 
more touching, more overcoming, than kindness at the 
moment the heart is sunk in despair. " But did Gene- 
ral Clarendon really wish you to ask me V said Helen, 
when she could speak. ** Did he think so much and so 
carefully for me 1 o the last ! And with such a bad opiin- 
ion as he must have of me !** 

*' But there you know he is wrong." 

*'It is like nimself," continued Helen; ''consistent 
in protecting me to the last. Oh, to, lose such a 
friend !** 

** Not lost, (mly mislaid," said Miss Clarendon. '* You 
will find him again some fylr day or other ; truth always 
comes to light. Meanwhile, all is settled. I must run 
and tell my aunt, and bless the Fates and Lady Emily 
Greville, that Lady Cecilia did not come up in the middle 
of it. Luddly, she tiiinks I am gone, and knows nothing 
of my being with you, for my Inother explained all this 
to me in his study, after we had left the saloon* and he 
desires me to say that his carnage shall be ready for 
you at your hour, at eight o'clodc We shall expect 
you ; and now, farewell till to-morrow." 

She was gone, and her motto might well b€t» though 
in a different acceptation from thSt of our great«tt 
modern .politician — "^ Totufaxn sans panaUreJ^ 

But before Helen could go to lest, she must write to 
Lady CeciUa, and her thoughls were in such perplexity, 
«nd her feelings in such conflict, that she knew not how 
to beicin. At last she wrote only a few hasty lines of 
iarewell. and referred iqr her determinastion, nnd for ab 
enplanationflf to her letter to the general. It came to 
" Farewell, dear Cecilia." 

Dear ! yes, still dear she was to Helen, she must be 
as Lady I)avenant*6 daughter-Hstill dear for her own 
«ake was Cecilia., the companion of her chiHfaood, who 
had shown her such generous affection earlyv such 
icmdneas always, who was so charming, with so many 
good qualities, so much to win love— 3oved she most 
Se still. 

*' Farewell, Cecilia; may you be happy !" 

But as Helen wrote these words, shie thought it im- 
poMiblei [^ could scarcely in the present circumistanoeB 
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^^Hriflh it possible that Cecilia should be happy. How 
oould she, unless her conscience had become quite 
oalloos? 

She gave her note to Rose, with orders to deliver it 
-lierself to Lady Cecilia to-night, when she should 
demand admittance. 

And soon she came, the very instant Lady Emily 
GreviUe went away—- before Helen was in bed, she heaid 
Cecilia at her door ; she left her to parley with Rose-^ 
heard her voice in the first instance eager* peremptory 
for admittance. Then a sudden silence. Helen com- 
{Hrehended that she had opened her note — and in anotber 
instant she heard her retreating step. On seeing ih.e 
first words referring for explanation to Helen's letter to 
the general, panic-struck, Lady Cecilia hurried to her 
own room to read the rest privately. 

Helen now tried to recollect whether every thing had 
been said, written, done, that ought to be done, and at 
last went to bed and endeavoured to sleep for a few 
hours. 



CHAPTER XLIL 

Hblbn was just dressed and had given her last orders 
to her bewildered maid, when she heard a knock at the 
door, and Mademoiselle FeHcie's voice. She oould not 
at this instant endure to hear her heartless exclamatory 
epeeches: she would not admit her. Mademmselle 
Felicie gave Rose a note for her young lady-^it was 
item Cecilia. 

*' Dbarbst Hblbn, 

''The general will not allow me to take leave of 

you this morning, but I shall certainly go to you in the 

course of to-day. I cannot understand or m^e you 

imdwstaBd any thing till I see you. I mil see you to-day. 

" Your affectionate, 

" Cbcilu." 

'< I understand it too well V thought Helen. 
The carriage was announced, Helen was ready, she 
inanried iato it, aid she was gone ! 

H3 
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And tlifls she parted from the friend of her dittoed 
— 4he friend the had but a few months before met with 
such joy, such true affection ; and her own affection was 
true to the last. 

As Helen drove from the door, she saw the gen e r al 
yes, it certainly -was the general riding olF-et this 
imnsual hour 1— Was it to avoid her % But she was in 
too great anguish to dwell upon that or any <rther ^rcom- 
^Unce ; her only thought now was to subdue her emotiCMi 
before she was seen by Miss Olaiieiidon and Mrs. 
Pennant And by the time she arrived, she thought she 
had quite reooverad herself^ and was not aware that any 
traces of tears remained ; but to Mrs. Pennant's sjnnpa- 
thizing eyes they were visible, and after the first intro- 
ductions and salutations were over, that kind lad^, as the 
seated her at the breakfast-table, gently preseing her 
hand, said, '* Poor thing ! no wonder— parting with old 
friends for new is a sad trial : but you know we shaE 
become old friends in time : we will make what haste 
we can, my dear Miss Stanley, and Esther will help me 
to make you forget that you have not known us all irour 
life." 

*' There is very little to be known ; no mysteries, that 
is one comfort,'* said Miss Clarendon; **so now to 
breakfast. You are veiy punctual. Miss Stanley, and 
that is a virtue which aunt Pennant likes, and can esti- 
mate to a fraction of a aiinute with that eiceUent watch 
of hers." 

There was some history belonging to that femily- 
wateh, which then came out ; and men the oomrersation 
turned upon little famity anecdotes and eabjeets whick 
were natmrally interesting to the aunt and niece, and 
not exciting to Helen, whose mind, they eaw, needed 
quiet and freedom from all observation. 

From the first awkwardness of her situation, from, the 
sense of intrusion, and the saddenness of diange, she 
was thos as far as possible gradial^ and almost imper- 
ceptibly relieved. By ^eir perfect good^Nreediag, bb 
well as good-nature, from thmr makan|f no effort to Mufw 
her particular attention, she felt received at once into 
their family as one of themselves ; and yet, though 
there was no effort, she perceived in the most minute 
circumstances the same sort of con&oderation which 
arould be shown to an intimate friend. 

ThiBf not only didnot ^aj^ect, bat did not snahydM 
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«he fliould make any ezeition to qmar to be what Bhe 
could not be ; they knew the loneliness of heajrt she 
rouet feel, the weight that must be upon her spirits. 
They left her, then, quite at liberty to be with them or 
alone as she might like, and she was glad to be sdone 
with her own thoughts : they soon fixed upon Beauclerc. 
She considered how he would feel, what he would think, 
when he should receiye her letter ; she pictured his 
lo<^ while reading it ; considered whether he woold 
write immediate] V, or attempt, notwithstamling her pro- 
hibition, to see her. He would know from General 
Clarendon, that is, if the ffeneral thou^t proper to tell 
him, where she was, and that she wouki remain all this 
day in town. Though her determination waa fixed, 
whether he wrote or came, to abide by her refusal, and 
for the unanswerable reasons which she had giv^ or 
which she had laid down to herself ; yet she could not, 
and who, lovinff as she did, could help wishing that 
Beauclerc should desire to see her again ; she hoped 
thai he would make every effort to change her resolu- 
tion, even though it might cost them both pain. Yet in 
some pain there is pleasure ; or, to be without it is a 
worse Kind of suffering. 

Helen was conscious of the inconsistency in her mind, 
and sighed, and tried to be as reasonable as she could be. 
And, to do her justice, there was not the slightest 
wavering as to the main point. She thought that the 

general might, perhaps, have some relenting towards 
er. Hope would come into her mind, though she tried 
to keep it out ; she had nothing to expect, she repeatedly 
said to herself, except that either Cecilia would send, or 
ihe general would call this morning, and Rose must 
come at all events. 

The morning passed on, however, and no one came so 
soon as Helen had expected. She was sitting in a back 
Toom where no knocks at the door could be heard ; but 
she would have been called, surely, if General Claren- 
don had come. 

He lud come, but he had not asked for her ; he had at 
first inquired only for his sister, but she was not at home, 
•gone to the dentistVs. 

The general then desired to see Mrs. Pennant, and 
•when she supposed that she had not heard rightly, and 
that Miss Stanley must be the person he wished to see, 
•te taad aoiwepad, ^ By no means ; \ particularly wish 
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not to see Miss Stanley. I beg to see Mrs. Pennant 
alone." 

It fell to the lot of this gentle tender-hearted lady to 
commuaicate to Helen the dreadiol intelligence he 
brought : a duel had taken place ! 

When Helen had seen the general riding off, he was 
on his way to Chalk Farm. Just as the carriage was 
coming round for Miss Stanley, Mr. Beauclerc's groom 
had requested in great haste to see the general ; he said 
he was sure something was going wrong atout his 
master; he had heard the words Chalk Farm. The 
general was off instantly, but before he reached the spot 
the duel had been fought. 

A duel between Beauderc and Mr. Churchill. Beau- 
clerc was safe, but Mr. Churchill was dangerously 
wounded ; the medical people present could not answer 
for his life. At the time the general saw him he was 
speechless, but when Beaucierc and his second. Lord 
Beltravers, had come up to him, he had exten^Jed Ins 
hand in token of forgiveness to one or the other, but to 
which he had addressed the only words he had uttered 
could not be ascertained : the words were, *' You are 
not to blame ! — escape ! — ^fly !" 

Both had fled to the Continent. General Clarendon 
said that he had no time for explanations, he had not 
been able to get any intelligible account of the cause of 
the affair. 

Lord Beltravers had named Miss Stanley, but Beau- 
cierc had stopped him, and had expressed the greatest 
anxiety that Miss Stanley^s name should not be implif- 
cated, should not be mentioned. He took the whole 
blame upon himself--eaid he would write-— there was 
no time for more. 

Mrs. Pennant listened with the dread of losing a 
single word : but however brief his expressions, the 
general^s manner of speaking, notwithstanding the 
intensity of his emotion, was so distinct that every 
word was audible, except the name of Lord Beltravers, 
which was not familiar to her. She asked again the 
'name of Mr. Beauclerc^s second. " Lord Beltravers,** 
the general repeated, with a forcible accent, and loosen- 
ing his neckcloth with his finger, he added, ** Rascal ! 
as I always told Beaucierc that he was, and so he wfll 
find him — too late." 

£xicept this ^mcerbation, the general was calmly 
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served in speech, and Mrs. Pennant felt that ske could 
not ask him a single question beyond what he had com- 
municated. When he rose to go, which he did the mo- 
ment h^ had finished what he had to say, she had, how- 
ever, courage enough to hope that they should soon hear 
again, when the general should leain something more 
of Mr. Churchill. 

Certainly, he would let her know whatever he could 
learn of Mr. Churchill's state. 

Her eyes followed him to the door with anxious 
eagerness to penetrate further into what his own opinion 
of the danger might be. His rigidity of composuie 
made her fear that he had no hope, '* otherwise cer- 
tainly he would have said something.** 

He opened the door again, and returning, said, 

** Depend upon it, you shall hear how he is, my dear 
lif rs. Pennant, before you leave town to-morrow." 

" We will not go to-mcnrrow," she replied. '* We will 
Btay another day at least. Poor Miss Stanley will be 
80 anxious — " 

'* I advise you not to stay in town another day, niy 
dear madam.' You can do no ^ood by it. If Ak. 
C/kurchill survive this day, he wiU linger lang» I am 
assured. Take Helen— -take Miss Stanley out of town, 
as soon as may be. Better go to-morrow, as you had 
determined/' 

" But it will be so long, my dear general— one mo- 
ment — ^if we go, it will be so long before we can hear 
any further news of your ward." 

"I will write." 

" To Miss Stanley— -oh, thank you." 

" To my sister," he looked back to say, aad xepeated 
distinctly^ " To my sister." 

" Very well— thank you, at all events." 

Mrs. Pennant saw that, in General Clarendeoi's present 
disposition towards Miss Stanley, the less she said' of 
him the better; and she confined herself strictly to what 
she had been commissioned to say, and all she could 
do was to prevent the added pain of suspense : it was 
told to Helen in the simfdest, shortest manner possible: 
— ^but the facts were dr^eadful. 

Beauclerc was safe ! — safe ! but under what circam- 
fltances ! an exile— perhaps a murderer ! ^ And it was 
Xor me, I am sure," cried Helei^ " I am sure it was to 
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met I was the cause ! I am the cause of that man^s 
death — of Beauclerc^s agony." 

For some time Helen had not power or thought for 
any other idea. The promise that they should hear as 
soonas they could learn any thing more of Mr. Churchill's 
state wae sul she could rely upon or recur to. 

When her maid Rose arrived from General Claren- 
don*8, she sfdd, that when Lady Cecilia heard of thft 
duel she had been taken very HI, but had since recovered 
sullieienUy to drive out with the general. Miss Claren- 
don assured Helen there was no danger. *' It is too 
deep a misfortune for Lady Cecilia. Her feelings have 
Bot depth enough for it, you will see. You need not be 
afraid for her, Helen." 

The circumstances which led to the duel were not 
cleaiiy known till long afterward, but may be now 
related. 

The moment Beauclerc had parted from Helen, when 
he turned away at the carriage-door after the party at 
Lady Castlefort's, he went in search of one who, as he 
hoped, could explain the strange whispers he had heard. 
The person of whom he went in search was his friend, 
his friend as he deemed him, Lord Beltravers. Churchill 
had suggested that if anybody knew the bottom of the 
matter, except that origin of all evil, Lady Katrine her- 
self, — it must be Lord Beltravers, with whom Lady 
Castlefort was, it was said, fartement ^mise; and as 
Horace observed, '' The secrets of scandal are common 
property between lovers, much modem love being 
cemented by hate." 

Without taking in the full force of this Qbservation in 
its particular appUcation to the hatred which Lord Bel- 
travers might feel to Miss Stanley, as the successful 
rival of his sister Blanche, Beauclerc hastened to act 
upon his suggestion. His lordship was not at home : 
his people thought he had been at Lady Castlefort's ; 
did not know where he might be, if not there. At some 
gambling-house Beauclerc at last found him, and Lord 
Beltravers was sufficiently vexed in the first place at 
being there found, for he had pretended to his friend 
Granville that he no longer played. 

His embarrassment was increased by the questions 
which Beauclerc so suddenly put to him ; but he had 
nanehaiante impudence enough to brave it through, and 
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be depended with good reason on Beauclerc's preoos* 
session in his favour. He protested he knew nothing 
about it ; and he returned Churchill's charge, hy throw- 
ing the whole blame upon him : said he knew he was in 
league with Lady Katrine ; mentioned that one morn- 
ing, some time ago, he had dropped in unexpectedly 
early at Lady Castlefort's, and had been surprised to 
find the two sisters, contrary to their wont, together-^ 
their heads and Horace Churchill's over some manu* 
script, which was shuffled away as he entered. 

This was true, all but the shuffling away; and here it 
is necessary to form a clear notion, clearer than Lord 
Beltravers will give, of the different shares of wrong ; 
of wrong knowingly and unknowingly perpetrated by 
the several scandal-mongers concerned in this affair. 

Lord Beltravers could be in no doubt as to his own 
share, for he it was who had furnished the editor of 
Colonel D'Aubigny's Memoirs with the famous Letters. 
When Carlos, Lady Davenant's runaway page, escaped 
from Clarendon Park, having changed his name, he got 
into the service of Sir Thomas D'Aubigny, who was 
just at this time arranging his brother's papers. Now 
it had happened that Carlos had been concealed behind 
the screen in Lady Davenant's room, the day of her 
first conversation with'Helen about Colonel D'Aubigny ; 
and he had understood enough of it to perceive that 
there was some mystery about the colonel with either 
Helen or Lady Cecilia; and chancing one day, soon 
after he entered Sir Thomas's service, to find his escri- 
toire open, he amused himself with looking over his 
papers, among which he discovered the packet of Lady 
Cecilia's letters. Carlos was not perfectly sure of the 
handwriting ; he thought it was Cecilia's ; but when he 
found the miniature of Miss Stanley along with them, 
he concluded that the letters must be hers. And having 
special reasons for feeling vengeance against Helen, 
and certain at all events of doing mischief, he sent them 
to General Clarendon : not, however, forgetting his old 
trade, he copied them first. This was just at the time 
when Lord Beltravers returned from abroad after his 
sister's divorce. He by some accident found out who 
Carlos was, and whence he came, and full of his own 
views for his sister, he cross-examined him as to every 
thinff he knew about Miss Stanley ; and partly by bribes, 
^xSy by threats of betraying him to Lady Davenant» 
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he eontrhredto get from him the copied lettem. Cerlotf 
toon after returned with his master to Portugal^ and 
was never more heard of. 

Lord Beltravers took these tmrlpined copies of the 
letters thus surreptitionslT obtained to the editor, into 
whose hands Sir Thomas ti^Aubigny (who knew nothing 
of boc^s or book-making) had put his brother's nse-* 
moirs. This editor, as has been mentioned, bad pre-^ 
▼iously consulted Mr. Churchill, and in consequence of 
his pepper-and-salt hint. Lord Beltravers htmself mader 
those mterpolations, which he hoped woidd ruin his^ 
sister's rivu in the eyes of her lover. 

Mr. ChurchiU, however, except this hint, and except 
his vanity in furnishing a good title, and his coxcombr/ 
of literary patronage, and his general hope that HelenV 
name bemg implicated in such a pubhcs^ion would 
avenge her rejection of himself, had had nothing to do* 
with the business. This Lord Beltravers well knew, and 
yet when he found that the slander made no impression 
upon Beauclerc, and that he was only intent upon dis- 
covering the slanderer, he, with dexterouis treachery, 
contriv^ to turn the tables upon Churchill, and to direct 
aU Beauclerc's suspicion towards him. He took hia 
friend home with him, and showed him aH the news- 
paper paragrai^— paragraphs which he htmself had 
written! Yes, this man of romantic friendship, this 
blaz^, this hero oppressed with his own sensibility, 
could condescend to write anonymous scandal, to league 
with newsmongers, and to bribe waiting-women to sup^ 
ply him with information, for Mademoiselle Felicie had, 
through Lady Katrine's maid, told all, and more than all 
she knew, of what passed at General Clarendon's ; and 
on this foundation did Beauclerc's friend construct those 
paragraphs, which he hoped would blast the character 
of the woman to whom he was engaged. And now he 
contrived to say all that could convince Beauclerc thai 
Mr. Churchill was the author of these very paraflrapha. 

And straight, and hot, and rash, Beauclerc ruuiea on 
to that conclusion. He wrote a challenger to Churchill, 
and as soon as it was possible in the moniing, he sent 
it by Lord Beltravers. 

Mr. Churchill named 8hr John Lirttrell as his Mends 
Lord Beltravers would enter into no terms of accom- 
modation : the challenge was accepted, ChaJk Farm ap- 
pointed as the place of meeting, and the time fixed fof 
ei^ht o'clock next morning. 
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And thus, partly by his own warmth of temper, and 
partly by the falsebood of others, was Beauclerc m^ed 
on to the action he detested, to be the thing he hated. 
Duelling and duellists had, from the time he could think, 
been his abhorrence, and now he was to end his life, or 
to take the life of a feUow-creature, peihaps, in a duel. 

There was a dread intenral. And it was dniing the 
remainder of this day and night that Beanclerc felt most 
strongly, compared with all other earthly ties, his at- 
tachment, his passionate love for Helen. At every 
eiose, at every close of other thoughts forced upon him« 
8 mind recurred to Helen— -what Helen would feel-* 
what Helen would think — ^what she would suffer-^4nd 
in the most and in the least important things his care 
was for her. He recalled the last look that he had seen 
at the carriage-door when they parted, recollected that 
it expressed anxiet}^, was conscious that he had turned 
away abruptly, that in the preoccupied state of his mind 
he had not spoken one word of kindness-^and that this 
might be the last impression of him left on her mind. 
He knew that her anxiety would increase, when aO that 
day must pass without his return, and it was then he 
thought of sending her those flowers, which would, he 
knew, reassure her better than any words he could yen* 
ture to write. 

Meanwhile, his false friend coldly calculated what 
were the chances in his sister's favour; and when 
Churchill fell, and even in the huiry of their immediate 
departure. Lord Beltravers wrote to Madame de St. Cy- 
mon, over whom the present state of her affairs gave 
him command, to order her to set out immediately, and 
to take Blanche with her to Paris, without asking the 
consent of that fool and prude, her aunt Lady Grace. 

It was well for poor Helen, even in the dreadful mi* 
certainty in which she left London, that she did not 
know aU these circumstances. It may be doubted, in- 
deed, whether we should be altogether happier in this 
life, if that worst of evils, as it is often caDed, suspense, 
were absolutely annihilated, and if human creatures 
could clearly see their fate, or even know what is most 
likely to happen^ 

36 
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CHAPTER XLIIL 

AoooBomo to the greneral's advice, Mrs. Pennant did 
not delay her journey, and Helen left London the next 
day with her and Miss Clarendon. 

The last bulletin of Mr. Churchill had been that he 
was still in great danger, and a few scarce legible lines 
Helen had received from Cecilia, £a3ring that the gpeneral 
would not allow her to agitate henself by going to take 
leave of her, that she was glad that Helen was to be out 
of town till all blew over, and that she was so much dis- 
tracted by this horrible event she scarcely knew what 
she wrote. 

As they drove out of town, Miss Clarendon, in hopes 
of turning Helen's thoughts, went on talking. 

" Unless," said she, " we could, like Madame de Gen« 
lis, ' promote the post-boys into agents of mjrstery and 
romance,' we have but little chance, I am afraid, of any 
adventures on our journey to Llansillen, my dear Miss 
Stanley." 

She inveighed aqs^nst the stupid safety, convenience, 
luxury, and expedition of travelling now-*a-day8 all over 
England, even in Wales, " so that one might sleep the 
whole way from Hyde Park comer to LlansiHen ^ate," 
said she, '* and have no unconscionably long nap either. 
No difficultes on the road, nothing to complain of at 
inns, no ei^oying one's dear delight in being angry, no 
opportunity even of showing one's charming resignation. 
Dreadfully bad this for the nervous and bilious, for all 
the real use and benefit of travelling is done away ; all 
too easy for my taste, one might as well be a doll, or a 
dolt, or a parcel in the coach," 

Helen would have been glad to have been eoRsidered 
merely as a parcel in the coach. During the whole 
journey, she took no notice of any thing tUl they came 
within a few miles of LLansillen ; then, endeavouring to 
sympathize with her companions, she looked out of the 
carriage-window at the prospect which they admired. 
But, however charming, LtansiUen had not for Helen the 
chief charm of early, fond, old associations with a happy 
home. To her it was^ to be, she doubted not, as hai^ 
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«8 kindness could make it, bat still it was new; and in 
that thought, that fedling, there was- something inex- 
pressibly melanchoiy ; and the contrast, at this moment, 
between her sensations and those of her companions, 
made the pain the mof e poignant ; they perceived this, 
and were silent. Helen was grateful for this considera^ 
tion for her, but .she could not bear to be a constraint 
upon them ; therefore she now exerted herself, sat for- 
ward — admired and talked when she was scarcely able 
to speak. By the time they came to Llansillen gate, she 
coukl say no more ; she was obliged to acknowledge 
that she was not well ; and when the carriage at last 
stopped at the door, there was such a throbbmg in her 
temples, and she was altogether so ill, that it was with 
the greatest difficulty she could, leaning on Miss Claren- 
don^s arm, mount the high steps to the hall-door. She 
could scarcely stand when she reached the top, but, 
making an effort, she went on, crossjed the slippei^ floor 
of that great haU, and came to the foot of the black oak 
staircase, of which the steps were so very low that she 
thought she could easily go up, but found it impossible, 
and she was carried up straight to Miss Clarendon's own 
room, no other having been yet prepared. The rosy 
Welsh maids looked with pity on the pale str^ger. 
They hurried to and fro, talking Welsh to one anoUier 
rery fast; and Helen felt as if she were in a foreign 
land, and in a dream. 

The end of the matter was, that she had a low fever, 
which lasted long. It was more dispiriting than dan- 
gerous — more tedious than alarming. Her illpess con- 
tinued for many weeks, during which time she was 
attended most carefully by her two new friends — ^by 
Miss Clarendon with the utmost zeal and activity*-by 
Mrs. Pennant with the greatest solicitude and tendei- 
Xiess. 

Her history for these weeks — ^indeed for some months 
«cfterward— can be only the diary of an invalid, and of a 
convalescent. Miss Clarendon meanwhile received 
from her brother, punctually, once a week, bulletins of 
Churchill's health ; the surgical details, the fears of the 
formation of internal abscess, reports of continual exfo- 
liations of bone, weve judiciously suppressed, and the 
laconic generd reported only ^* Much the same — ^not pro- 
gressing—cannot be pronounced out of danger." These 
bulletins were duly, repeated to Helen, vraenever shA 
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was able to hear them; and at last she was considered 
well enough to read vaiious letters, which had arrived 
for her durinjg' her illness c seTeral were from Lad^ 
Cecilia, but little in them. The first was full only of 
expressions of regret and self-reproach; in the last, she 
said, she hofed soon to, have a right to cltum Helen back 

rln. This underlined passage Helen knew alluded to 
promise she had once made, that at the birth of her 
child all should be told; but words of promise from 
Cecilia had lost all value— all power to excite even 
hope, as she said to herself as she read the words, and 
si^ed. 

One of her letters mentioned, what she would have 
semi in the first newspaper she had opened, that Lady 
Blanche Forrester was gone with her sister, the Com* 
te^se de St. Cymon, to Paris, to Johi her brother, Loid 
Beltravers. But Lady Cecilia observed, that Helen 
need not be alarmed by this paragraph, which she was 
sure was inserted on purpose to plague her. Lady 
Cecilia seemed to take it for granted that her rejection 
of Beauclerc was only a ruse d^tanaurf and went on with 
her usual hopes, now vague and more vague every let* 
ter — ^that things would end well some time, somehow or 
other. 

Helen only sighed on reading these letters, and quick 
as she glanced her eye over them, threw them from her 
on the bed ; and Miss Clarendon said, 

^ Ay ! you know her now, I see i" 

Helen made no reply : she was careful not to make 
any comment which could betray how much, or what 
sort of reasoq she had to complain of Lady Cecilia ; but 
Miss Clarendon, confident that she had guessed pretty 
nearly the truth, was satisfied with her own penetration, 
and then, after seemin|^ to doubt for a few moments, 
she put another letter into Helen's hand, and with one 
of those looks of tender interest which sometimes 
softened her countenance, she left the room. 

The letter was from Beauclerc ; it appeared to have 
been written immediately after he had received Helen's 
letter, and was as follows : — 

''Not write to you, my dearest Helen 1 Renounce 
my claim to your hand ! submit to be rejected by you, 
my affianced bride! No, never— never! Doubt! sus- 
picion t-HNi^cion of you!— yoUf angel as you 
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you, who hare deyoted, sacrificed yonnelf to others, 
(ifo, Helen, my admiration, my lore, my trust in you, 
are greater than they ever were. And do /dare to say 
these words to you ! J, who am perhaps a murderer ! 
I ought to imitate your generosity, I ought not to offer 

?ron a hand stained with blood : I ought at least to 
eave you free tiU I know when I may return from 
banishment. I have written this at the first instant I 
have been able to command during my hurried journey, 
and as you know something of what led to this unhappy 
business, you shall in my next letter hear the whole ; 
till then, adieu ! Granvillk Bbavglbro.'* 

The next day, when she thought Helen sufficiently 
recovered from the agitation of reading Beauclerc^s let- 
ter, aunt Pennant produced one letter more, which she 
had kept for the last, because she hoped it would give 
pleasure to her patient. 

Helen sat up in her bed eagerly, and stretched out 
her hand. The letter ^za directed by General Claren- 
don, but that was only the outer cover, they knew, for 
he had mentioned in his last despatch to his sister, that 
the letter enclosed for Miss Stanley was from Lady 
Davenant. Helen tore off the cover, but the instant she 
saw the inner direction she sank back, turned, and hid 
her face on the pillow. 

It was directed — ' 

" To Mrs. Granville Beauclerc.^ 

Lady Davenant had unfortunately taken it for granted 
that nothing could have prevented the marriage. 

Aunt Pennant blamed herself for not having foreseen 
and prevented this accident, which she saw distressed 
poor Helen so much. But Miss Clarendon wondered 
that she was so shocked, and supposed she would get 
over it in a few minutes, or else she must be very weak. 

There was nothing that tended to raise her spirits 
much in the letter itself, to make amends for the shock 
the direction had given. I1K;ontained but a few lines in 
Lady Davenant's own handwriting, and a postscript 
from Lord Davenant. She wrote only to announce 
their safe arrival at Petersburg, as she was obliged to 
send off her letter before she had received any des- 
patches from England ; and she concluded with, 

'* I am sure the first will bring me the joyful news of 
Beaoclere's happiness and yours, my dear child.*' 
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Lord Datwiaiit*! postscript added^ that ia tnitli Lady 
Davenant much needed such a cordial^ for that \m 
health had suffered eren more than he had feared it 
would. He repented that he had allowed her to accom • 
pany him to such a ri^rous climate. 

Aii that could be said to aliav the apprshenaions this 
postscript might excite was of coune said in the best 
way by aunt Pennant. But it was plain that H^en did 
not recover during the whole of this day firom the shock 
she had felt "^from that ioolish direction,'' as Miss 
Clarendon said. 

She could not be prevailed upon to rise this day, 
though Miss Clarendon, after feeling her pulse, had 
decided that she was very well able to get up. ** It 
was very bad for her to remain in bed." 

This was true, no doubt. And Miss Claremloii re- 
marked to her aunt that riie was surprised to find Afisa 
Stanley so weak. 

Her aunt renlied that it was not surprising that she 
should be rather weak at present, after such a long 
illness. 

Weakness of body and mind need not go together,** 
said Miss Clarendon. 

*' Need not, perhaps," said her aunt, " but they are 
apt to do so." 

. " It is to be hoped the weakness of mind will go with 
the weakness of body, and soon," said Miss Clarendon. 

" We must do what we can to strengthen and fatten 
hiar, poor thing !" said Mrs. Pennant. 

** Fatten the body, rather easier than to strei^hen 
the mind. Strengtti of mind cannot be thrown m, as 
you would throw in the bark, or the chicken broth*" 

** Oidy have patience with her," said Mrs. Pemuat^ 
" and you will find that she will have strength of nund 
enough when she ^ts quite welL Only have patience." 

During Helen's illness Miss Clarendon had been pa-* 
tient, but now that she was pronounced convalescent, 
she became eager to see her quite well. In time of 
need Miss Clarendon had been not only the most active 
and zealous, but a most gentle and-*-doubt it who may— 
soft-stepping, soft-voicd nurse ; but now, when Doctor 
Tudor had assured them that all fever was gone, and 
asreed with her that the patient would soon l^ well, if 
she would only think so. Miss Clarendon deemed it high 
time to use something OHure than her milder inftience» 
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%o become, if not a rn^ffed, at least a atmrn nimse, and 
die btooght out aome of her rigid lore. 

** 1 intend that you should get up in reasonaUe time 
to-day, Helen," said i^e, as she entered her room. 

" Do you V said Helen in a languid voice. 

'* I do," said Miss Clarendon ; '* and I hope you do not 
intend to do as you did yesterday, to lie in bed all day,** 
. Helen tamed, sighed, and Mrs. Pennant said, " Yes- 
terday is over, my dear Esther— no use in talking of 
yesterday." 

" Only to secure our doing better to-day, ma^am," 
replied Miss Clarendon with prompt abihty. 

Helen was all submission, and she got up, and that 
was well. Miss Clarendon went in quest of arrow-root 
judiciously ; and aunt Pennant staid and nourished her 
paitient meanwhile with " the fostei^ing dew of praise ;" 
and let her dress as slowly and move as languidly as 
she liked, though Miss Clarendon had admonished her 
*^ not to dawdle,^ 

As soon as ^e was dressed, Helen went to the win- 
dow and tiirew up the sash for the first time, to enjoy 
the fresh air, and to see the prospect which she was 
told was beautiful ; and she saw that it was beautiful, 
and, though it was still winter, she felt that the air was 
balmy ; and the sun shone bright, and the grass began 
to be green, for Spring approached. But how different 
to her from the spring-time of former years ! Na- 
ture the same, but all within herself how changed ! And 
^ which used to please, and to seem to her most 
cheerful, now came over her spirits with a sense of 
sadness : she felt as if all the life of life was gone. 

Tears filled her eyes, large tears rolled slowly down as 
ilhe stood fixed, seeming to gaze from that window at she 
knew not what. Aunt Pennant unperceived stood be- 
side her, and let the tears flow unnoticed. " They will 
do hw good ; they.are a great rehef sometimes." 

Miss Clarendon returned, and the tears were dried« 
but the glaze re^mained, and Miss Clarendon saw it, and 
gave a reproachful look at her aunt, as much as to sayy 
'* Why did you let her cryV And her aunt's look m 
reply was, " I could not help it, my dear." 

**'baX your arrow-root," was all that trans^Mred to 
Helen. 

And she tried to eat, but could not ; and Miss Claren- 
iojx waa not weU pleased*, for the arrow-root was good. 
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ind'she had made it : she felt Mitt Staidev's pnlfle, and 
said that " It was as good a pulse as could be, only low 
and a little fluttered.^ 

" Do not flutter it any more, then, Esther my dear,** 
said Mrs. Pennant. 

*'What am I doing or sajring, ma'am, that should* 
gutter anybody that }m8 common sense t" 

*' Some people donH like to have their pulse felt," said 
aunt Pennant. 

*' Those people have ^ot poinn^on sepse,'' replied the 
niece. 

" I believe I have not common sense," said Helen. 

'* Sense you have enough— resolution is what you 
want, Helen, I tell you." 

" I know," said Helen : " too tru^^" 

« True, but not too true — ^nothinff can be too tme." 

>* True," said Helen, with languid submission. 

Helen was not in a condition to chop logic, or ever 
much inclined to it ; now less than ever, aad least of 
ail with Miss Clarendon, so able as^ she was. There is 
something very provoking sometimes in perfect sub- 
mission, because' it is mianswerable. But the languor, 
not the submission, afforded some cause for fiirther re- 
inaik and remonstrance. 

'* Helen, you are dreadfully languid to-day." 

^' Sadly,"* said Helen. 

'* If you could have eaten more arrow-riK>t before it 
grew cold, you would have been better." 

" But if she could not, my dear Esther," said aunt 
Pennant. 

^ Could not, nia'am ! As if people could not eat if 
they {leased." 

** But if peoi^e have no apbetite, m^ dear, I am afraid 
eating will not do much good." 

*' I am afraid, my dear aunt, you will not do Miss 
Stanley much good," said Miss Clarendon, shaking her 
head : '^ you will oijdy spoil her." 

'* I am qi^ite spoiled, I believe," said Helen ; '* yon 
must unspoil me, Esther." 

" Not 30 very easy," said Esther ; " but 1 shall try, 
for I am a sincere friend." 

" I am sure of it," said Helen. 

Then what more could be said t 

Nothing at that time— Helenas look was so sincerely 
praieful, and '^gentle as a Iambi" as aunt Pennanl 
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^^tmewti ; and Esther was not a wolf qiiite-*-at heart 
not at all. 

Miss Clarendon presently remarked that Miss Stanley 
really did not seem glad to be better— glad to get well. 

Helen acknowledged that instead of being glad, she 
"was rather sorry. *' If it had pleased Heaven, I should 
liave been glad to die.'* 

** Nonsense about dying, and worse than nonsense,^ 
eried Miss Clarendon, *' when you see that it did not 
please Heaven that ]^ou should die — '' 

" I am content to live," said Helen. 

'* Content ! to be sure you are," said Miss Clarendon. 
^ Is this your thankfulness to Providence t" 

^ I am resigned — I am thankful — I will try to be more 
80-— but I cannot be so glad." 

G^ieral Clarendon*s bulletins continued with little 
variation for some time ; they were always to his sister 
<— he never mentioned Beauclerc, but confined himself 
to the few lines or words necessary to give his promised 
regular accountsof Mr. ChurchiU^s state, thesum of which 
continued to be for a length of time : " Much the same." 
•— '" Not in immediate danger." — ^* Cannot be pronounced 
oat of <kmger." 

Not very consolatory, Helen felt. '* But while there 
Is life, there Is hope," as aunt Pennant observed. 

'* Yes, and fear," said Helen : and her hopes and fears 
on this subject alternated with fatiguing reiteration, and 
with a total incapacity of forming any judgment. 

Beauclerc's letter of explanation arrived, and other 
letters came from him from time to time, which, as 
they were only repetitions of hopes and fears as to 
Churchill's recovery, and of uncertainty as to what 
might be his own future fate, only increased Helen's 
miseiy : and as even their expressions of devoted at- 
. tachaient could not alter her own determination, while 
she felt how cruel her continued silence must appear, 
they only agitated without relieving her mind. Mrs. 
Pennant S5rmpathized with and soothed her, and knew 
how to sooth, and how to raise, and to sustain a mind in 
sorrow, suffering under disappointed affection, and sunk 
almost to despondency ; for aunt Pennant, besides her 
softness of manner, and her quick intelligent sympathy, 
had power of consolation of a higher sort, beyond any 
which this world can give. She was very religious, of 

Vet. XX.— I 
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tian spirit which hopeth aJl things 

When Bhe was a phild, somebody asked her if she 
was bred up in the fear of the Lord. She said no, but 
in the love o|^ God. And so she was, in that love 
which castaUi out fear. And now the mildness of her 
piety, and the whole tone and manner of her speaking 
and thinking, reminded Helen of that good dear uncle 
by whom she had been educated. She listened with 
affectionate reverence, and 9he truly and simply said, 
** You do me good— I think you have done me a great 
deal of good — and you shall see it." 

And she did see it afterward, and Miss Clarendon 
thought it was her doing,— -and so her aunt let it pass, 
and was only glad the good was done. 

The first day Helen went down to the drawing-room, 
ehe fou^d there a man who looked, as she thought at 
first glance, like a tradesman — some person, she sup- 
posed, come on business, standing waiting for Afiss 
Clarendon, or Mrs. Pennant. She scarcely looked at 
him, but passed on t6 the sofa, beside which was a little 
table set for her, and on it a beautiful workrbox, which 
she began to examine and admire. 

** Not nigh so handsome as I could have wished it, 
then, for you, Miss Helen— 1 ask pardon, Miss Stan- 
ley/' 

Helen looked up, surprised at hearing herself ad>- 
dressed by one whom she had thought a stranger ; but 
vet sh^ knew the voice, and a reminiscence came across 
her mind of having seen him somewhere before. 

*>' Old David Price, ma'am. Maybe you forget him, 
you being a child at that time. But since you grew up^ 
you have been the saving of me and many more — " 
Stepping quite close to her, he whispered that he had 
been psud under her goodnesses order by Mr. James, 
along with the other creditors that had been left. 

Helen by this time recollected who the poor 'Welsh* 
man was— an upholsterer and cabinet-maker, who had 
been years before epaployed at the deanery. Never 
having been paid at the time, a very considerable debl 
had acpumulated, and having neither note tior bond, 
Price said IhaX he had despaired of ever obtaining the 
amount of his earnings. He had, however, since the 
dean's death, been paid in fulli and had been able to 
retire to his Aatiye village, w^k happened to be near 
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lilansiileny and most gratefol he was ; and as soon as* 
lie perceived that he was recog'nised, his gratitude be<> 
calhe better able to express ftself. Not well, however^ 
could it make its way out for some time ; between cry- 
ing and laughing, and between two languages, he was 
at first scarcely intelligible. Wheuerer much ndoved^ 
David Price had recourse to his native Welsh, in which 
he was eloquent ; and Mrs. Pennant, on whom, know- 
ing that she understood him, his eyes turned, was good 
csiough to interpret for him. 

And when once fairly set agoing, there was danger 
that poor David^s garrulous gratitude should flow fSv 
ever. But it was all honest ; not a word of flattery ; 
and his old face was in a glow and radiant with feelings 
and the joy of telling Miss Helen all, how, and about 
it ; particularly concerning the last day when Mr. James* 
paid him, and them, and all of them : that was a day Miss- 
Stanley ought to have seen ; pity she could not have 
witnessed it ; it would'have done her good to the latesl^ 
hour of her life. Pity she should never see the faces 
of many, some poorer they might have been than him-^ 
self; many richer, that would have been ruined for ever 
but for her. For his own part, he reckoned himself one 
of the happiest of them all, in being allowed to see her 
face to face. And he hoped as soon as she was able to 
get out so far — but it was not so far — she would come 
to see how comfortable he was in his own house. 

It ended at last in his giving a shove to the work-box 
on the table, which, though nothing worth otherwise, 
he knew she coidd not mislike, on account it was made 
out of all the samples of wood the dean, her uncle, had 
given to him in former times. 

Notwithstanding the immoderate length of his 
speeches, and the impossibility he seemed to find of 
ending Ms visit, Helen was not much tired. And when 
she was able to walk so far, Mrs. Pennant took her to 
see David Price, atid in a most comfortalde house she 
found him ; and every one in that house^ down to Ihe 
youngest child, gathered round her by degrees, some 
more, some less shy, but all with gratitude beaming and 
smiling in their laces. 

It was delightful to Helen ; for there is no human 
heart so engrossed by sorrow, so overwhelmed by dis- 
appointment^ so closed against hope of happiness, that 
will not open to the tooch of gratitude 
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CHAPTER XLIV. 

But there was still in Helen's inmost soul one de- 
ceitful hope. She thought she had pfolled it op by the 
roots many times, and the last time compdeCely; bot 
still a little fibre Imiced, «aid still it grew again. It was 
thb hope that Cecilia would keep that ust promisey 
though at the moment Helen had flung from her the pos- 
sibility ; yet now she took it up again, and she thooght 
it was possible that Cecilia might be true to her word. 
Ir her child should be bom alive, and ir it should be a 
boy! 

It became a heart-beating suspense as the time ap- 
proached, and every dsnr the news might be expected. 
The post came in but three times a week at liansillen, 
and every post day Miss Clarendon repeated her pro- 
phecy to her aunt, ^ You will see, ma'am, the cSuld 
will be bom in good time, and alive. You who have 
always been so much afraid for Lady CecUia will find 
she has not feeling enough to do her any harm." - 

In due time came a note firom the general. 

** A boy ! child and mother doing well. Give me 
joy." 

The joy to Miss Clarendon was much increased by 
th^ triumph, in her own perfectly right opinion. Mrs. 
Pennant's was pure affectionate joy for the father, and 
for Lady Cecilia, for whom, all sinner as she was in her 
niece's eyes, this good soul had compassion. Helen's 
anxiety to hear again and again every post was very 
natural, the aunt thought ; quite si^rfluous the niece 
deemed it : Lady Cecilia would do very well, no 
doubt, she prophesied a^in, and laughed at the tremor, 
the eagerness, with wmch Helen every day asked if 
there was any letter from Cecilia. At last one came, 
the first in her own handwriting, and it was to Helen 
herself and it extinguished all hope. Helen could oidy 
articulate, « Oh ! CecUia !" 

Her emotion, her disappointment, were vimUet Iml 
unaccountable : she could give no reason for it to Miss 
Clarendon, whose wondering oye vras upon her ; nor 
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to tefmpMnoAa^ tudt Pennant could ahebreatiie a 
-vrord without betrafing Cecilia : she was silent^ and 
lliere was aU that day, and many succeeding days, a 
liopelessnese of languor in her whole appearance. 
T%tere was, as Miss Curendon tenned it, a '* backslidintf 
in her recorery,'' which grieved aunt Penriant, and 
Helen bad to bear imputation of caprice and of indolence 
from Miss Clarendon ; but even that eye immediately 
apon hery that eye more severe than ever, had not power 
to rouse her. Her soul was sunk within, nothing fur- 
ther to hope ; there was a dead calm, and the stiuness 
and lonehness of liansiUen made that calm ahnoat 
awful. The life of great excitation which she had led 
previous to her illness nendwed her more sensible of 
the change, of the total want of stimulus. The walks 
to Priced cottage had been repeated — ^but, though it 
was ever )i bdght spot, the eye could not id ways be 
fixed upon it. 

Bodily exertion being more easy to her now than 
mental, she took long walks, and came in boasting how 
far she had been, and looking quite exhausted. And 
Miss Clarendon wondered at her wandering out alone; 
then she tried to walk with Miss Clarendon, and she 
was more tired, though the wallus were sfaorter^^and 
that was observed, and was not agreeable either to ^e 
observer or to the observed. 

Helen endeavoured to make up for it ; she followed 
Miss Clarendon about in all her various occupations, 
Irom flower'garden to conservatory, and from consei^^ 
tory to pheasantrv, and to all her pretty cottages, (B| 
her schools^ and she saw and admired all the good timt 
Bather did so judiciously, and with such extraordinajy, 
aoch wonderful energy. 

** Nothing wonderful in iti" Miss Clarendon said; and, 
as she migraciously rejected praise, however sincere, 
and required not sympathy, Helen \ras reduced to be a 
aMN silent, stupid, useless stander-by, and she could 
not bat feel this a little awkward. She tried to interest 
herself for the poor people in the neighbourhood, but 
their language was unintelligible to her, and hers to 
them, and it is hard work trying to make objects for 
one's self in quite a new place, and with a pre-occupying 
•onrow in the mind all we time. It was not only hard 
work to Helen, but it seemed ladtKnjr in vain — ^bringing 
soil by bandfula to a barren rock, where, after all, no 
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plant win take root. Miss Okrendoii thooirb^ that 
labour coold uerer be in yain« 

One morning, when it must.be acknowledgred that 
Helen had been sitting too long in the same position 
with her head leaning on her Imd, Miss Clarendon, in 
her abrupt voice, ask^, ** How much longer, Helen, do 
you intend to sit there, doing only what is the w^orst 
thing in the world for you-^hmking t'* 

Helen started, and said she feared she had been sitting 
too long idle. 

*' If YOU wish to know how long, I can tell you," said 
Miss Clarendon; "just one hour and thirteen minute&" 

** By the stop watch!*' said Helen, smiling. 

** By my watch," said graye Miss Clarendon ; '* and in 
the mean time look at the quantity of work I have 
done." 

** And done so nicely !** said Helen, looking at it with 
admiration. 

** Oh, do not think to bribe me with admiration ! I 
would rather see you do something yourself than hear 
you praise my doings." 

** If I had anybody to work for. I have so few friends 
now in the world who would care for any thing 1 could 
do ! But I will try— *you shall see, my dear Esther, by- 
ani-by." 

*' By-and-by ! no, no — ^no w. I cannot bear to see you 
any longer in this half*alive, half-dead state.' ' 

*^I know," said Helen, 'Hhat all you say is for my 
g^d. I am sure your only object is my happiness." 

W^'our happiness is not in my power or in yours, but 
it is in your power to deserve to be happy, by doing what 
is right — ^by exerting yourself: that is my object, for I 
see you are in danger of being lost in indolence. Now 
you have the truth, and the whole truth." 

Many a truth would have come mended from Miss 
Clarendon's tongue, if it had been uttered in a softer 
ftOne, and if she had paid a little more attention to times 
and seasons; but she held it the sacred duty of sincerity 
to tell a friend her faults as soon as seen, and without 
circumlocution. 

The next day Helen set about a drawing. She made 
it an object to herself to try to copy a view of the dear 
deanery in the same stvle as seveni beautiful drawings 
oi Miss Clarendon's. 
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"While she looked over her portfolio sereral of her M 
sketches recalled remembrances which made her sigh 
frequently; Miss Clarendon heard her» and said, ** I 
"wish you would cure yourself of that habit of sighing: 
it is very bad for you." 

** I know it," said Helen. 

** Despondency is not penitence," continued Esther : 
•* reyery is not reparation." 

In this sort of interminable warfare against despond- 
ency and indolence, Miss Clarendon was always in the 
right, but wrong in too much proving herself in the 
right, as half her knowledge of the»humaa heart and a 
quarter of her good sense would have shown her, had 
not both been obscured by little clouds of temper. She 
felt as desirous as ever to make Helen happy at Llan- 
sillen, but she was provoked to find it impossible to do 
so. Of a strong body herself, capable of great resist- 
ance, powerful reaction under disappointment or grief, 
she could ill make allowance for feebler health an4 
spirits — ^perhaps feebler character. For great misfor- 
tunes she had great sympathy, but she could not enter 
into the details of lesser sorrows, especially any of the 
sentimental kind, which she was apt to class altogether 
under the head—" Sorrows of my Lord Plumcake l" 
an expression which had sovereignly taken her fancy, 
and which her aunt did not relish, or quite understand. 

Mrs. Pennant was, indeed, as complete a contrast to 
her niece in these points as nature and habit joined 
could produce. She was naturally of the most ex- 
quisitely sympathetic mimosa-sensibility, shrinking and 
expandmg to the touch of others' joy or wo, and 
instead of having by long use worn this out, she had 
preserved it wonderiTuUy fresh in advanced years. But, 
notwithstanding the contrast and seemingly incompati- 
ble difference between this aunt and niece, the founda- 
tions of their characters both being good, sound, and true, 
they lived on together well, and loved each other dearly. 
They had seldom differed so much on any point as m 
the present case, as to their treatment of their patient 
and theur guest. Scarcely a day passed in which they 
did not come to some mutual remonstrance ; and some- 
times when 'she was by, which was not pleasant to her* 
as may be imagined. Yet perhaps even these little al- 
tercations and annoyances, though they tried Helen's 
temper or grieved her heart at the moment, were of ui^e 
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to her upOQ the whole, by dntwing her out of herself. 
Besides^ these daily Ticissitudes* made by human tem* 
per, manner, and character^-eupplied in some sort the 
total want of events, and broke the monotony of these 
tedious months. 

The ffeneraPs bulletins, however* became at last more 
(a{roun3)le : Mr. Churchill was decidedly better; hie 
physician hoped he might soon be pronounced out of 
danger. The general said nothing of Beauclerc, but 
that he was, he believed, still at Paris. And from this 
time forward, no more letters came from Beaaclerc to 
Helen ; as his hopes of Churchill's recovery increased, 
he expected every day to be released from his banish- 
ment, and was resolved* to write no more till he could 
say that he was free. But Helen, though she did not 
allow ft to herself, felt this deeply; she thought that 
her determined silence had at last convinced him that all 
pursuit of her was vain ; and that he submitted to her 
rejection ; she told herself it was what should be, and 
yet she felt it bitterly. 

Lady Cecilia's letters did not mention him, indeed 
they scarcely told any thing $ they had become short 
and constrained: the general, she said, advised her to 
go out more, and her letters often concluded in haste, 
with ** Carriage at the door," and all the usual excuses 
of a London hfe. 

One day, when Helen was sitting intently drawing. 
Miss Clarendon said, '^ Helen !'* so suddenly that she 
started and looked round ; Miss Clarendon was seated 
on a low stool at her aunt*s feet, with one arm thrown 
over her great dog's neck ; he had laid his head on her 
lap, and resting on him, she looked up with a steadi- 
ness, a fixity of repose, which brought to Helen's mind 
Raj^aers beautiful figure of Fortitude leaning on her 
lion ; she thought she had never before seen Miss Clar- 
endon look so handsome, so graceful, so interesting ; 
she took care not to say so, however. 

** Helen !** continued Miss Clarendon, *' do you re* 
member the time when I Was at Clarendon Park, and 
quitted it so abruptly t My reasons were good, what- 
ever my manner was ; the opinion of the world I am 
not apt to fear for myself, or even for my brother, but 
to the whispers of conscience I do listen. Helen ! I 
was conspious that certain feelings in iny mind were 
loo strong,-— in mer JWi would saaicee^r believe itr— too 
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tender, I had no reason to think that GrantiUe Beao- 
clerc liked me, it was therefore utterly unfit that I 
should think of him ; I felt this, I left Clarendon Park, 
and from that moment I have refused myself the plea- 
sure of his society, I have altogether ceased to think 
of him. This is the only way to conquer a hopeless 
attachment* But you, Helen, though you have com- 
manded him never to attempt to see you again, have 
not been able to command your own mind. Since Mr. 
Churchill is so much better, you expect that he will 
soon be pronounced out of danger — ^you expect that 
Mr. Beauclerc will come over — come here, and be at 
your feet !" 

*' I expect nothing," said Helen, in a faltering volcei 
and then added resolutely, '' I clinnot foresee what Mr. 
Beauclerc may do, but of this be assured. Miss Claren- 
don, that until I stand as I once stood, and as I deserve 
to stand, in the opinion of your brother ; unless, above 
all, I can bring ftoofs to Granville's confiding heart that 
I have ever been unimpeachable of conduct and of mind, 
and, in all^but one circumstance, true — true as yourself, 
Esther — never, never, though your brother and all the 
world consented, never till I myself felt that I was 
proved to be as worthy to be his wife as I think I am, 
would I consent to man^ him — ^no, not though my heart 
were to break.'' 

" I believe it," said Mrs. Pennant ; ** and I wish--oh, 
how I wish — ^" 

" That I^y Cecilia were hanged, as she deserves,'' 
said Miss Clarendon : " so do I, I am sure ; but that is 
nothing to the present purpose." 

*' No, indeed," said Helen. 

'*< Helen!" continued Esther, "remember that Lady 
Blanche Forrester is at P)Euri8." 

Helen shrank. 

*' Lady Cecilia tells you there is no danger ; I say 
there is." 

'* Why should you say. so, my dear Esther 1" said her 
aunt. * 

'* Has not this friend of yours always deceived* mis- 
led you, Helen 1" 

^ She can have no motive for decelvmg me in this,** 
said Helen : '' I believe her." 

" Believe her, then !" cried Miss Clarendon ; " believe 
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Imr, and do not believe me, and take the ooiuieqaeiic«8 : 
I have done." 

Helen sigbed, bqt thovigh she might feel the want mf 
the charm of h^dy Cecilia's suavi^ of manner, of her 
agreeable, and her 9|[reetng temper, yet iriie felt the safe 
•olidity of priniriple in he^ present friend, and adnnred, 
esteemed, and loyed, without fear of ohanffe, her on- 
blenching truth. Pretty ornaments of gold eannot be 
worked out of the native ore ; to make the rude mass 
ductile, some alloy must be used, and when the slight 
filigree of captivatiifg manner comes to be tested against 
the sterling worth pf unalioyed sineerity, weig^d in 
the Just bsuanoe of adversity, we are glad to seize the 
solid gold and leave t^^e ornaments to those that they 
deceive. 

The fear gbout JLady Blanche Forrester was, how- 
ever, soon set at rest, and this time Lady CeciUa was 
right. A iettejr from her to Helen announced that Lady 
Blanche was married {-^actually married, and not to 
Granville Beauderc, but to sonie other Enghsh gentle>- 
man at Paris, no matter whom. Jjord Beltravers and 
Madame de St. Cymon, disappointed, had returned to 
London ; I^ady Cecilia had 80en I^rd Beltravers, and 
heard the news from him. 

There could be no doubt of the truth of the intelli- 
gence, and scarcely did Helen herself rejoice in it with 
more sincerity than did Miss Clarendon, and Helen 
loved her for her candour as well as for her sympathy. 

Time passed on ; week after week rolled away. 

At last General Clarendon announced to his sister, 
but without one word to Helen, that Mr. Churchill was 
pronounced out of danger. The news had been sent 
to his ward, the general said, and he expected Granviue 
would return from his banishment inimediately. 

Quite taken up in the first tumult of her feelings at 
this intelligence, Helen scarcely observed that she had 
no letter from Cecilia. 

But even aunt Pennant was obliged to conJbss, in 
reply to her niece's observation, that this was " certainly 
very odd ! but we shall soon hear some explanation, I 
hope " 

Miss Clarendon shook her head; she said that she 
had always thought how matters would end ; she judged 
from her brother's letters that he began to find out that 



lie was not the hiqi^iest of men. Yet nothing to tha*- 
effect was ever said by him ; one phrase onlv excepted, 
in his letter to her on her last birthday, which began 
with^ '^ In our happy days, my dear Esther." 

Miss Clarendon said nothing to Helen upon this sub- 
ject; she refrained altogether from mentioning Lady 
Cecilia. 

Two, three post-days passed without bringing any 
letter to Helen. The fourth, very earl^r in the momingy 
long before the usual time for the arrival of the post, 
Rose came into her room with a letter in her hand, say- 
ing, " From General Clarendon, ma'am. His own man, 
Mr. Cockbum, has Just this minute arrived, ma*am-— 
from London." 

With a trembling hand, Helen tore the letter open : 
pibt one word from General Clarendon ! It was only a 
cover, containing two notes : one from Lord Pavenant 
to the general, the other from Lady Davenant to Helen. 

Lord Davenant said that Ladv Davenant's health had 
dechned so alarmingly after their arrival at Peters* 
burg, that he had insisted upon her return to England, 
and that as soon as the object of his mission was com- 
pleted, he should immediately follow her: A vessel, he 
said, containing letters from England, had been lost, so 
that they were in total ignorance of what had occurred 
at home; and, indeed, it appeared from the direction 
of Lady Davenant's note to Helen, written on her land* 
ing in England, that she had left Russia without knowing 
that the marriage had been broken off, or that Helen 
had quitted General Clarendon's. She wrote—** Let 
me see you in Granville once more before I die. Be 
in London, at my own house, to meet me. I shall be 
'there as soon as I can be moved." 

The initials only of her name were signed. Elliott 
added a. postscript, saying that her lady had suffered 
much from an unusually long passage, and that she was 
not sure what day they could be in town. 

There was nothing from Lady Cecilia. Cockbum 
said that her ladyship had not been at home when he 
set out ; that his minster had ordered him to travel all 
night, to get to Llansillen as fast as possible, and to 
make no dela^r in delivering the letter to Miss Stanley. 

To set out instantly, to be in town at her house to 
meet Lady Davenant, was, of course,Helen's immediate 
determination. General Clarendon had sent his travelr 



fing-cttrriage for htr ; and under the drcamstances, her 
friends could have no wish but to speed her depKur- 
ture. Miss Clarendon enressed surprise at there bein^ 
no letter from Lady Geciliaf and wotM see and question 
Cockbum herself; but notlunff more was to be learned 
tban what he had already told, that the packet from 
Lady Davenant had come by express to his master 
after Lady Cecilia had driven out, as it had been her 
custom of late, almost every day, to Kensington to see 
her child. 

Nothing could be more natural, Mrs. Pennant thought, 
and she only wondered at Esther's unconvinced look of 
suspicion. *' Nothing, surely, can be more natural, my 
dear Esther.'* 

To which Esther replied, ** Very likely, ma'am.'* 

Helen was too much hurried and too much engrossed 
by the one idea of Lady Davenant to think of what they 
said. 

At parting she had scarcely time even to thank her 
two friends for all their kindness, but they understood 
her feelings, and, as Miss Clarendon said, words on that 
point were unnecessary. Aunt Pennant embraced her 
again and again, and then let her go, saying, " I must 
not detain you, my dear." 

*'But I must," said Miss Clarendon, ''for one mo- 
ment. There is one point on which my parting words 
are necessary. Helen! keep clear of I^y Cecilia's 
affairs, whatever they may be. Hear none of her 
secrets." 

Helen wished she had never heard any; did not 
believe there were any more to hear ; but she prom- 
ised herself and Miss Clarendon that she would observe 
this excellent counsel. 

And now she was in the carriage, and on her road to 
town. And now she had leisure to breathe, and to 
think, and to feel. Her thoughts and feelings, however, 
c6uld be only repetitions of fears and hopes about Lady 
Davenant, and uncertainty and dread of what would 
happen when she should require explanation of all that 
had occurred in her absence. And how would Lady 
Cecilia be able to meet her mother's penetration ? — ^iU 
or well, Lady Davenant was so clear-sighted. " And 
how shall I," thought Helen, " without plunging deeper 
ite deceit, avoid revealing the truth 1 Shall I assist 
Cecilia to deceive her mother in her last momenta ; or 
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sball 1 break my promise, betray Ceci]ia*»Becret» and at 
laat be the death of her mother by the shock !** 

It is astonishing how often the mind can go over the 
same thoughts and feelings without coming to any con- 
clusion, any ease from racking suspense. In the mean 
time, on rolled the carriage, and Cockbum, according 
to his master's directions, got her oyer the ground with 
all conceiyable speed. 



CHAPTER XLV. 

WsBir they were within the last stage of London, the 
earriage suddenly stopped, and Helen, who was sitting 
Car back, deep in her endless revery, started forward — 
Cockburn was at the carriage-door. 

** My lady, coming to meet you, Miss Stanley.** 

It was Cecilia herself; but Cecilia so changed in 
her whole appearance, that Helen would scarcely hayd 
known her. She was so much struck that she hardly 
knew what was said ; but the carriage-doors were 
opened, and Lady Cecilia was beside her, and Cockbum 
snat the door without permitting one moment's delay, 
and on they droye. 

Lady Cecilia was excessiyely agitated. Helen had 
not power to utter a word, and was glad that CeciUa 
went on speaking yery fast ; though she spoke without 
-wpearing to know well what she was saying; of 
ilelen's goodness in coming so quickly, of her fears 
that she would neyer haye tocu in time — *^ but she was 
in time, — ^her mother had not yet arriyed. Clarendon 
had gone to meet her on the road, she belieyed-Hshe 
was not quite certain." 

That seemed Very extraordinary to Helen. •* Not 
quite certain !** said she. 

" No, I am not,*' replied Cecilia, and she coloured ; 
her yery pale cheek flushed ; but she explained not at 
all, she left that subject, and spoke of the friends Helen 
had left at Llansillen— then suddenly of her mother*^ 
retum-^her hopes-*her fears — and then, without going 
on to the natural idea of seeing her mother, and of how 
eoon they should see her, began to talk of Beauclero — 
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of Mr. ChurchilVs being quite out of dangef^— of the 
general^s expectation of Beauclerc's immeSate return. 
•* And then, my dearest Helen," said she, " all will be—" 

" Oh! 1 do not know how it will be !" cried she, her 
tone changing suddenly ; and, from the breathless hurry- 
in which she had beeh running on, sinking at once to a 
low broken tone, and speaking very slowly. '^ I cannot 
tell what will become of any of us. We can never be 
happy again— any one of us. And it is ail my doing — 
and I cannot die. Oh ! Helm, when I tell you — '• 

She stopped, and Miss Clarendon's warmng counsel, 
all her own past experience, were full in Helen's mind» 
and alter a mementos silence, she stopped Cecilia just 
as she seemed to have gathered power to speak, and 
begged that she would not tell her any thing that was to 
be kept secret. She could not, would not hear any 
secrets ; she turned her head aside, and let down the 
glass and looked out, as if determined not to be com* 
polled to receive this confidence. 

*' Have you, then, lost all interest, all affection for me, 
Helen ? 1 deserve it ! — But you need not fear me now, 
Helen : I have done with deception, would to Heaven I 
had never begun with it !" 

It was the tone and look of truth — she steadily fixed 
her eyes upon Helen^ — and instead of the bright beams 
that used to play in those eyes, there was now a dark 
deep-seated sorrow, almost despair. 

Helen was deeply moved : it was indeed impossible 
for her^ it would have been impossible for any one who 
had any feeling to look upon Lady Cecilia Clarendon at 
that moment, and to recollect what she had so lately 
been, without pity. The friend of her childhood 
looked upon her with all the poignant anguish of 
compassion — 

"Oh! my dear Cecilia ! howchmigedl*' 
. Helen was not sensible that she uttered the words 
" how changed !" * 

" Changed ! yes ! I believe I am,** said Lady Cecilia, 
in a calm voice, "very much changed in appearance, 
but much more in reality ; my mind is more altered than 
my person. 

" Oh ! Helen ! if you could see into my mind at this 
moment, and know how completely it is changed«-4mt 
it is all in vain now ! You have suffered and suffered 
for me ! but your sufferings could not equal mine. Yoa 
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lost lore and happiness, but still coosclons of deserving 
tx>th: I had both at my command, and I could enjoy 
neither under the consciousness, the torture of remorse. 

Helen threw her arms round her, and exclaimed, 
*' Do not think of me ! — ^all will be well— since you have 
resolved on the truth, all will yet be well." 

Cecilia sighed deeply and went on. — ''I am sure, 
Helen, you were surprised that my child was born alive^ 
At least I was. I believe its mother had not feeling 
enough to endanger its existence. Well, Clarendon has 
that comfort at all events, and, as a boy, it will never 
put htm in mind of his mother. 

**Well, Helen, I had hopes of myself to the last 
minuie ; I really and truly hoped, as I told you, that I 
should have had courage to tell him all when I put the 
child into his arms. But his joy ! — ^I could not dash his 
joy — I could not ! — and then I thought I never could. I 
knew you would give me up ; I save up all hope of my- 
self. I was very unhappy, and Clarendon thought I was 
▼ery ill ; and I acknowledged that I was anxious ^ut 
you, and let all the blame fall on you, innocent, genQfous 
creature ! — I heard my husband perpetually u^raiding 
you when he saw me m — all, he said, the consequences 
of your falsehood — and all the time I knew it was my 
own. 

*' My dear Helen, it is impossible to tell you all the 
daily, hourly necessities for dissimulation which oc- 
curred. Every day, you know, we were to send to 
inquire for Mr. Churchill ; and every day, when Clarendon 
brought me the bulletin, he pitied me and blamed you ; 
ind the double-dealing in my countenance he never sus« 
pected — ^always interpreted favourably. Oh, such con« 
fidence as he had in me — and how it has been wasted, 
abused ! Then, letters from Beauclerc — ^how I bore to 
hear them read I cannot conceive : and at each time 
^hat I escaped, I rejoiced and reproached myself— and 
reproached myself and jejoiced. I succeeded in every 
effort at deception, and was cursed by my own success. 
Encouraged to proceed, I soon went on without shame 
and without feaj. My husband heard me defending you 
against the vanous repotrts which my venomous cousin 
had circulated; and he only admired what he called ^ my 
amiable zeal.' His love for me increased, but it gave 
me no pleasure ; for, Helen, now I am going to tell you 
an extraordinary turn which my mind took, for which I 
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cannot acoomit— I can hardly beticTC it— it seems omZ 
of human nature— My love for him decreased ! — ^not only 
because I felt that he would hate me if he discovered 
my deceit, but because he was lowered in my estima- 
tion ! I had always had, as ererybody has, even my 
mother, the highest opinion of his judgment. To that 
Judgment I had always looked up; it £id raised me in 
my own opinion ; it was a motive to me to be equal to 
what he thought me : but now that motive was gone, I 
no longer looked up to him ; his credulous affection had 
blinded his judgment — he was my dupe ! I could not 
reverence — I could not love one who was my dupe! 
But I caimot tell you how shocked I was at myself, 
when 1 felt my love for him decrease every time I savr 
him. 

'' I thought myself a monster ; I had grown used to 
every thing but uiat — ^that I coidd not ei^ure ; it was a 
darkness of the mind — a coldness ; it was as if the sun 
had gone out of the universe; it was more^'^it was 
worse — ^it was as if I was alone in the world.' Homo 
was a desert to me. I went out every evening ; some- 
times, but rarely. Clarendon accompanied me : fa» had 
become more retired; his spirits had declined wkh 
mine ; and though he was glad I should go out and 
amuse myself, yet he was always exact as to the hcMnrs 
of my return. I was often late— later than I on^t to 
have been, and I made a multitude of pialtry excuses ; 
this it was, I believe, which first shook his faith in my 
truth ; but I was soon detected in a more decided failure. 

** You know I never had the least taste for play of any 
kind : you may remember I used to be scolded lor never 
minding what I was about at ecart4: in short, i never 
had the least love for it — it wearied me; but now that 
mv spirits were gone, it was a sort of intoxication in 
which I cannot say I indulged — ^for it was no indu^gencev 
but to which I had recourse. Louisa Castlefert, yon 
know, was always fond of play — ^got into her &rsl diffi- 
culties by that means— she led me on. I lost a good 
deal of money to her, and did not care about it as lonjc 
as I conld pay ; but presently it came to a time when I 
could not |»y without applying to the general : I applied 
to him, but under false pretence^^to pay this faiH or 
that, or to buy something which I never bpught ; this 
occurred so often and to such extent, that he sua- 
^ected«<^he discovered how it went; he toU me so. 
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He spoke in that low, suppreBsed— that tenible Toice 
which I had heard once before ; 1 said, 1 know not what, 
in deprecation of his anger. ' I am not angry, Cecilia/ 
said ne. I canght his hand, and would have detained 
him ; he withdrew that hand, and, looking at me, ex- 
claimed, * Beautiful creature ! . half those charms would 
I give for truth P He left the room, and there was con*> 
tempt in his look. 

** All my loye— all my reyerence, returned for him in 
an instant; but what could I say? He never recurred 
to the subject ; and now, when I saw the struggle in bis 
mind, my passion for him returned in all its force. 

** People who flattered me often, you know, said I was 
fascinating, and I determined to use my powers of fa»> 
cination to reffain my husband^s heart ; how Uttle I knew 
IhAt heart! 1 dressed to please 1dm— oh! I never 
dressed myself with such care in my most coquettish 
days ; — ^I gave a splendid ball ; I danced to please him 
•^he used to be delighted with my dancing : he had said, 
no matter what, but I wanted to make bun say it— feel 
it again ; he neither said lior felt it. I saw lum stand- 
ing looking at me, and at the close of the dance I heard 
from him one sigh. I was more in love with him than 
when first we were married, and he saw it, but that did 
not restore me to his confidence— his esteem ; nothing 
could have done that, but — ^what I had not. One step in 
dissimulation led to another. 

** After Lord Beltravers returned from Pahs, on Lady 
Blanche's marriage, I used to meet him continually at 
Louisa Castlefort's. As for play, that was over with 
me for ever, but I went to Louisa's continually, because 
it was the gayest house I could go to ; I used to meet 
Lord Beltravers there, and he pretended to pay me a 
vast deal of attention, to which I was utterly indififer- 
ent, but his object was to push his sister into society 
again by my means. He took advantage of that unfor- 
tmute note which I had received from Madame de 8t. . 
CNmon, when she was at Old Forest ; he wjamted me to 
admit her among my acquaintance ; he urged it in every 
possible way, and was excessively vexed that it would 
not do : not that he cared for her ; he often spoke of 
her in a way that shocked me, but it hurt his pnde that 
she should be excluded from the society to which her 
rank entitled her. 

^I had met her at Louiaa'a once or twice» but whenl 
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foand that for ker l^rother*8 sake she was always to be 
inrited, I resolved to go there no more, and I made a 
merit of this with Clarendon. He was pleased; he 
■aid, * That is well, that is ri^ht, my dear Cecilia/ 

** And he went out more with me. One night at the 
opera, the Comtesse de 8t. Cymon was in the box oppo- 
site to us, no lady with her, only some gentlemen. She 
watched me ; I did all I could to avoid her eye, but at an 
unlucky moment she caught mine, bent forward, and 
had the assurance to bow. The general snatched the 
opera-glass from my hand, made sure who it was, Bad 
then said to me, 

** *How does that woman dare to claim yoxa notice. 
Lady Cecilia 1 I am afraid there must have been some 
encours^ment on your part.' 

'**None,' said I, 'nor eve;r shall be ; you see I take 
no notice.' 

** * But you must have taken notice, or this eoald never 
her 

•* * No, indeed,' persisted I. 

''Heien ! I really forgot at the moment that first un* 
fortunate note. An instant afterward I recoHected it, 
and the visit about the cameos, but tint was not my 
fault. I had, to be sure, dropped a card in return at her 
door, and I ought to have mentioned that, but I really 
did not recollect it till the words had passed my lips, and 
then it was too late, and I did not hke to go back and 
spoil my case br an exception. 

** The general did not look quite satisfied } he did not 
receive my assertions as implicitly as Ibrmerly. He 
left the box afterward to speak to some one, and while 
he was gone in came Lord Beltravers. After some pre« 
MminaTy nothings, he went directly to the point ^ and 
said, in an assured manner, * I beMeve you do not know 
my sister at this distance. She has been endeavoeiing 
to catch your eye.' 

^ * The Comtesse de St. Cymon does me too much 
honour,' said I, with a slight inclination of the head, and 
elevation of the eyebrow, which spoke sufficiently 
jdainly* 

*^ Unabashed, and with a most provo^og, fldmoet 
sneering look, he neptied, * Madame de St. Cymon had 
wished to say a few words to your ladyship on joxac 
own account, am I to understand this cannot be f ' 

**' On my own account r saidly ^1 do not in the least 
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andentaod your IcMdahup.'— ' I am not sore,' said he, 'that 
J perfectly comprehend it. But I know that yon some- 
times drive to Kensington, and sometimes take a turn in 
the gardens there. M}r sister hves at Kensington, and 
could not she, without infringing etiquette, meet you in 
in your walk, and have the honour of a few words with 
you I Something she wants to say to you,' and here 
he lowered his voice, ^ about a locket, and Colonel 
D'Aubigny.* 

^ Excessively frightened, and hearing some one at the 
door, I answered, ' I do not know, 1 believe I shall drive 
to Kensington to-morrow.' He bowed delighted, and 
relieved me from his presence that instant. The mo- 
ment afterward General Clarendon came in. He asked 
me, ' Was not that Lord Beltravers whom I met ?' 

^ ' Yes,' said I ; ' he came to reproach me for not no- 
ticing his sisteir, and I answered him ia such a manner 
as to make him clear that there was no hope.' 

«* * You did right,' said he, ' if you did so.' My mind 
-wsa in such confusion that I could not quite command 
my countenance, and 1 put up my fan as if the lights 
hurt me. 

'* ' Cecilia,' said he, ' take care what you are about. 
Remember, it is not my request only, but my command 
to my wife' (belaid solemn stress on the words) ,' that 
she should have no communication with this woman.' 
*' ' My dear Clarendon, I have not the least wish.' 
*'•' I do not ask what your wishes may be ; I require 
only your obedience.' 

"Never had I heard such austere words from him. I 
tamed to the stage, and X was glad to seize the first 
minute I could to get away. But what was to be done %, 
If I did not go to Kensington^ there was this locket, and 
I knew not what, standing out against me. I knew that 
this wretched woman had had Colonel D'Aubigny in her 
train abroad, and supnosedthat he must — ^treacherous 
profligate as he Was— ^ave given the locket to her, and 
now f was so afraid of its coming to Clarendon's eyeu 
or ears ! — and yet why should I ha^e feared his know- 
ing about it? Colonel D'Aubi^y stole it, just as he 
stole the picture. I had got it for you, do you re- 
collect t" 

** Perfectly," said Helen, *^and your mother missed 
it.'' 
'^ Yes," continued Lady Cecilia. '« that I had had 
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the sense to do nothing about it! Bcit I was so afraid 
of its somehow bringing every thing to light : my cow- 
ardice — my conscience-^niy consciousness of tliat first 
fatal falsehood before my marriage, has haunted me at 
the mosVcriticaJ moments: it has risen against me, and 
stood like an evil spirit threatening me from the right 
path. 

** I went to Kensington, trusting to my own good for- 
tune, which had so often stood me in stead ; but Madame 
de St. Cymon was too cunning for me, and so interested, 
so mean, she actually bargained for giving up the locket. 
She hinted that she knew Colonel D^Aubignv had never 
been your lover, and ended by saying she nad not the 
locket with her; and though I made her understand 
that the general would never allow me to receive her at 
my own bouse, yet she ' hoped I could manage an in- 
troduction for her to some of my friends, and that she 
would bring the locket on Monday, if I would in the 
mean time try, at least with Lady Emily GrenviUe and 
Mrs. Holdemesse.' 

'' I felt her meanness, ^and yet I was almost as mean 
myself, for I agreed to do what I could. Monday came. 
Clarendon saw me as 1 was going out, and, as he handed 
me into the carriage, he asked where I was going. To 
Kensington, I said, and added-— oh ! Helen, I am ashamed 
to tell you, I added — ^I am going to see my child. 

" And there I found Madame de St. Cymon, and I had 
to tell her of my failure with Lady Emily and Mrs. 
Holdernesse. I softened their refusal as much as I 
could, but I might have spared myself the trouble, for she 
only retorted by something about English prudery. At 
this moment a shower of rain came on, and she insisted 
upon m^ taking her home ; ' Come in,* said she, when 
. the carriage stopped at her door : ' if you will come in^ 
1 will give it to you now, and you need not have the 
trouble of calling again.' I had the folly to yield, 
though 1 saw that it was a trick to decoy me into her 
house, and make it pass for a visit. It aU flashed upon 
me, and yet I could not resist, for I thought I must ob- 
tain the locket at all hazards. I resolved to get it from 
her before I left the house, and then I thou^t all woidd 
be finished. 

" She looked triumphant as she followed me into her 
saloon, and gave a malicious smile, which seemed to say, 
* You see you are visiting me after aU.' 
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** After some nonsensical conyersation meant to de- 
tain me, I pressed for the locket, and she produced it : 
it iwas indeed the very one that had been made for you 
——But just at that instant, while she still held it in hoi 
hand, the door suddenly opened, and Clarendon stood 
opposite to me ! 

*'* 1 heard Madame de St. Cymon's voice, but of wha( 
she said, I have no idea. I heard nothing but the single 
'word ' rain,' and with scarcely strength to articulate, I 
attempted to follow up that excuse. Clarendon's look 
of contempt! — ^But he commanded himself, advanced 
calmly to me, and said, ' I came to Kensington with 
these letters ; they have just arrived by express. Lady 
Davenant is in England — she is ill.' He gave me the 
packet, and left the room, and I heard the sound of his 
Aorses' feet the next instant as he rode off. I broke 
from Madame de St. Cvmon, forgetting the locket and 
every thing. I asked my servants which way the 
general had gone t * To town.' I perceived that he 
^ must have been going to look for me at the nurse's, ands 
had seen the carriage at Madame de St. Cvmon's door. 

" I hastened after him, and then I recollected that I 
had left the locket on the table at Madame de St. Cy« 
men's, that locket for which I had hazarded— lost— 
eve^ thing ! 

" The moment I reached home, I ran to Clarendon's 
room ; he was, not there, and oh ! Helen, I have not 
seen him since*! 

" From some orders which he left about horses, I 
suppose he went to meet my mother. I dared not follow 
him. She had desired me to wait for her arrival at her 
own house. All yesterday, all last night, Helen, what 
I have suffered ! I could not bear it any longer, and 
then I thought of coming to meet you. I thought I 
must see you before my mother amved — ^my mother ! 
but Clarendon will not have met her till to-day. Oh, 
Helen ! you feel all that I fear— all that I foresee." 

Lady Cecilia sank back, and Helen, overwhelmed 
with all she had heard, could for .some time only pity 
her in silence ; and at last could only suggest that the 
general would not have time for any private communi- 
cation with Lady Davenant, as her woman would be in 
the carriage with her, and the general was on horse- 
back. 

It was late in the day before they reached town, Ab 
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tliey came ttearGrosrenor Sqone, Cocktam inqiured 
whether they were to drire home, or to Lady Davea- 
•nt's f 

** To my mothei^s, certaiidy} and as tut as you can.*' 

Lady Dayeoant had not anived, bat there were pa^c- 
ages in the hall, her courier and her servants, who aaid 
tha£ General Clarendon was with her, but not in the 
carnage ; he had sent them on. No messi^^e for La^ 
Cecilia, but that Lady Darenant would be in town tbia 
Bi^t. 

To-night'— some hours still of suspense ! As long as 
there were arrangements to be made, any thing to do ow 
to think of but that meeting of which they dared not 
think, it was endurable, but too soon all was settled ; 
nothing to be done, but to wait and watch, to hear the 
carriages roll past, and listen, and start, and look at 
each other, and sink Ymck disappointed* Lady Cecilia 
walked from the sofa ta the window, and looked out, 
and back again — continually, continually, till at laat 
Helen begged her to sit down. 

She sat down before an old piano-forte of her mo« 
ther'9, on which her eyes fixed ; it was one on which 
she had often played with Helen when they were chil- 
dren. ** Happy, innocent days,*' said she ; *' never shall 
we be so happy again, Helen ! But I canndt think of 
it ;'^ she rose hastily, and threw herself on the sofa. 

A servant, who had been watching at the hall-door, 
came in — ^ The carriage, my lady ! Lady Davenant is 
coming.'^ 

Lady Cecilia started up; they ran down stairs; the 
carriage stopped, and in the imperfect light they saw the 
figure €fi Lady Davenant, scarcely altered, leaning u()0]i 
mneral Clarendon's ara^. The first sound of her voice 
was feebler, softer, than formerly— quite tender, wtuBH 
she said, as she embraced them both by tumsi ^ My dear 
children !*' 

" Yon have accomplished your journey, Lady Daven- 
ant, better than you expected,'' said the general. 

Something struck her in the tone of his voice. She 
turned quickly, saw her daughter lay her hand upon his 
arm, and saw that arm withdrawn ! 

They all entered the saloon-^it was ablaze of light: 
Lady Davenant, shading her eyes with her hand, lookea 
round at the countenances, which she had not yet 
seen. Lady Cecilia shrank back. ThepeaeCratiaf^ras 
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tomed from her, glanced at Helen, and fixed upon tbe 
general. 

** What is all this V cried she. 

Helen threw her arms roond Lady Davenant. ** Let 
US think of yoa first, and only--^be calm." 

Latly Davenant broke firom her, and pressing for wardSi 
exclaimed, " I must see my daoghter^-^if I have still a 
daughter! Cecilia!" 

The general moved. Lady Cecilia, who had sunk 
l^n a chair behind him, attempted to jrise. Lady Dar 
venant stood opposite to her ; the light was now fuU 
upon her face and figure ; and her mother saw how it 
was changed j and looking back at Helen, she said, in a 
low, awfiu tone, ** I see it ; the black spot has spread !" 

Scarcely had Lady Davenant pronounced these words, 
when she was seized with the most violent spasms. 
The general had but Just time to save her from falling; 
he could not leave her. All was terror I Even her own 
woman, so long used to these attacks, said it was the 
worst she had ever seen, and- for some time evidently 
feared it would terminate fatally. 

At last, slowly she came to herself, but perfectly in 
possession of her intellects, she sat up, looked round, 
saw the agony in her daughter's countenance, and hold* 
in^ out her hand to her, said, " Cecilia, if there is any 
thmg that 1 ouffht to know, it should be said now." 

Cecilia caught her mother's hand, and threw herself 
upon her knees. '' Helen, Helen, stay !" cried she ; "do 
not go. Clarendon !" 

He stood leaning against the chimney-piece, motion- 
less, while Cecilia, in a faltering voice, besfan ; her voice 
fiiining strength, she went on, and poured out all— even 
f]^m Uie very beginning, that first suppression of the 
truth, that first cowardice, then all that followed from 
that one falsehood— all— even to the last degradation, 
when in the power, in the presence of that bad woman, 
her husband found, and left her. 

She shuddered as she came to the thought of that 
look of his, and not daring, not having once.dared while 
she spoke, to turn towards him, her eyes fixed upon her 
mother's ; but as she finished speaking, her head sank, 
riie laid her face on the sofa beside her : she felt her 
mother's arm thrown over her, and she sobbed convul* 
lively. 

There was silence. 

^'Istill have a dani^ter !" were the first words that 
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liroke the silei&ce. ** Not aoch a* I might have had, but 
that is my own lanlt.'* 

•• Oh mother !" 

**I have still a danghter," repeated Lady Darenant. 
" There is,** continued she, tunung to General Cl]^«ll- 
don, ** there is a redeeming power in troth. She may 
yet be more worUiy to be your wife than she has ever 
yet been!'* 

** Never T exdaimed the general. His countenance 
was rigid as iron ; then suddenly it relaxed, and going 
op to Helen, he said, 

''I have done yon injustice, Miss Stanley. I have 
been misled. I have done yon injustice, and by Hea- 
ven ! I will do yon public justice, cost me what it wilL 
Beanderc will be in England in a few days; at the altar 
I wUl give you to him pubhcly ; in the face of all the 
world will 1 mark my ap(Mt>bation of his choice ; pub- 
licly will I repair the wrong I have done you. I will 
see his happiness and yours before I leave England for 
ever !" 

Lady Cecilia started up: "Clarendon!** was all she 
could say. 

" Yes, Lady Cecilia Clarendon, said he, all the stem 
fixedness of his face returning at once — ^" Yes, Lady 
Cecilia Clarendon, we separate now and for ever.*' 

Then, turning from her, he addressed Lady Davenant. 
'*I shall be oi^ered on some foreign service. Your 
daughter, Lady Davenant, will remain with you, while I 
am still in England, unless you wish otherwise—** 

** Leave my daughter with me, my dear general, till 
my death,** said Lady Davenant. She sp<»e calmly, 
but the general, after a respectful — an affectionate pres- 
sure of the hand she held out to him, said, ^ That may 
be far distant, I trust in God, and we shall at all events 
meet affatn the day of Helen's marriage.** 

^ And if that day is to be a happy day to me,** cried 
Helen, " to me or to your own beloved ¥rard. General 
Clarendon, it must be happy to Cecilia !*' 

** As happy as she has left it in my power to make 
her. When I am gone, mjr fortune — *' 

" Name it not as happiness for my daughter,** in- 
terrupted Lady Davenant, *'or you do her injustice. 
General Clarendon !** 

" I name it but to do her justice,** said h6. " It is M 
that she has left it in my power to give;^ and then hia 
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lon^-suppressed pasBioh suddenly barsting forth, he 
tamed to Cecilia, *' All I can give to one so false— false 
firom the first moment to the last — false to me---to me ! 
Mrho so devotedly, fondly, blindly loved her!" He 
rushed out of the robm. 

Tliea Lady Davenant, taking- her daughter in her 
arms, said, ^ My child, return to me !** 

She sank back exhausted. Mrs. Elliott was sum- 
moned ; she wished them all out of the room, and said so ; 
'but Lady Davenant would have her daughter stay be* 
side Her, and with Cecilia's hand in hers, she fell into a 
profound slumber. 



CHAPTER XLVI. 

Oh awaking in the morning, after some loag-ez- 
|>eeted event has tiappened, we feel in doubt whether 
It has really occurred, or whether it is all a dream. 
Then comes the awful sense of waking truth, and the 
lb»r that what has been done, or said, is irremediable, 
and then the astonishment that it really is done. 

" It is over !" Helen repeated to herself, repeated 
aloud, before she could well bring herself from that 
state of half-belief, before she could recover her stunned 
facidties. 

Characters which she thought she perfectly under* 
stood, had each appeared, in these new circumstances, 
different from what she had expected. From Cecilia 
she had scarcely hoped, even at the last moment, for 
such perfect truth in her confession. From Lady Da* 
venant not so much indulgence, not all that tenderness 
for her daughter. From the general, l^ss violence of 
expression, more feeling for Cecilia ; he had not allowed 
the merit of her candour, her courage at the last. It 
was a perfectly voluntary confession, all that concerned 
Colonel D'Aubigny and the letters could never have been 
known to the general by any other mesne. Disappointed 
love, confidence duped, and his pride of honour, had made 
him forget himself in anger, even to cruelty. Helen 
thought he would feel this hereafter, fancied he must 
feel it even now, but that* though he might relent, he 
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would not recede ; though he might regret tiM he 
0Uide the determination, he would certainly abide by it ; 
that which he had resolved to do, would certainiy ]»» 
done,— the aeparation between him and Ceeiiia would 
take place. And though all was clear and brif^t in 
Helen's own prospects, the general's esteem restored^ 
his approbation to be publicly mariLcd, Beauckre to be 
convmced of her perfect innocence ! Beauclerc, freed, 
ihun all fear and danger, returning all love and iiyy ; yet 
•he could not be happy — ^it was ul mixed with bittei^*' 
nese, anguish for Cecilia. 

She had so often, so forcibly urged her to this, conr 
fession ! and now it was made, did Helen regret that it 
was made! No, independently of her own cleared 
character, she was satisfied, even for Cecilia's sake, for 
it was right, whatever were the consequences ; it wa» 
right, and in the confusion and discordance of her 
thoughts and feelings, this was the only fixed point. 

To this conclusion she had come, but had not been 
able farther to settle her mind« when she was told that 
Lady Davenant was now awake, and wished to see her* 

Lady Davenant, renovated by sleep, appeared to 
Helen, even when she saw her by daylignt, Bcarcely 
sdtered in her looks. There was the same life, and en- 
ergy, and elasticity, and strength, Helen hoped, not onl)r 
of mind, but of body, and quick as that hope rose, as 
she stood beside her bed, smd looked upon her» La^ 
Davenant marked it, and aaid, 

" You are mistaken, my dear Helen, — I shall not last 
long ; I am now to consider how I am to make the most 
of the little life that remains. How to repair as f ar aa 
may be, as far as can be, in my last days, Uie errors of 
my youth ! You know, Helen, what I mean, and it is 
now no time to waste words, therefore I shall not begm 
by wasting upon you, Helen, any reproaches. Foolish, 
generous, weak creature that you are, and as the best 
of human beings will ever be--I must be content with 
you as you are ; and so,V continued she, in a pla3^ul 
tone, " we must love one another, perhaps all the better, 
for not being top perfect. And, indeed, my poor childt 
you have been well punished already, and the worst of 
criminals need not be punished twice. Of the propen 
sity to sacrifice your own happiness for others you will 
never be cured» but you will, I trust, in future, when I 
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gdne neter to retorn, be true to jrcnmelf. Now as 
to my daughter — ^ 

liady Davenant then went orer with Helen evety- 
cirtmmetance in Gecilia^s confesrion, and showed how, 
in the midst of the diock she had feH at the disdosnre 
of so much falsehood, hope for her daughter's future 
truth had risen in her mind even from the courage, and 
flilness, and exactness of her confession. '* And it is 
not^*' continued she, ** a sudden reformation ; i have no 
belief in sadden reformations. 1 think I see that this 
change in Cecilia's mind has been some time working 
out by her own experience of the miseiyf the folly, the 
degradation of deceit." 

Helen earnestly confirmed this from her own obsenrv- 
tions, and from the expressions which had burst forth 
in the fulness of Cecilia's heart and strength of her con- 
viction, when she told her aU that had passed in her 
mind. 

*' That is well !" pursued Lady Davenant ; ** but prin- 
ciples cannot be depended upon till confirmed by habit ; 
and Cecilia's nature is so variable — ^impressions on her 
are easily, eren deeply made, but all in sand ; they may 
shift with the next tide — ^maybe blown away by the 
next wind." 

** Oh no," exclaimed Helen, " there is no danger of 
that. I see the impression deepening every hour, from 
your kindness and — " Helen hesitated, " And besides — ^" 

'* Besides j^^ said Lady Davenant, ** usually comes as 
the arrUre'ban of weak reasons : you mean to say that 
the sight of my sufferings must strengthen, must confirm 
all her principles-^her taste for truth. Yes," continued 
she, in her most firm tone, ** Cecilia's being with me 
during my remaining days will be painful but salutary to 
her. She sees, as you do, that all the falsehood meant 
to save me has been in vain; that at last the snock has 
only hastened my end: it must be so, Helen. Look at 
it steadily, in the best point of view— the evil you can- 
not avert : take the good, and be thankful for it." 

And Cecilia-^how did she feel I Wretched she was, 
but still in her wretchedness there was within her a re- 
lieved conscience, and the sustaining power of truth; 
and she had now the support of her mothei's affection, 
and the consolation of feeling that she had at last done 
Helen justice! To her resSly generous, affectionate 
dispoeitioni there was in the return of her feelings ta 
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fheir natural oouiBe, an indaacrilMble aenae of relief* 
Broken, cniahed, aa were all her own hopea, her mym" 
Mthy, eyen in the deptha of her miaery, now vrent pure, 
in% from any winding of deceit, durect to Heien'e 
Imppy prospecta, in which aha ahared with all the eager- 
neaa of her warm heart.. 

Beanclerc anriTed» found the general at home expect- 
ing him, and in hia guardian^a countenance and voice 
he aaw and heard omy what was natural to tbe maor 
The general waa prepared, and Beauclerc was himself 
in too great impatience to hear the facta, to attend much 
to the manner m which thinga were told. 

** Lady Davenant haa retomed ill i her daughter i» 
with her, and Helen— '^ 

" And Helen— " 

^ And you may he happy, Beauclerc, if there be tmtb 
in woman," aaid the general. " Gk> to her— you will 
find I can do justice. Go, and return when you can teU 
me that your wedding-day ia fixed. And beauclerc,*^ 
he called after him, **Tet it be as aoon aa poaaible." 

" The only unneceaaary advice my dear guardian ha9 
eyer given me," Beauclerc, laughing, repHed. 

The general's prepared composure haa not calculated 
upon this laugh, this slight jest ; his featwes gave wa v. 
Beauclerc, atruck with a sudden chaaffe in the generaJ'flF 
countenance, released hia hand from Sie congratulatory ' 
ahake in which its power failed. The general turned 
away aa if to ahun ini^ry, and Beauclerc, however 
astonished, respected his feelinga, and said no more. 
He hastened to Lady. Davenant with afi a lbver*s speed 
—with all a lover's joy saw the first expression in 
Helen's eyes ; and with all a friend's sorrow for Lady 
Davenant and for the general, heard all that was to be 
told of Lady Cecilia's afiairs : her mother undertook the 
explanationf Cecilia herself did not appear. 

in the first rash of Beauclerc's joy in Helen's cleared 
fam^, he was ready to forgive all the deceit; yes, to 
for^ ve all ; but it waa am^h fornveness as contempt can 
easily grant, which can har^ be received by any 
aoul not lost to honour. This lady Davenant felt, aod 
felt so keenly that Helen trembled for her: she re* 
mained silent, pressing her hand upon her heart, which 
told her sense of i^proaching danger. 

It was averted by the calmness, the truth, the justice 
with which Helen spoke to Beanderc of Cecilia. M 
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site mmt on, Lady DaTenanVs colour returned, and 
Beaucleic's ready sympathy went with her as far as she 
pleased, till she came to one point, from which he 
instantly started hack. 

Helen proposed, if Beauclerc wotdd consent, to pizt 
off their marriage till the general should be reconciled 
to Cecilia. 

** Attempt it not, Helen," cried Lady Darenant; 
** delay not for any consideration. Your marriage must 
be as soon as possible, for my sake, for Cecilia's — mark 
me ! — ^for Cecuia's sake, as soon as possible let it be ; it 
is but justice that her conscienoe should be so far re^^ 
lieyed, let her no longer obstruct your union. Let me 
have the satisfaction of seeing it accomplished ; name 
the day, Helen, 1 may not have many to liTe/' 

The day, the earliest possible, was named by Helen ; 
and the moment it was settled, Lady Darenant hurried 
Beauclerc away, saying — 

" Return to Greneral Clarendon — spare him suspense 
«— it is all we can do for him." 

The generars wishes in this, and in all that followedt 
were to be obeyed. He desired that the marriaee 
should be public, that all should be bidden of raiuc» 
fashion, and note — all their family connexions. Lady 
Katrine Hawsby, he especially named. To do justice 
to Helen seemed the only pleasurable object now 
remaining to him. 

In speuing to Beauclerc, he never once named Lady 
Cecilia ; it seemed a tacit compact between him and 
Beauclerc, that her name should not be pronounced. 
They talked of Lady Davenant ; the genenu said he did 
not think her in such danger as she seemed to consider 
herself to be : his opinion was, he declared, confirmed 
by his own observation ; by the strength of mind and 
of body which she had shown since her arrival in Eng- 
land. Beauclerc could only hope that he was right; 
and the general went on to speak of the service upon 
which he was to be employed : said that all arrangements^ 
lajring^ an emphasis upon the word, would be transacted 
by his man of business. He spoke of what would 
happen after he quitted Englana, and left his ward a 
leffacy of some favourite horse which he used to ride at 
Cuorendon Park, and seemed to take it for granted that 
Beauclerc and Hden would be sometimes there when 
he was gone. ^^ 



S39 HILIH. 

I 

Then, having cleared his throat aeTeral tim^, the 

Seneral desired that Lady Cecilia'e portrait, which he 
esignated only as ** the picture over the chimney-piece 
in my room,'* should be sent after Mm. And taking 
leave of Beauclerc, he set off for Clarendon Park, where 
he was to remain till the day before the weddkig ; — ^the 
day following he had fixed for his departure fron 
England. 

When Beanclerc was repeating tius conversation to 
Helen, Lady Davenant came into the room just as he 
was telling these last particulars. She marked the smile, 
the hope that was excited, but shook her head, and said, 
'* Raise no false hopes in my daughter's nund, I con^ 
jure you ;" and she turned the conversation to other 
subjects. Beauclerc had been to see Mr. Chuvchillv and 
of that visit Lady Davenant wished to hear. 

As to health, Beauclerc said that Mr. Churchill had 
recovered almost perfectly ; " but there remains, and I 
fear will always remain, a little lameness, not disabling, 
but disfiguring — ^an awkwardness in moving, which, to a 
man of .£s personal pretensions, is trying to the temper ; 
but after noticing the impediment as he advanced to 
meet me, he shook my hand cordially, and smiling, said, 
* You see I am a marked man ; I always wished to be 
so, you know, so pray do not repent, my good friend.' 
He saw I was too much moved for jesting, then he* took 
it more seriously, but still kindly, assuring me that I had 
done him real service ; it is always of service, he said, 
to be necessitated to take time for quiet reflection, of 
which he had had sufficient in his hours of solitary gqb- 
finement— this last adversity had left him leisiyre to be 
good. 

** And then," continued Beauclerc, "ChurehiU, advert- 
ing to our foolish quarrel, to clear that off my mind, 
threw the whole weight of the blame at once comfort- 
ably upon the absent — on Beltravers. Churchill said we 
had indeed been a couple of bravely blind fools; he 
ought, as he observed, to have recollected in time that 

' Angeris like 
&. full hot horse, who being ^ow'd his way, 
Self-mettle tires him.' 

**So that was goodf and Horace, in .perfect good- 
humour with me and himself, and all the world, played 
on with the past and the future, glad lie had no more of 



Ms 1)0068 to eicfofiaite ; glad, after so many months of 
failure in ' the first intention,' to find himself in a whole 
skin, and me safe returned from transportation — spoke 
of Helen seriously ; said that his conduct to her was the 
only thing that weip^hed upon his mind, but he hoped 
tliat his sincere penitence, and his months of suffering, 
would be considered as sufficient atonement for his having 
brought her name before the public ; and he finished by 
inviting himself to our weddmg, if it were only for the 
pleasure of seeing what sort of a face J^ady Katrine 
Hawksby will have upon the occasion. It was told of a 
celebrated statesman, jealous of his xioileagues, Horace 
says, that every commonly good speech cost him a 
twinge of the gout : and every uncommonly good one 
sent him to bed, with a regular fit. Now Horace protests 
that every commonly decent mairiage of her acquain- 
tance costs Lady Katrine at least a sad headache ; but 
Miss Stanley's marriage, likely as it is to be so happy 
after all, as he politely said, foredooms poor Lady 
Katrine to a month's heartache at the least, and a face 
full ell long." 

Whether in his penitence he had forsworn slander or 
not, it was plain that ClHiichi]! had not lost either his 
taste, talent, or power of sarcasm, and of this Beauclerc 
could have given, and in time gave, further illustrations ; 
but it was in a case which came home to him rather too 
nearly, and on which his reports did not flow quite so 
fluently — ^touching Lord Bettravers, it was too tender a 
subject. Beauderc was ashamed of himself for having 
been so deceived when, after all his guardian had done 
to save his fortune, alter all that noble sacrifice had been 
made, he found that it was to no good end, but for the 
worst purpose possible. Lord Beltravers, as it was now 
clear, never had the slightest intention of living in that 
house of his ancestors on which Beauclerc had lavished 
his thoussMadSf ay, and tens of thousands ; but while he 
was repairing, and embellishing, and fumnhing Old 
Forest, fit for an English aristocrat of the first water, 
the Lord Beltravers at the gaming-table, pledged it, and 
lost it, and sold it ; and it went to the hammer. This 
came out in the first fury of Lord Beltravers upon his 
sister's marriage at Paris: and then and there Beauclerc 
ftrst eame to the perception that his good friend had 
predestined him and his fortune for the Lady Blanche, 
whom, aU the time, he considered as a fool and a puppet, 



nd for whom he had not the slightest affectiOB : it was 
an for his own interested purposes. 

Be^uclerc suddenlv opened his eyes wide, and saw it 
all at once : how it had happened that they had never 
seen it before, notwithstanding all that the general on 
one side, and Lady Davenant on the other, had done to 
force them open, was incomprehensible \ but, as Lady 
Davenant observed, ^' A sort of cataract comes over the 
best eyes for a time, and the patient will not suffer him- 
self to be couched ; and if you struggle to perform the 
operation, that is to do him good against his wiU, it is 
odds but you bhnd him for Ufe." 

Helen could not, however, understand how Granville 
could have been so completely deceived, except that it 
had been impossible for him to imagine the exquisite 
meanness of that man's mind. 

''There,*' cried Beauclerc, ''you see my fault was' 
having too little instead of too much imagination." 

Lady Davenant snuled, and said, " It Has been ad* 
mirably observed, that ' it is amon^ men as among cer* 
,tain tribes of animals, it is sometimes only necessary 
that one b/ the herd should step forward and lead the 
way, to make all the others follow with alacrity and 
submission;* and I solve the whole difficulty thus: I 
suppose that Lord Beltravera, just following Beauclerc's 
lead, sneoeeded in persuading him that he was i man of 
genius and a noble fellow, by allowing all Beauderc'a 
own paradoxes, adopting all his ultra-original oiunions, 
and, m short, sending him back the image of his own 
mind, till Granville had been caught by it, and had 
fairly fallen in love with it— a mental metaphysical 
Narcissus.' 

"After all," continued Lady Davenant, smiling; "of 
all the follies of youth, the dangerous folly of tiying to 
do good — ^that for which you stand convicted, ma^ be 
the moat easily pardoned, the most safely left to time 
and experience to cure. You know, Granville, that ever 
since the time of Alexander the Great's great tutor, the 
characteristic faults of youth and age have been the 
*ioo muaJC and the ' too httU.* In youth, the too much 
confidence in others and in themselves, the too much 
of enthusiasm — too much of benevolence ;— in age, 
alas ! too little. And with this youth, who haa the io$ 



fnuch in every tliing<^-^hat shall we do with him, Helen % 
Take him, for better for worse, you must ; and I must 
love him as I have done from his childhood, a little 
while longer— to the end of my life." 

"A little longer, to the .end of her life !" said Beau- 
clerc to himself, as leaning on the back of Helenas chair 
he looked at Lady Davenant. *' I cannot believe that 
she whom I see before me is passing away, to be with 
us but a little longer ; so fall of life as she appears ; 
Such energy divine ! No, no, she will live, live long I" 

And as ms eyes looked that hope, Helen caught it, 
an4 yet she doubted, and sighed, but still she had hope. 
Cecilia had none ; she was sitting behind her mother ; 
she looked up at Helen, and shook her head ; she had 
seen more of her mother*s danger, she had been with 
her in nights of fearful struggle. She had been with 
her just after she had written to Lord Davenant what 
she must have felt t<5 be a farewell letter — a letter, too, 
which contained the whole history of Cecilia's decep^ 
tion and Helenas difficulties, subjects so agitating that 
the writing of them had left her mother in such a state 
of exhaustion that Cecilia could think only with terror 
for her, yet she exerted all her power over herself to 
hide her anguish, not only for her mother's but for 
Helen's sake. 

The preparations for the wedding went on, pressed 
forward by Lady Davenant as urgently as the general 
could desire. The bridesmaids were to be Lady Emily 
Grenville's younger sister, Lady Susan, and, at Helen's 
particular request. Miss Clarendon. 

Pull of joy, wonder, and sympathy, in wedding haste 
Miss Clarendon and Mrs. Pennant arrived, both delighted 
that it was all happily settled for Helen : which most, 
it was scarcely possible to say; but which most curious 
as to the means by which it had been settled, it was 
very possible to see. When Miss Clarendon had secured 
a private moment with Helen, she began, 

" Now tell me — tell me every thing about yourself." 

Helen could only repeat what the general had already 
written to his sister — that he was now convinced that 
the reports concerning Miss Stanley were ' false, his 
esteem restored, his public approbation to be given, 
Beauclerc satisfied, and her rejection honourably re* 
tracted. 

" I will ask you no more, Heleni by word or look,** 
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•aid Estlier ; ''I «iidei9taod it aUt my brother and Ladjr 
Cecilia are separated for life. And now let us go to 
annt Pennant : she win not annoy you by her curiosity, 
but how she will be able to manage hcfr sympathy 
among you with these crossixur demands, I know not ; 
Lady Oecilia^s wretchedness wiU almost spoil my aunt's 
joy for you— it cannot be pure joy." 

Pure joy ! how far from it Helen's sigh told ; and 
Miss Olarondon had scarcely patience enough with 
Lady Cecilia to look at her again ; she scarcely sec- 
onded, at least with good grace, a suggestion of Mrs 
Pennant's that they should prevail onLady Cecilia to 
take a turn in the park with them, she looked so much 
in want of firesh air. 

** We can go now, my dear Esther, you know, before 
it is time for that picture sale, at which vou are to be 
before two o'clock." Lady Davenant desired Cecilia 
to go. *' Helen will be with me ; do, my dear Cecilia, 
go.^' 

She went, and before the awkwardness of Miss 
Clarendon's silence ceased, and before Mrs. Pennant 
had settled which glass or which blind was best up or 
down, Lady Cecilia burst into tears, thanked aunt Pen- 
nant for her sympathy; and now, above the fear of Miss 
Clarendon — above all fear but that of doing further 
mrong by concealment, she at once told the whole truth, 
that they might, as well as the general, do full justice 
to Helen; and thai they might never, never blame 
Clarendon for the separation which was to be. 

That he should have mentioned nothing of her con- 
duct, even to his sister, was not surprising. " I know 
his ffenerous nature," said Cecilia. 

"But I never knew yours till this moment, Cecilia,** 
cried Miss Clarendon, embracing her ; '* my" sister, now, 
—separation or not." 

" But there need be no separaticm," said kind aunt 
Pennant. 

Cecilia sighed, an4 Miss Clarendon repeated, " You 
will find in me a sister at all events." 

She now saw Cecilia as she really was— fiiults and 
virtues. Perhaps indeed in this moment of revulsion of 
feelinff, in the surprise of gratified confidence, she over- 
valued Lady Cecilia's virtues, and was inclined to do 
her more than justice, in her eap^emess to make gene* 
txw separatioft lipar unjp4st susDicioa. 
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CHAPTER XLVII. 

ArrsB setting down Lady Cecilia at her mother's, the 
mmt and niece proceeded to the picture sale which Miss 
Clarendon was eager to attend, as she was in search of 
apendant to a famous Berg[hem she possessed ; and while 
fdie was considering the picture, she had the advantage 
of hearing a story which seemed, indeed, to be told for 
the amoseraent of the whole room, by a party of fash- 
kniables who were standing near her : — a wonderful 
story of a locket, which was going about: it was 
▼arioosly told, but all agreed in one point — that a young 
married lady of high rank had never dared to appear 
in the world since her husband had seen this locket in 
her hands — it k«d brought out something — something 
which had occurred before marriage ;*-and here mys- 
terious nods were interchanged. 

Another version stated that the story had not yet 
been fully explained to the husband, that he had found 
the locket on the table in a room that he had suddenly 
entered, where he discovered her kneeling to the person 
in question, — ^* the person in question" being sometimes 
a woman and sometimes a man. 

Then leaned forward, stretching her scraggy neck, 
one who had good reason to believe that the husband 
would soon speak out — the public would soon hear of 
a separation; and everybody must be satisfied that 
there could not be a separation without good grounds. 

Miss Clarendon incjuired from a gentleman near them, 
who the lady was with the outstretched scraggy neck. 
•—Lady Katrine Hawksby. 

Miss Clarendon knew her only by reputation. She 
did not know Miss Clarendon either by reputation or by 
sight ; and she went on to say, she woidd ^* venture any 
wager that the separation would take place within a 
month. In short, there could be no doubt that before 
Manriage,**--and she aided with a look which gave a 
death-blow to the reputation. 

Exceedingly shoaled, Miss Claiendon. not only frov 
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a sense of justice to Lady Cecilia, bi|t from fejBling for 
her brother's honour, Ionised to reply in defence : bat 
she constrained herself foronce» and having^ been assured 
by Lady Cecilia that all had been confessed to her mo- 
ther, she thought that Lady Davenant must be the best 
person to decide what should be done. She went to 
ner house immediately, sent in word that she begged to 
see Lady Davenant for two or three minutes alone, was 
admitted ; OeciUa immediately vacated the chair beside 
her raother^s bed and left the room. Miss Clarendon 
ielt some difficulty in beginning, but she forced herself 
to repeat all she had heanl. Then Lady Davenant 
started up in her bed, and the colour of life spread over 
her face. 

'* Thank you, thank you. Miss Clarendon ! a second 
time I have to thank you for an inestimable service. 
It is well for Cecilia that she made the whole truth 
knowa to us both — made you her friend ; now we can 
act for her. I wiU have that locket from Madame de 
St. Cymon before the sun goes down." 

Now Lady Davenant had Madame de St. C3rmoii com- 
pletely in her power, from her acquaintance with a dis^ 
graceful transaction which had come to her knowledge 
at Florence. The locket was surrendered, returned 
with humble assurances that Madame de St. Cymon 
now perfectly understood the thing in its true light, and 
was Quite convinced it had been stolen, not given. 

Lady Davenant glanced over her note with scorn,—* 
was going to throw it from her into the fire, but did not. 
When Miss' Clarendon called upon her again that even- 
ing as she had appointed, she showed it to her, and de- 
sired that she would, when \ker brother arrived next 
day, tell him what she had heard, what Lady Davenant 
had done, and how the locket was now in her posses- 
sion. 

Some people who pretend to know, maintain that the 
passion of love is of such an all-engrossing nature that 
it swallows up every other feeling ; but we who judge 
more justly of our kind, hold differently, and rather be* 
lieve that love in generous natures imparts a strength- 
ening power, a magnetic touch to every good feeling. 
Helen was incapable of being perfectly happy while her 
friend was miserable ; and even Beaucterc, in spite of 
all the suffering she had caused, could not help pitying 
Lady Cecilia, and he heartily wished the general could 
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be reconciled to lier; yet it was a matter in which h0 
could not properly interf^^re : he did not attempt it. 

Lad]^ Davenant determined to give a breakfast to all 
the bridal party alter the marriage. In her state of 
liealth, Helen and Cecilia remonstrated, but Lady Qave- 
nant had resolved upon it, and at last they agreed it 
would be better than parting at the church-door^etter 
that she should at her own house take leave of Helen 
and Beauclerc, who would set out immediately aflei 
tiie breakfast for Thomdale. 

And now equipages were finished, and wedding para- 
phernalia sent home — ^the second time that wedding- 
dresses had been furnished for Miss Stanley; — and 
never once were these looked at by the bride elect, nor 
even by Cecilia, but to see that all was as it should be — 
that seen, she sighed, and passed on. 

Felicie*s ecstacies were no more to b'ehea^d: we 
forgot to mention that she had, before HelenV. return 
firom Llansillen, departed, dismissed in disgnuie; and 
happy was it for Lady Cecilia and Helen to be relieved 
from her jabbering, and not exposed to her spying and 
reporting. 

Nevertheless the gloom that hung over the world 
above coidd hot but be observed by the world below ; it 
was, however, naturally accounted for by Lady Davi9«- 
nant's state of health, and by the anxiety which Lady 
Cecilia must feel for the general, who, as it had been 
officially announced by Mr. Cockburn,.was to set out on 
foreign service the day after the marriage. 

Lady Cecilia, notwithstanding the bright hopefulness 
of her temper, and her habits of sanguine belief that all 
would end well in which she and her good fortune had 
any concern, seemed now, in this respect, to have 
changed her nature ; and ever since her husband's de- 
nunciations, had continued quite resigned to misery, 
and submissive to the fate which she thought she had 
deserved. She was much employed in attendance upon 
her mother, and thankful that she was so permitted to 
be. She never mentioned her husband's name, and if 
she alluded to him, or to what had been decreed by him, 
it was with an emotion that scarcely dared to touch the 
point. She spoke most of her child, and seemed to look 
to the care of him as her only consolation. The boy 
had been brought from Kensington for Lady Davenant to 
see, and was now at her house. Cecilia once said she 
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thought he was werv like hia father, and hoped that ha 
would at least take leave of his boy at the last. To that 
last hour— that hour when she was to see, her husband 
once more, when they were to meet but to part, to meet 
first at the wedding ceremony, and at a breakfast in a 
public company, — ^altogether painful as it must be, yei 
she looked forward to it with a sort of longing ardent 
impatience. " True, it will be dreadful, yet s&ll — still 
shall I see him again, see him once again, and he can- 
not part with his once so dear Cecilia without some 
word— some look different from his last.'* 

The evening before the day on which the wedding 
was to be, Lady Cecilia was in Lady Davenant's room, 
sitting beside the bed while her mother slept Suddenly 
she was startled from her still and ever the same re* 
curring train pf melancholy thoughts, by a sound which 
had often made her heart beat with joy — her husband's 
knock ; she ran to the window, opened it, and was out 
on the balcony in an instant. His horse was at the 
door, he had alighted, and was' going tip the steps ; she 
leaned over the rails of the balcony, and as she leaned, 
a flower she wore broke off—it fell at the general's feet; 
he looked up, and their eyes met. There he stood, 
waiting on those steps some minutes for zn answer 
to his inquiry how Lady Davenant was : and when the 
answer was Drought out by Elliott, whom, as it seemed, 
he had desired to see, he remounted his horse, and rode 
away without ever again looking up to the balcony. 

Lady Davenant had awakened, and when Cecilia re* 
turned on hearing her voice, her mother, as the light 
from the half-open shutters shone upon her face, saw 
that she was in tears ; she kneeled down by the side 
of the bed, and wept bitterly ; she made her mother 
understand how it had been. 

^ Not that I hoped more, but still — still to feel it so ! 
Oh ! mother, I am bitterly ponished.*' 

Then Lady Davenant, seizing those clasped hands, 
and raising herself in her bed, &ed her eyes earnestly 
upon Cecuia, and asked, 

" Would you, Cecilia-!«-t8ll me, would you if it were 
now, this moment, in your powerr-would you retract 
your confession ?" 

^* Retract ! impossible !" 

« Do you repent — ^regret having made it, Cecilia T** 

^ Repent'-Hregret having made it ! No, loother* no T 
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ropliad Cectti8» firmly. " I only remt thai it was not 
s<K>ner made. Retract t— -impossible I could wish to 
retract the only right thing I have done, the only thing 
that redeema me in my inmost soul from utte \iost con- 
tempt. No 1 rather would I be as I am, anc lose that 
noble hearti than hold it as I did» unworthtlY. There 
18, motherr as you said — as I feel, a sustaining— a re* 
redeeming power in truth." 
. Her mother threw her arms round her. 

*' Come to my heart, my child, close-^lose to my 
heart. Heaven bless you ! You have my blessing— my 
thanks, Cecilia. Yes, my thanks, — for now I know— I 
feel, my dear daughter, that my neglect of you in child- 
hood has been repaired. You make me forgive myself, 
you make me happy, you have my thanks — my blessing 
«— my warmest blessing T* 

A smile of delight was on her pale face, and tears ran 
down as Cecilia answered^ 

'* Oh, mother, mother ! blind that I have been. Why 
did not I sooner know this tenderness of your heart V 

" And why, my child, did I not sooner know you T 
The fault was mine, the sufferimg has been yoursy-**not 
yours alone, though.*' 

" Suffer no more for me, mother— for now, after this, 
come what may, I can bear it* I can be happy, even 
if—" There she paused, and then eagerly looking into 
her mother^s eyes, she asked, 

** What do you say, mother, about him ) do you think 
I may hope ?" 

*' I dare not bid you hope," replied her mother. 

<• Do you bid me despair V 

« No^-despair in this world is only for those who 
have lost their own esteem, who have no confidence in 
themselves, for those who cannot repent, reform, and 
trust. My child, you must not despair. Now leave me 
to myself," continued she. ** Open a little more of the 
shutter, and put that book within my reaoh«" 

As soon as Miss Clarendon heard that her brother 
had arrived in town she hastened to him, and, as Lady 
Davenant had desired, told him of all the reports that 
were in circulation, and of all that Lady Cecilia had 
spontaneously confided to )Mr. Esther watched his 
countenance as she spoke, and observed that he listened 
with eager attention to the proofs of exactness in Ce« 
oilia \ but he said nothing, and whatever his feelings 



were, lue detennination, she could not doabt, was 
unshaken; even i^e did not dare to press his eonA- 
dence. 

Miss Clarendon reported to Lady Davenant that slie 
had obeyed her command, and she described as nestly 
as she could all HaX she thought her brother's coimte- 
nance expressed. Lady Davenant seemed satisfiedf 
and this night she slept, as she told Cecilia in the nuMra- 
ing, better than she had done since she returned to Eng- 
land. And this wa6 the day of trial — 

The hour came, and Lady Davenant was in the church 
with her daughter. This marriage was to be, as de- 
scribed in olden times, *' celebrated with all the lustre 
and pomp imaginable ;" and so it was, for Helen's sake» 
Helen, the pale bride — 

^ Beautiful !** the whispers ran as she a^^ared, ** bat 
too pale." Leaning ou General Clarendon's arm she 
was led up the aisle to the altar. He felt the tremour 
of her arm on his, but she looked composed and almost 
firm. She saw no one individual of the assembled num- 
bers, not even Cecilia or Lady Davenant. 

^ She knelt at the altar beside him to whom she was to 
give her faith, and General Clarendon, in the face of all 
the world, proudly gave her to his ward, and she, wiUi- 
out fear, low and distinctly pronounced the sacred vow. 

And as Helen rose from her knees, the sun shone out, 
and a ray of light was on her face and it was lovely. 

Every heart said so — 

Every heart but Lady Katrine Hawksby's — ^And why 
do we think of her at such a moment t and why does 
Lady Davenant think of her at such a moment ! Yet 
she did ; she looked to see if sbe were present, and she 
bade her to the breakfast. 

And now all the salutations were given and received, 
and aU the murmur of congratulations rising, the living 
tide poured out of the church ; and then the noise m 
carriages, and all drove off to Lady Davenant's; and 
Lady Davenant had gone through it aB, so for, wefl. 
And Lady Cecilia knew that it had been ; and her eyes 
had been upon her husband« and her heart had been lull 
of another day when she had knelt beside him at the 
altar. And did he, too, think of that day t She eouM 
not tell, his countenance discovered no emotion. Ins 
eyes never once turned to the place where she stood. 
And she was now to see him for one hocff , Imt one hour 
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longer, and at a public breakfast ! but still she was to 
see him. 

And now they are all at breakfast. The attention of 
some was upon the bride and bridegroom ; of others, on 
Lady Cecilia and on the general ; of others, on Lady 
Davenant ; and of many, on themselves. Lady Dave- 
nant had Beauclerc on one side. General Clarendon on 
the other, and her daughter opposite to him. Lady 
Katrine was there, with her " tristeful visage," as Chur- 
chill justly called it, and more tristeful it presently 
became. 

When breakfast was over, seizing her moment when 
conversation flagged, and when there was a pause, 
implying *'What is to be said or done next 7*^ Lady 
Davenant rose from her seat with an air of preparation, 
and somewhat of solemnity — ^All eyes were instantly 
upon her. She drew out^ locket, which she held up to 
public view : then, turning to Lady Katrine Hawksbyt 
she said — ** This bauble has been - much talked of, I 
understand, by your ladyship, but I question whether 
you have ever yet seen it, or know the truth concerning 
it. This locket was stolen by a worthTess man, given 
by him to a worthless woman, from whom I have 
obtained it ; and now I give it to the person for whom 
it was originally destined." 

She advanced towards Helen and put it round her 
neck. This done, her colour flitted — her hand was sud- 
denly pressed to her heart ; yet she commanded — abso- 
lutely commanded, the paroxism of pain. The general 
was at her side ; her daughter, Helen, and Beauclerc, 
were close to her instantly. She was just able to walk : 
she slowly left the room — and was no more seen by the 
world I 

She suffered herself to be carried up the steps into her 
own apartment by the general, who laid her on the sofa 
in her dressing-room. She looked round on them, and 
saw that all were there whom she loved ; but there was 
an alteration in her appearance which struck them all, 
and most the general, who had least expected it. She 
held out her hand to him, and fixing her eyes upon him 
with death ful expression, calmly smiled, and said — 
*' You would not believe Ukis oonld be ; but now you see 
it must be, and soon. We have no time to lose," con- 
tinued she, and moving very cautiously and feebly, she 
half-raised herself— '' Yes,"* said she, ^a moment is 

40 



234 RBLxir. 

gfranted to me, thank Heaven !" She rose with sudden 
power and threw herself on her knees at the general's 
feet : it was done before he could stop her. 

*• For God's sake !" cried he, " Lady Davenant ! — I 
conjure you — " 

She would not be raised. *• No," said she, " here I 
die, if I appeal to you in vain — to your justice, General 
Clarendon, to which, as far as I know, none ever ap- 
pealed in vain — and shall 1 be the first 1 — a mother for 
her child — ^a dying mother for your wife — for my dear 
Cecilia— once dear to you." 

His face was instantly covered with his hands. 

" Not to your love," continued she — " if that be gone 
— to your justice 1 appeal, and must be heard, if you 
are what I think you : if you are not, why, go — go, 
instantly— >go, and leave your wife, innocent as she is, 
to be deemed guilty — Part from her, at the moment 
when the only fault she committed has been repaired — 
Throw her from you when, by the sacrifice of all that 
was dear to her, she has proved her truth — Yes, you 
know that she has spoken the whole, the perfect 
truth—" 

*' 1 know it," exclaimed he. 

" Give her up to the whole world of slanderers ! — de- 
stroy her character ! If now her husband separate from 
her, her good name is lost for ever! If now her hus- 
band protect her not — " 

Her husQSLnd turned, and clasped her in his arms. 
Lady Davenant rose and blessed him — ^blessed them 
both ; and they knelt beside her, and she joined their 
hands. 

" Now," said she, " I give my daughter to a husband 
worthy of her, and she more worthy of that noble 
heart than when first his. Her only fault was mine^ 
mine, my early neglect : it is repaired — I die in peace ! 
You make my last moments the happiest ! Helen, my 
dearest Helen, now, and not till nov^, happy — ^perfectly 
happy in love and truth !" 
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